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f>  R  A  M  A  T  I  5    PERSONiE. 

MEN,    • 


King  John. 

Prince  Henry,  Son  to  the  King. 

Arthur,  Duke  of  Bretagne,  and  Nephew  to  the  King," 

Pembroke,         "\ 

Essex, 

Salisbury,         f     Englifh  Lords. 

Hubert,  I 

Bigot,  J 

Faulconbridge,  Baftard  Son  to  Richard  the  Firft. 

Robert  Faulconbridge,  Half  Brother  to  the  BaflanL 

iAMEs  Gurney,  Servant  to  the  Lady  Faulconbridge* 
eter  of  Pom  fret,  a  Prophet. 
Philip,  King  of  France* 
Lewis,  the  Dauphin. 
Arch-Duke  of  Auftria. 
Cardinal  Pandulpho,  the  Pope's  Legate, 
Mel un,  a  French  Lord. 
Chatillo:*,  Ambaffador  from  France  to  King  John* 


WOMEN, 

Elinor,  Queen  Mother  of  England. 

Constance,  Mother  to  Arthur. 

Blanch,  Daughter  to  Alphonfo  King  of  Caflile,  and  Niece 

to  King  John. 
LadyFAULcoNBRiDGE^  Mother  to  the  Baftard  and  Robert 

Faulconbridge. 
Citizens  of  Angiers,   Heralds,   Executioners,   MefTengers, 

Soldiers,  and  other  Attendants. 

The  SCENE  fomerimis  in  England  and fometimes  In  France, 
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ACT    I,      SCENE    L 
Northampton.     A  Room  of  State  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  John,  Queen  Elinor,  Pembroke,  Essex, 
and  Salisbury,  with  Chatillon. 

King  John. 

NOW  fay,  Chatillon,  what  would  France  with  us  ? 
Chat.  Thus,  after  greeting,  fpeaks  the  king  of  Fiance, 
In  my  behaviour  to  the  majefty, 
The  borrow'd  majefty  of  England  here. 

Eli.  A  flrange  beginning ; — borrow'd  majefty  ! 

K.  John.  Silence,  good  mother;  hear  the  embaffy. 

Chat.  Philip  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 
Of  thy  deceafed  brother  Geffrey's  fon, 
Arthur  Plantagenet,  lays  mod  lawful  claim 
To  this  fair  Ifland  and  the  territories; 
To  Ireland,  Poidtiers,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine  J 
Defiring  thee  to  lay  alide  the  fword 
Which  fways  ufurpingly  thefe  feveral  titles; 
And  put  the  fame  into  young  Arthur's  hand,. 
Thy  nephew,  and  right  royal  fovereign. 

K.  John.  What  follows,  if  we  difallow  of  this  ? 

Chat.  The  proud  control  of  fierce  and  bloody  war 
To  enforce  thefe  rights  fo  forcibly  withheld. 

K.  John.  Here  have  we  war  for  war,  and  blood  for  blood, 
Controlment  for  controlment;  fo  anfwer  France. 

Chat.  Then  take  my  king's  defiance  from  my  mouth, 
The  farther!  limit  of  my  embaffy. 

K.  John.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  fo  depart  in  peace: 
Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France ; 
For  ere  thou  canft  report  I  will  be  there; 
The  thunder  of  my  cannon  (hall  be  heard: 
So,  hence  !  Be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath, 
And  fullen  preffage  of  your  own  decay. — 
An  honourable  conduct  let  him  have  ; — 
Pembroke,  look  to't: — Farewell,  Chatillon. 

[Exeunt  Chat,  and  PeM» 
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Eli.  What  now,  myfon?  have  I  not  ever  faid, 
How  that  ambitious  Conftance  would  not  ceafe, 
"Till  me  had  kindled  France  and  all  the  world 
Upon  the  right  and  party  of  her  fon  ? 
This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whole, 
With  very  eafy  arguments  of  love; 
Which  now  the  manage  of  two  kingdoms  mufl 
With  fearful  bloody  iffue  arbitrate. 

X.  John.  Our  ftrong  pofleffion  and  our  right  for  us. 
Eli.  Your  ftrong  poifeffion  much  more  than  your  right; 
Or  elfe  it  mufl:  go  wrong  with  you  and  me: 
So  much  my  confcience  whifpers  in  your  ear ; 
Which  none  but  heaven  and  you,  and  I,  mail  hear. 
Enter  the  Sheriff  of  Northampton/hire,  who  whifpers  EsS'Ex, 

Effex.  My  liege,  here  is  the  ftrangeft  controverfy 
Come  from  the  country  to  be  judg'd  by  you 
That  e'er  I  heard :  mall  I  produce  the  men  ?     [Exit  Sheriff 

K.  John.  Let  them  approach. — 
Our  abbies  and  our  priories  {hall  pay 

Enter  Robert  Faulconeridge,  and  Philip. 
This  expedition's  charge.— What  men  are  you? 

Phil.  Your  faithful  fubjecl  I,  a  gentleman, 
Born  in  Northamptonfhire  ;  and  eldeft  fon, 
As  I  fuppofe,  to  Robert  Faulconbridge  ; 
A  foldier,  by  the  honour-giving  hand 
Of  Cceur-de-lion  knighted  in  the  field. 
K.  John.  What  art  thou? 

Rob.  The  fon  and  heir  to  that  fame  Faulconbridge. 
K.  John.  Is  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  the  heir  r 
You  came  not  of  one  mother  then,  it  feems. 

Phil.  Moft  certain  of  one  mother,  mighty  king, 
That  is  well  known  ;  and,  as  I  think,  one  father  : 
But,  for  the'certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 
I  put  vou  o'er  to  heaven  and  to  my  mother; 
Of  that  1  doubt,  as  all  men's  children  may. 

Eli.  Out  on  thee,  rude  man!  thou  doft  mame  thy  mother,, 
And  wound  her  honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Phil.  I,  madam  ?  no,  I  have  no  reaibn  for  it ; 
That  is  my  brother's  plea,  and  none  of  mine  ; 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  'a  pops  me  out 
At  leaft  from  fair  five  bundled  pound  a  year : 
Heaven  guard  my  mother's  honour  and  my  land  I 
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K.  John.  A  good  blunt  fellow. — Why,  beingyounger  born, 
Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  inheritance? 

Phil.  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  land. 
But  once  he  llander'd  me  with  baftardy  ; 
But  whe'r  I  be  as  true  begot  or  no 
That  full  I  lay  upon  my  mother's  head ; 
But  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  liege 
(Fair  fall  the  bones  that  took  the  pains  for  me !) 
Compare  our  faces  and  be  judge  yourfe  f. 
If  old  Sir  Robert  did  beget  us  both 
And  were  our  father,  and  this  fon  like  him  ; — 

0  old  Sir  Robert,  father,  on  my  knee 

1  give  heaven  thanks,  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 

K.  John.  Why,  what  a  mad-cap  hath  heaven  lent  us  here ! 

Eli.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Cceur-de-lion's  face, 
The  accent  of  his  tongue  afFecteth  him : 
Do  you  not  read  fome  tokens  of  my  fon 
In  the  large  compofition  of  this  man  ? 

K.  John.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts, 

And  finds  them  perfect  Richard. Sirrah,  fpeak, 

What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  brother's  land? 

Phil.  Becaufe  he  hath  a  half-face  like  my  father; 
With  that  half-face  would  he  have  all  my  land: 
A  half-fac'd  groat  five  hundred  pound  a  year  ! 

Rob.  My  gracious  liege,  when  that  my  father  liv'd, 
Your  brother  did  employ  my  father  much. — 

Phil.   Well,  fir,  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  land  j 
Your  tale  mufr.  be  how  he  employ'd  my  mother. 

Rob.  And  once  difpatch'd  him  in  an  embafTy 
To  Germany,  there,  with  the  emperor, 
To  treat  of  high  affairs  touching  that  time  : 
The  advantage  of  his  abfence  took  the  king, 
And  in  the  mean  time  fojourn'd  at  my  father's; 
Where  how  he  did  prevail  I  lliame  to  fpeak : 
But  truth  is  truth  ;  large  lengths  of  feas  and  ihores 
Between  my  father  and  my  mother  lay 
(As  I  have  heard  my  father  fpeak  himfelf), 
When  this  fame  lufty  gentleman  was  got. 
Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  will  bequeathed 
His  lands  to  me ;  and  took  it  on  his  death 
That  this  my  mother's  fon  was  none  of  his; 
,And  if  he  were  he  came  into  the  world 
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Full  fourteen  weeks  before  the  courfe  of  time  ; 
Then,  good  my  liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine. 
My  fathers  land,  as  was  my  fathers  will. 

K.  John.  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate  ; 
Y  our  fathers  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him  : 
And  if  fhe  did  play  falfe  the  fault  was  her's, 
Which  fault  lies  On  the  hazard  of  all  hufbands 
That  marry  wives.     Tell  me  how  if  my  brother, 
Who,  as  you  fay,  took  pains  to  ge:  this  fon, 
Had  of  your  father  claim?d  this  fon  for  his  ? 
In  footh  good  friend,  your  father  might  have  kept 
This  calf,  bred  from  his  cow,  from  all  the  world  ; 
In  footh,  he  might ;  then  if  he  were  my  brother's 
My  brother  might  not  claim  him  ;  nor  your  father? 
Being  none  of  his,  retufe  him  :  This  concludes — 
My  mother's  fon  did  get  your  father's  heir; 
"Your  father's  heir  mutt,  have  your  father's  land. 

Rob.  Shall  then  my  father's  will  be  of  no  force 
To  difpoflefs  that  child  which  is  not  his? 

Phil.  Of  no  more  force  to  difpoflefs  me,  fir, 
Than  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 

Eli.  Whether  hadft  thou  rather  be  a  Faulconbridge? 
And,  like  thy  brother,  to  enjoy  thy  land; 
Or  the  reputed  fon  of  Cceur-de-lion, 
Xoid  of  thy  prelence,  and  no  land  beflde  ? 

PhiL  Madam,  and  if  my  brother  had  my  fhape 
And  I  had  his,  Sir  Robert  his,  like  him  ; 
And  if  my  legs  were  two  fuch  riding-rods, 
My  arms  fuch  eel-fkjns  ftuft ;  my  face  fo  thin 
That  in  mine  ear  I  durft  not  flick  a  rofe, 
Left  men  fhouid  fay,  Look  where  three-farthings  goes  • 
And,  to  his  fhape,  were  heir  to  all  this  land, 
3  Would  I  might  never  ftirfrpm  off  this  place, 
I'd  give  it  every  foot  to  have  this  face  ; 
I  would  not  be  Sir  Nob  in  any  cafe. 

Eli.  I  Ijke  thee  well;  Wilt  thou  forfake  thy  fortune, 
Bequeath  thy  land  to  him,  and  follow  me  ? 
I  am  a  foldier,  and  now  bound  to  France. 

Phil.  Brother,  take  you  my  land,  I'll  take  my  chance  \ 
Your  face  hath  got  five  hundred  pound  a  year ; 
Yet  fell  your  face  for  five  pence,  and  'tis  dear.  — 
Madam,  1*11  follow  you  unto  the  death, 

Eli.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 

£hih  Our  country  manners  give  our  betters  way- 
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^.  7<^*-  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Phi.  Philip,  my  liege;  fo  is  my  name  begun; 
Philip,  good  old  Sir  Robert's  wife's  eldeft  fon. 

if.  JV*«.  From  henceforth  bear  his  name  whole  form  thou 
bear'ft : 
Kneel  ihou  down  Philip,  but  rife  more  great; 
Arife  Sir  Richard,  and  Plantagenet ! — 

Phil.  Brother  by  the  mother's  fide,  give  me  your  hand; 
My  father  gave  me  honour,  your's  gave  land ; 
Now  blefled  be  the  hour,  by  night  or  day, 
When  I  was  got,  Sir  Robert  was  away. 

Eli.  The  very  fpirit  of  Plantagenet ! — 
I  am  thy  grandame,  Richard ;  call  me  fo, 

Phil.  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  by  truth :  What  though  ? 
Something  about,  a  little  from  the  right, 
In  at  the  window,  or  elfe  o'er  the  hatch ; 
Who  dares  not  ftir  by  day  mull  walk  by  night; 
And  have  is  have,  howe'er  men  do  catch  : 
Near  or  far  off  well  won  is  ftill  well  fhot; 
And  I  am  I,  however  I  was  begot. 

K.  John.  Go  Faulconbridge  !  now  haft  thou  thy  defiref 
A  landlefs  knight  makes  thee  a  landed  'fquire.— - 
Come,  madam,  and  come,  Richard ;  we  mud  fpeed 
For  France  for  France ;  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

Phil.  Brother,  adieu ;  Good  fortune  come  to  thee 
For  thou  waft  got  i'  the  way  of  honefty  1 
A  foot  of  honour  better  than  I  was ;     [Exeunt  all  but  PhI£  JPP 
But  many  a  many  foot  of  land  the  worfe. 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  lady: — 
Good  rfeny  Sir  Richard — God-a-mercy,  fellow ;— • 
And  if  his  name  be  George,  I'll  call  him  Peter : 
For  new-made  honour  doth  forget  men's  names ; 
JTis  too  refpedh've,  and  too  fpciable, 
For  your  converfing.     Now  your  traveller-^ 
He  and  his  tooth-pick  at  my  worfhip's  mefs ; 
And  when  my  knightly  ftomach  is  fuffic'd, 
Why  then  I  fuck  my  teeth,  and  catechife 

My  piked  man  of  countries  : My  dear  fir 

(Thus,  leaning  on  my  elbow,  I  begin) 
Jjhall  befeech  you — That  js  qupftion  now : 
And  then  comes  anfwer  like  an  A BC-book :— --» 
O,  Jir,  fays  anfwer,  at  your  bejl  command-, 
^t your  employment >  atyourfervice,Jir:—+> 
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No  fir,  fays  queflion;.  7",  fweet  fir,  at  your' s: 
And  fo,  e'er  anfwer  knows  what  queftion  would 
(Saving  in  dialogue  of  compliment; 
And  talking  of  the  Alps  and  Apennines, 
The  Pyrenean,  and  the  river  Pb), 
It  draws  towards  (upper  in  conclufion  fo. 
But  this  is  woifhipful  fociety, 
-And  fits  the  mounting  fpirit,  like  myfelf: 
For  he  is  but  a  baftard  to  the  time, 
That  doth  not  fmack  of  obfervation 
(And  fo  am  I,  whether  I  fmack  or  no)  j 
And  not  alone  in  habit  and  device, 
Exterior  form,  outward  accoutrement ; 
But  from  the  inward  motion  to  deliver 
Sweet,  fweet,  fweet  poifon  for  the  age's  tooth  ' 
Which  though  L  will  not  pradtife  to  deceive, 
Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn  ; 
For  it  (hall  fire  w' the  footfteps  of  my  fifing. — - 
But  who  comes  in  fuch  unite  m  riding  robes  ? 
What  woman-poiT:  is  this  ?  hath  the  no  huiband 
That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her  ? 

Enter  Lady  Faulconbridge  and  J-AMES  GuRNEY* 
Oh  me  !   it  is  my  mother: — How  now,  good  lady  ; 
What  brings  you  here  to  court  fo  haftily  ? 

Lady,  Where  is  that  flave  thy  brother  ?  where  is  he  ? 
That  holds  in  chafe  mine  honour  up  and  down? 

Phil   My  brother  Robeit?  old  Sir  Robert's  fon? 
-Cclbrand  the  giant,  that  fame  mighty  man? 

Is  it  Sir  Robert's  ion  that  you  ieek  io  ? 

Lady.  Sir  Robert's  fori  !   Ay,  thou  unreverend  boy, 

Sir  Robert's  fon  :   Why  icorn'ft  thou  at  Sir  Robert? 

He  is  Sir  Robert's  fon  ;  and  fo  art  thou. 

Phil    Tames  Gurney,  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  a  while? 
Gur.  Good  leave,  good  Philip. 
Phil.  Philip  !  -  fpafrow  !—  James, 

There's  toys  abrdad  j  anon  I'll  tell  thee  more.  [Ex.  James, 

Madam,  I  was  not  old  Sir  Roberts  ion  ; 

Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 

Upon  Good- Friday  and  ne'er  broke  his  fail : 

Sir  Robert  could  do  well ;  Marry,  to  confefs  ! 

Could  he  get  me  I  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it; 

We  know  his  handy-work  : — Therefore,  good  mother? 

To  whom  I  am  beholden  for  thefe  limbs  ? 

£>ir  Robert  never  hoip  to  make  this  leg0 
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Lady.  Haft  thou  confpired  with  thy  brother  too, 
That  for  thine  own  gain  fbould'fr  defend  mine  honour  ? 
What  means  this  icorn,  thou  moff.  untoward  knave  ? 

Phil.  Knight,  knight,  good  mother— Bah  lii'co  like  ! 
What !  I  am  dub'd  ;  I  have  it  en  my  thouiUer. 
But,  mother,  I  am  not  Sir  Robert's  ion  ; 
I  have  difclaim'd  Sir  Robert,  and  my  land ; 
Legitimation,  name,  and  all  is  gone : 
Then,  good  my  mother,  let  me  know  my  father; 
Some  proper  man  I  hope  ;  Who  was  it,  mother  ? 

Lady.  Halt  thou  deny'd  thyfelf  a  Faulconbridge? 

Ph'il.  As  faithfully  as  I  deny  the  dt  vU.. 

Lady.  King  Richard  Coeur-de-lion  was  thy  father; 
By  long  and  vehement  fait  I  W      .>_auc:a 

To  make  room  for  him  in  my  hufband's  bed  : • 

Heaven  lay  not  my  tranfgreffion  to  my  charge ! 

Thou  art  the  iffue  of  my  dear  offence, 
Which  was  fo  ftrongly  urg'd  paft  my  defence. 

Phil.  Now,  by  this  light,  were  I  to  get  again, 
Madam,  I  would  not  wifh  a  better  father. 
Some  fins  do  bear  their  privilege  on  eai  th, 
And  io  doth  your's  ;  your  fault  was  not  your  folly ; 

Needs  muft  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  difpofe 

Subjected  tribute  to  commanding  love 

Againft  w7hofe  fury  and  unmatched  force 
The  awlefs  lion  could  not  wage  the  fight, 
Nor  keep  his  princely  heart  from  Richard's  hand. 
He  that  perforce  robs  lions  of  their  hearts 
May  eafily  win  a  woman's      Ay,  my  mother, 
With  all  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  father  ! 
Wrho  lives  and  dares  but  fay  thou  did'ft  not  well 
When  I  was  got,  I'll  lend  his  foul  to  hell. 
Come,  lady,  I  will  ihew  thee  to  my  kin  ; 

And  thev  (hall  fay  when  Richard  me  begot, 
If  thou  hadft  faid  him  nav  it  had  been  fin  : 

Who  fays  it  was  he  lies ;  I  fay  'twas  not.  [Exeunt. 

"TC  T.    It.       SCENE     I. 

Before  the  walls  of  Anglers  in  France. 

Enter  Philip  King  of  France,  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  the 

Arch-Duke  of  Avjlria,  Constance,  WArtkur. 

Lewis. 

BEFORE  Anglers  well  met,  brave  Aufrria. 
Arthur,  that  great  forerunner  of  thy  blood, 


12  KING   JOHtf. 

Richard,  that  robb'd  the  lion  of  his  heart, 

And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Paleftine, 

By  this  grave  duke  came  early  to  his  grave : 

And,  for  amends  to  his  pofterity, 

At  our  importance  hither  is  he  come 

To  fpread  his  colours,  boy,  in  thy  behalf; 

And  to  rebuke  the  usurpation 

Of  thy  unnatural  uncle,  Englifh  John: 

Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 

Arthur.  God  ihall  forgive  you  Cceur-de-lion's  death 
The  rather  that  you  give  his  offspring  life, 
Shadowing' theirVight  under  your  wings  of  war: 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  powerlefs  hand, 
But  with  a  heart  full  of  unftained  love ; 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angiers,  duke. 

Lewis.  A  noble  boy !  Who  would  not  do  thee  right? 

Avifi.  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kifs, 
As  {eal  to  this  indenture  of  my  love  ; 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return 
'Till  Angiers,  and  the  right  thou  haft  in  France, 
Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-fac'd  more, 
Whofe  foot  fpurns  back  the  ocean's  roaring  tides, 
And  coops  from  other  lands  her  iflanders, 
Even  'till  that  England,  hedg'd  in  with  the  maity 
That  water-walled  bulwark,  ftill  fecure 
And  confident  from  foreign  purpoles, 
Even  'till  that  utmoft  corner  of  the  weft 
Salute  thee  for  her  king :  'till  then,  fair  boy, 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  arms, 

Conji.  O  take  his  mother's  thanks,  a  widow's  thanks, 
'Till  your  ftrong  hand  {hall  help  to  give  him  ftrength 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 

Aufi.  The  peace  of  heaven  is  theirs  that  lift  their  fword$ 
In  fuch  a  juft  and  charitable  war. 

K.  Phil.  Well  then,  to  work  ;  our  cannon  fhall  be  bent 
Againft  the  brows  of  this  refilling  town. — — 
Call  for  our  chiefeft  men  of  difcipline, 
To  cull  the  plots  of  beft  advantages: — 
We'll  lay  before  this  town  our  royal  bones, 
Wade  to  the  market-place  in  Frenchmen's  blood? 
But  we  well  make  it  fubjeft  to  this  boy. 

Conft.  Stay  for  an  anfwer  to  your  embafTy, 
Left  unadvis'd  you  ftain  your  fwords  with  biQod; 
My  lord  Chatillon  may  from  England  bring 
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That  right  in  peace  which  here  we  urge  in  war ; 
And  then  we  (hall  repent  each  drop  of  blood 
That  hot  raih  hade  fo  indirectly  (Tied. 

Enter  Chatillon. 

K.  Phil,  A  wonder,  lady  ! — lo,  upon  thy  wifh, 
Our  mefTenger  Chatillon  is  arriv'd.— 
What  England  (ays  fay  briefly,  gentle  lord, 
We  coldly  paufe  for  thee  ;  Chatillon  fpeak. 

Chat.  Then  turn  your  forces  from  this  paltry  fiegeP 
And  ftirthem  up  againft  a  mightier  tafk; 
England,  impatient  to  your  juft  demands, 
Hath  puthimfelf  in  arms;  the  adverfe  winds, 
Whole  leifure  I  have  ftay'd,  have  given  him  time 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  foon  as  I: 
His  marches  are  expedient  to  this  town, 
His  forces  flrong,  his  foldiers  confident. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  mother-queen, 
An  Ate,  flirring  him  to  blood  and  ftrife ; 
With  her,  her  niece,  the  lady  Blanch  of  Spain ; 
With  them  a  baftard  of  the  king  deceas'd ; 
And  all  th*  unfettled  humours  of  the  land— 
Raih,  inconfiderate,  fiery  voluntaries, 
With  ladies'  laces,  and  fierce  dragons'  fpleens-^ 
Have  fold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  homes, 
Bearing  their  birthrights  proudly  on  their  backs, 
To  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortunes  here. 
In  brief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntlefs  fpirits 
Than  now  the  Engliih  bottoms  have  waft  o'er 
Did  never  float  upon  the  fwelling  tide, 
To  dp  offence  and  icath  in  Chriftendom. 
The  interruption  of  their  churlim  drums         [Drums  beat* 
Cuts  off  more  circumitances :   they  are  at  hand 
To  parley,  or  to  fight ;  therefore  prepare. 

K.  Phil.  How  much  unlook'd  for  is  this  expedition  ! 

Aujl.  By  how  much  unexpected,  by  fo  much 
We  mull  awake  endeavour  for  defence  \ 
For  courage  mounteth  with  occafion : 
Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  prepar'd. 

Enter  King  John,  Faulc.  Eli.  Blanch,  and  ¥e*/[2. 

K.  John.  Peace  be  to  France;  if  France  in  peace  permit 
Our  juft  and  lineal  entrance  to  our  own  ! 
Jf  not ;  bleed  France,  and  peace  afcend  to  heaven ! 
Whjles  we,  God's  wrathful  agent,  do  correct 
fhqr  proud  contempt  that  beat  his  peace  to  heaven* 
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K.  Phil.  Peace  be  to  England ;  if  that  war  return 
From  France  to  England,  there  to  live  in  peace  ! 
England  we  love  ;  and  for  that  England's  fake 
With  burthen  of  our  armour  here  we  fweat : 
This  toil  of  ours  fhould  be  a  work  of  thine ; 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  fo  far, 
That  thou  haft  under- wrought  its  lawful  king, 
Cut  off  the  fequence  of  pofterity, 
Out-faced  infant  ftate,  and  done  a  rape 
Upon  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  crown. 
Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffrey's  face ; — 
Thefe  eyes,  thefe  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his ; 
This  little  abftract  doth  contain  that  large, 
"Which  dy'd  in  Geffrey  ;  and  the  hand  of  time 
Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  huge  a  volume. 
That  Geffery  was  thy  elder  bother  born, 
And  this  his  fon  \  England  was  Geffrey's  right, 
And  this  is  Geffrey's  :  In  the  name  of  God, 
How  comes  it  then  that  thou  art  call'd  a  king, 
When  living  blood  doth  in  thefe  temples  beat 
Which  owe  the  crown  that  thou  o'ei-maftereft  ? 

K.  John.  From  whom  haft  thou  this  great  commiffion, 
France, 
To  draw  my  anlwer  from  thy  articles  ? 

K.Phil.  From  thatfupernal  judge  that  ftirs  good  thoughts 
In  any  breaft  of  ftrong  authority 
To  look  into  the  blots  and  ftains  of  right. 
That  judge  hath  made  me  guardian  to  this  boy: 
Under  whofe  warrant  I  impeach  thy  wrong; 
And,  by  whofe  help,  I  mean  to  chaftife  it. 
K*  John.  Alack,  thou  doft  ufurp  authority. 
K.  Phil.  Excuie  it;  'tis  to  beat  ufurping  down* 
Eli.  Who  is  it  thou  doft  call  ufurper,  France? 
Conji,  Let  me  make  anfwer; — Thy  ufurping  fon, 
Eli.  Out,  infolent !  thy  baftard  lhall  be  king, ' 
That  thou  may'ft  be  a  queen  and  check  the  world  \ 

Corji.  My  bed  was  ever  to  thy  fon  as  true, 
As  thine  was  to  thy  hufband  :  and  this  boy 
Liker  in  feature  to  his  father  Geffrey 
Than  thou  and  John  in  manners  ;  being  as  like 
As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  dam. 
My  boy  a  baftard  !  By  my  foul,  I  think, 
His  father  never  was  l'o  true  begot ; 
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It  cannot  be,  an  if  thou  wert  his  mother. 

Eli.  There's  a  good  mother,  boy,  that  blots  thy  father. 

Conft.  There's  a  good  grandam,  boy,  that  would  blot  thee, 

Auft.  Peace! 

Faulc.  Hear  the  crier. 

Auft.  What  the  devil  art  thou  ? 

Faulc.  One  that  will  play  the  devil,  fir,  with  you, 
An  a*  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone. 
You  are  the  hare  of  whom  the  proverb  goes 
Whole  valour  plucks  dead  lions  by  the  beard; 
I'll  fmoke  your  fkin-coat  an  I  catch  you  right ; 
Sirrah,  look  to't ;  i'faith  I  will,  i'faith. 

Blanc.  O,  wrell  did  he  become  that  lion's  robe 
That  did  difrobe  the  lion  of  that  robe ! 

Faulc.  It  lies  as  lightly  on  the  back  of  him 
As  great  Alcides'  fhoes  upon  an  afs: — 
But,  afs,  I'll  take  that  burden  from  your  back ; 
Or  lay  on  that  lhall  make  your  moulders  crack. 

Auft.  What  craker  is  this  fame,  that  deafs  our  ears 
With  this  abundance  of  fuperfluous  breath? 
King  Lewis,  determine  what  we  fhall  do  fh  aight. 

K.  Phil.  Women,  and  fools,  break  off  your  conference.— 
King  John,  this  is  the  very  fum  of  all — 
England,  and  Ireland,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine, 
In  right  of  Arthur  do  I  claim  ot  thee  : 
Wilt  thou  refign  them  and  lay  down  thy  arms? 

K.  John.  My  life  as  foon : — I  do  defy  thee,  France, 
Arthur  of  Bretagne,  yield  thee  to  my  hand  ; 
And,  out  of  my  dear  love,  I'll  give  thee  more 
Than  e'er  the  coward  hand  of  France  can  Witt : 
Submit  thee,  boy. 

Eli.  Come  to  thy  grandam,  child. 
Conft.  Do,  child,  go  to  it's  grandam,  child: 
Give  grandam  kingdom,  and  it's  grandam  will 
Give  it  a  plum,  a  cherry,  and  a  fig  : 
There's  a  good  grandam. 

Arth.  Good  my  mother,  peace ! 
I  would  that  I  were  laid  low  in  my  grave; 
I  am  not  worth  this  coil  that's  made  for  me. 

Eli.  His  mother  fhames  him  fo,  poor  boy,  he  weeps. 
Conft.  Now  ihame  upon  you,  whe'r  ihe  does  or  no  I 
His  grandam's  wrongs,  and  not  his  rnodier's  lhames, 
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Draw  thofe  heaven-moving  pearls  from  his  poor  eyes* 
Which  heaven  mall  take  in  nature  of  a  fee; 
Ay,  with  thefe  cryffcal  beads  heaven  fhall  be  brib'd 
To  do  him  juftice,  and  revenge  on  you. 

Eli.  Thou  monftrous  flanderer  of  heaven  and  earth  ! 

Conft.  Thou  monftrous injurer  of  heaven  and  earth! 
Call  not  me  flanderer  ;  thou,  and  thine,  ufurp 
The  dominations,  royalties,  and  rights, 
Of  this  opprefled  boy :  This  is  the  eldeft  fen's  fon# 
Unfortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee; 
Thy  fins  are  vrfited  in  this  poor  child ; 
The  canon  of  the  law  is  laid  on  him, 
Being  but  the  fecond  generation 
Removed  from  thy  fin-conceiving  womb. 

K.  John.  Beldam,  have  done. 

Conft.  I  have  but  this  to  lay — 
That  he?s  not  only  plagued  for  her  fin, 
But  God  hath  made  her  fin  and  her  the  plague 
On  this  removed  iflue,  plagu'd  for  her, 
And  with  her. — Plague  lier  fon  ;  his  injury, 
Her  injury,  the  beadle  to  her  fins, 
All  puniih'd  in  the  perfon  of  this  child, 
And  all  for  her  ;  a  plague  upon  her ! 

Eli,  Thou  unadvifed  fcold,  I  can  produce 
A  will  that  bars  the  title  of  thy  fon. 

Conft.  Ay,  who  doubts  that?  a  will !  a  wicked  will; 
A  woman's  will ;  a  cankered  grandam's  will ! 

K.  Phil.  Peace,  lady ;  paufe,  or  be  more  temperate : 
It  ill  befeems  this  prefence  to  cry  aim 
To  thefe  ill-tuned  repetitions. — 
Some  trumpet  fummon  hither  to  the  walls 
Thefe  men  of  Angiers  i  let  us  hear  them  fpeak 
Whofe  title  they  admit,  Arthur's  or  John's. 

[  Trumpets  found , 

Enter  Citizens  upon  the  Walls. 

I  Cit.  Who  is  it  that  hath  warn'd  us  to  the  walls? 

K.  Phil.  'Tis  France  for  England. 

K.  John.  England  for  itfelf. 
You  men  of  Angiers,  and  my  loving  fubjects — . 

K.  Phil  You  loving  men  of  Angiers,  Arthur's  fubje&s> 
Our  trumpet  call'd  you  to  this  gentle  park. 
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IT.  John.  For  our  advantage ; — therefore  hear  us  firfl.— • 
Thefe  flags  of  France  that  are  advanced  here 
Before  the  eye  and  profpecl:  of  your  town 
Have  hither  march'd  to  your  endamagement: 
The  cannons  have  their  bowels  full  of  wrath  ; 
And  ready  mounted  are  they  to  fpit  forth 
Their  iron  indignation  'gaintt  your  walls  ; 
All  preparation  for  a  bloody  fiege, 
And  mercilefs  proceeding  by  thefe  French, 
Confronts  your  city's  eyes,  your  winking  gates ; 
And,  but  for  our  approach,  thofe  fleeping  Hones, 
That  as  a  waift  do  girdle  you  about, 
By  the  compulfion  of  their  ordnance 
By  this  time  from  their  fixed  beds  of  lime 
Had  been  difhabited,  and  wide  havock  made 
For  bloody  power  to  rufh  upon  your  peace. 

But,  on  the  right  of  us,  your  lawful  king 

Who  painfully,  with  much  expedient  march, 
Have  brought  a  countercheck  before  your  gates 
To  fave  unfcratch'd  your  city's  threaten'd  cheeks. 
Behold,  the  French  amaz'd  vouchfafe  a  parle ; 
And  now,  inftead  of  bullets  wrapM  in  tire, 
To  make  a  making  fever  in  you  walls, 
They  fhoot  but  calm  words,  folded  up  in  fmoke, 
To  make  a  faithlefs  error  in  your  ears ; 
"Which  truft  accordingly,  kind  citizens, 
And  let  us  in  your  king  ;  whofe  labour'd  fpirits, 
Forweary'd  in  this  action  of  fwift  fpeed, 
Crave  harbourage  within  your  city  walls. 

X.  Phil.  When  I  have  faid  make  anfwer  to  us  both. 
Lo,  in  this  right  hand,  whofe  protection 
Is  moft  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Of  him  it  holds,  ftands  young  Plantagenet, 
Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  this  man, 
And  king  o'er  him  and  all  that  he  enjoys ; 
For  this  down-trodden  equity  we  tread, 
In  warlike  march,  thefe  greens  before  your  town; 
Being  no  further  enemy  to  you 
Than  the  conftraint  of  hoipitable  zeal, 
In  the  relief  of  this  oppreffed  child, 
Religiouily  provokes.     Be  pleafed  then 
To  pay  that  duty  which  you  truly  owe 
To  Jiim  that  owes  it;  namely,  this  young  prince; 
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And  then  otir  arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  bear^ 
Save  in  afpecl,  have  all  offence  feal'd  up  j 
Our  cannons'  malice  vainly  fhall  be  fpent 
Againft.  th'  invulnerable  clouds  of  heaven  ; 
And,  with  a  bieffed  and  unvex'd  retire, 
With  unhack'd  fwords,  and  helmets  all  unbruis'd, 
We  will  bear  home  that  lufty  blood  again, 
Which  here  we  came  to  fpout  againft  your  town, 
And  leave  your  children,  wives,  and  you,  in  peace. 
But  if  you  fondly  pafs  our  proffer'd  offer, 
'Tis  not  the  roundure  of  your  old  fac'd  walls 
Can  hide  you  from  our  meffengers  of  war  ; 
Though  all  thefe  Englifh  and  their  discipline 
Wereharbour'd  in  their  rude  circumference. 
Then,  tell  us,  fhall  your  city  call  us  lord 
In  that  behalf  which  we  have  challeng'd  it  ? 
Or  fhall  we  give  the  fignal  to  our  rage, 
And  flalk  in  blood  to  our  poffeflion  ? 

Cit.  In  brief,  weare  the  king  of  England's  fubjedrs; 
For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  town. 

K.  John.  Acknowledge  then  the  king,  and  let  me  in. 

Cit.  That  can  we  not !  but  he  that  proves  the  king 
To  him  will  we  prove  loyal ;  till  that  time 
Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  gates  againft  the  world. 

K.  John.    Doth  not   the  crown  of   England  prove  the 
king  ? 
And  if  not  that  I  bring  you  witnefTes, 
Twice  fifteen  thoufand  hearts  of  England's  breed. 

Faulc.  Baftards,  and  elfe. 

K.   yohn.  To  verify  our  title  with  their  lives. 

K.  Phil.  As  many  and  as  well-born  bloods  as  thofe — ■ 

Faulc.  Some  baftards  too. 

K.  Phil.  Stand  in  his  face  to  contradict  his  claim. 

Cit.  'Till  you  compound  whofe  right  is  worthieft, 
We,  for  the  worthieft,  hold  the  right  from  both. 

K.  John.  Then  God  forgive  the  fin  of  all  thofe  fouls 
That  to  their  everlafting  rehdence, 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  fhall  fleet 
In  dreadful  trial  of  our  kingdom's  king ! 

K.  PhiL  Amen,  amen! — Mount,  chevaliers  !  to  arms! 

Faulc.  Saint  George,  thatfwing'd  the  dragon, and  e'erfincc 
Sits  on  his  horfeback  at  mine  hoftefs'  door, 


king  john;  t<£ 

*£ each  us  fome  fence ! — Sirrah,  were  I  at  home^ 

At  your  den,  firrah,  with  your  lionefs, 

I'd  leek  an  ox-head  to  your  lion's  hide, 

And  make  a  monfler  of  you.  [To  Austria, 

Auft.  Peace  ;  no  more. 

Faulc.  O,  tremble  !  for  you  hear  the  lion  roar. 

K.  John.  Up  higher  to  the  plain  ;  where  we'll  fet  forth, 
In  belt  appointment,  all  our  regiments. 

Faulc.    Speed  then  to  take  advantage  of  the  field. 
...  K.  Phil.  It  (hall  be  fo  j — and  at  the  other  hill 
Command  the  reft  to  (land.— God,  and  our  right !  {Exeunt, 

SCENE    II. 

After  Erturjibns  enter  the  Herald  of  France,  with  Trumpets, 
to  the  Gates. 

,  F.  Her.  You  men  of  Angiers,  open  wide  your  gate% 
And  let  young  Arthur  duke  of  Bretagne,  in  ; 
Who,  by  the  hand  of  France,  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  English  mother,' 
Whofe  fans  lie  fcatter'd  on  the  bleeding  ground: 
Many  a  widow  s  hufband  groveling  lies, 
Coldly  embracing  the  difcolour'd  earth  ; 
And  victory,  with  little  lofs,  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  French ; 
Who  are  at  hand,  triumphatnly  difplay'd, 
To  enter  conquerors,  and  to  proclaim 
Arthur  of  Bretagne  England's  king  and  yours; 

Enter  ErigliJJi  Herald,  with  Trumpets. 

E.  Her.  Rejoice,  you  men  of  Angiers;  ring  your  belfs % 
King  John,  your  king  and  England's  doth  approach, 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day  ! 
Their  armours  that  march'd  hence  fo  filyer-bright 
Hither  returns  all  gih  with  Frenchmen's  blood ; 
There  fttick  no  plume  fn  any  Englifh  creft 
That  is  removed  by  a  ftaff  of  France ; 
Our  colours  do  retain  in  thofe  fame  hands 
That  did  difplay  them  when  we  fifft  march'd  forth; 
And,  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntfmeri,  come 
Our  lufty  Englifh,  all  with  purpled  hands, 
Dy'd  In  the  dying  Slaughter  of  their  foe»£ 
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Open  your  gates,  and  give  the  victors  way. 

Cit.  Heralds,  from  off  our  towers  we  might  behold, 
From  fir  ft  to  laft,  the  oniet  and  retire 
Of  both  your  armies  ;  whofe  equality 
By  our  beft  eyes  cannot  be  cenfured : 
Blood  hath  bought  blood  and  blows  have  anfwer'd  blows ; 
Strength  match'd  with  ftrength,  and  power  confronted  power ; 
Both  are  alike  ;  and  both  alike  we  like. 
One  muft  prove  greateft;  while  they  weigh  fo  even, 
We  hold  our  town  for  neither ;  yet  for  both. 

Enter  the  two  Kings,  with  their  Powers,  at  fever  al  Doors \ 

K.  John.  France,  haft  thou  yet  more  blood  to  caft  away  I 
Say,  fhall  the  current  of  our  right  run  on, 
Whofe  paffage,  vext  with  thy  impediment, 
Shall  leave  his  native  channel  and  o'erfwell, 
With  courfe  difturb'd,  even  thy  confining  ihores, 
Unlefs  thou  let  his  filver  water  keep 
A  peaceful  progrefs  to  the  ocean  ? 

K.  Phil.  England,  thou  haft  not  favM  one  drop  of  blopd, 
In  this  hot  trial,  more  than  we  of  France  ; 
Rather  loft  more ;  and  by  this  hand  I  fwear, 
That  fways  the  earth  this  climate  overlooks — 
Before  we  will  lay  down  by  our  juft-bore  arms 
We'll  put  thee  down  'gainft  whom  thefe  arms  we  bear,. 
Or  add  a  royal  number  to  the  dead ; 
Gracing  the  fcroll  that  tells  of  this  war's  lofs, 
With  flaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  kings. 

Faille.  Ha,  majefty !  how  high  thy  glory  towers 
When  the  rich  blood  of  kings  is  fet  on  fire  ! 
Oh  I  now  doth  death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  fteel ; 
The  fwords  of  foldiers  are  his  teeth,  his  phangs  ; 
And  now  he  feafts,  mouthing  the  flefh  of  men, 
In  undetermin'd  differences  of  kings— — 
Why  (land  thefe  royal  fronts  amaz'd  thus  ? 
Cry  havock,  kings!  back  to  the  flamed  field, 
You  equal  potents,  fiery-kindled  fpirits  ! 
Then  let  confufion  of  one  part  confirm 
The  other's  peace  ;  till  then  blows  blood,  and  death ! 
K.  John.  Whofe  party  do  the  townfmen  yet  admit  ? 
K.  Phil.  Speak,  citizens,  for  England  ;  who's  your  king? 
Cit.  The  king  of  England,  when  we  know  the  king. 
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K.  Phil.  Know  him  in  us  that  here  hold  up  his  right* 

K.  John.  In  us  that  are  our  own  great  deputy, 
And  bear  poffeflion  of  our  perfon  here ; 
Lord  of  .prefence,  Angiers,  and  of  you. 

Cit.  A  greater  power  than  ye  denies  all  this-; 
And,  till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock  , 
Our  former  fcruple  in  our  ftrong4>arr'd  gates; 
King'd  of  our  fears  until  our  fears  refolv'd 
Be  by  fome  certain  king  purgM  and  depos'd. 

Faulc.  By  heaven !  thefe  fcroyles  of  Angiers  flout  ybii,  klngr, 
And  ftand  fecurely  on  their  battlements, 
As  in  a  theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  induftrious  fcenes  and  acts  of  death* 
Your  royal  prefence  be.rul'd  by  me  J 
Do,  like  the  mutines  of  Jerufalem*    . 
Be  friends  a  while,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  (harpeit  deeds  of  malice  on  this  town ; 
By  eaft  and  weft  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  batter ing  cannon,  charged  to  the  mouths, 
Till  their  foul-fearing  clamours  have  brawl'd  dowri 
The  flinty  ribs  of  this  contemptuous  city : 
I'd  play  inceffantly  upon  thefe  jades, 
Evert  till  unfenced  defolation 
Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 
That  done,  diffever  your  united  flrengths, 
And  part  your  mingled  colours  once  again  j 
Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point ; 
Then*  in  a  momCnt,  fortune  (hall  cull  forth 
Out  of  one  fide  her  happy  minion  ; 
To  whom  in  favour  fhe  lhall  give  the  day, 
And  kifs  him  tokh  a  glorious  victory. 
How  like  you  this  wild  counfel,  mighty  flates  ? 
Smacks  it  not  fomething  of  the  policy  $ 
«v  K.  John.  Now^by  the  fky  that  hangs  above  our  heads, 
I  like  it  well  ; — France,  fhall  we  knit  our  powers 
And  lay  this  Angiers  even  with  tjie  ground, 
Then  after  fight  who  fhall  be  king  of  it  ? 

Faulc.  And  if  thou  haft  the  mettle  of  a  king- 
Turn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  artillery, 
Being  wrong'd,  as  we  are,  by  this  peevifh  town — 
As  we  will  ours,  againfl  thefe  faucy  walls; 
And  when  that  we  have  dafh'd  them  to  the  ground, 
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Why,  then  defy  each  other ;  and,  pell-mell, 
Make  work  upon  ourfelves  for  heaven  or  hell. 

K.  Phil.  Let  it  be  fo.     Say,  where  will  you  affault? 

K.  John.  We  from  the  weft  will  fend  deftrudtion 
Into  this  city's  bofom. 

Jujl.  I  from  the  north. 

K.  Phil.  Our  thunder  from  the  fouth 
Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  town. 

Faulc.  O  prudent  difcipline  !  From  north  to  fouth, 
Auftria  and  France  fhoot  in  each  other's  mouth.        \AJide> 
I'll  ftir  them  to  it:  come,  away,  away  ! 

Cit.  Hear  us,  great  kings  ;  vouchfafe  a  while  to  (lay, 
And  I  fhall  (hew  you  peace  and  fair-fae'd  league  j 
Win  you  this  city  without  ftroke  or  wound ; 
Refcue  thofe  breathing  lives  to  die  in  beds, 
That  here  come  facrihees  for  the  field  ; 
Perfever  not,  but  hear  me,  mighty  kings. 

K.  John.  Speak  on  with  favour ;  we  are  bent  to  hear. 

Cit.  That  daughter  there  of  Spain,  the  lady  Blanch, 
Is  near  to  England;  look  upon  the  years 
Of  Lewis  the  dauphin  and  that  lovely  maid; 
If  lufty  love  fhould  go  in  queft  of  beauty 
Where  fhould  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blanch  ? 
If  zealous  love  fhould  go  in  fearch  of  virtue, 
Where  mould  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch? 
If  love  ambitious  fought  a  match  of  birth, 
Whofe  veins  bound  richer  blood  than  lady  Blanch  ? 
Such  as  fhe  is,  in  beauty,  virtue,  birth, 
Is  the  young  dauphin  every  way  complete ; 
If  not  complete,  O  !  fay  he  is  not  fhe  ; 
And  flie  again  wants  nothing  to  name  warrfj 
If  want  it  be  not  that  fhe  is  not  he : 
He  is  the  half-part  of  a  blefTed  man, 
Left  to  be  finifhed  by  fuch  as  fhe  ; 
And  flie  a  fair  divided  excellence, 
Whofe  fulnefs  of  perfection  lies  in  him. 
Oh  !  two  fuch  filver  currents,  when  they  join, 
Do  glorify  the  banks  that  bound  them  in  ; 
And  two  fuch  fhores  to  two  fuch  ftreams  made  one, 
Two  fuch  controlling  bounds  mall  you  be,  kings, 
To  thtfe  two  princes,  if  you  marry  them. 
This  union  fhall  do  more  than  battery  can 
To  our  faft-clofed  gates;  for,  at  this  match, 
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With  fwifter  fpleen  than  powder  can  enforce, 
The  mouth  of  palTage  fhall  we  rling  wide  ope, 
And  give  you  entrance  ;  but,  without  this  match? 
The  fea  enraged  is  not  half  fo  deaf, 
Lions  more  confident,  mountains  and  rocks 
More  free  from  motion  ;  no,  not  death  himfejf 
In  mortal  fury  half  fo  peremptory 
As  we  to  keep  this  city. 

Faulc.  Here's  a  flay 
That  fliakes  the  rotten  carcafs  of  old  death 
Out  of  his  rags  !  Here's  a  large  mouth,  indeed, 
That  fpits  forth  death,  and  mountains,  rocks,  and  feas ; 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  lions 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy-dogs  ! 
What  cannoneer  begot  this  luity  blood? 
He  fpeaks  plain  cannon,  fire,  and  fmoke,  and  bounce ; 
He  gives  the  baflinado  with  his  tongue; 
Our  ears  are  cudgell'd ;  not  a  word  of  his 
But  buffets  better  than  a  fift  of  France, 
Zounds  !  I  was  never  fo  bethumpt  with  words 
Since  I  firft  call'd  my  brother's  father  dad. 

Eli.  Son,  lift  to  this  conjunction,  make  this  match  j 
Give  with  our  niece  a  dowry  large  enough  ; 
For  by  this  knot  thou  fhalt  fo  furely  tie 
Thy  now  unfur'd  afTurance  to  the  crown, 
That  yon  green  boy  fhall  have  no  fun  to  ripe 
The  bloom  that  promifeth  a  mighty  fruit. 
I  fee  a  yielding  in  the  looks  of  France  ; 
Mark  how  they  whifper ;  urge  them  while  their  fouls 
Are  capable  of  this  ambition, 
Left  zeal,  now  melted,  by  the  windy  breath 
Of  foft  petitions,  pity,  and  remorfe," 
Cool  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 

Cit.  Why  anfwer  not  the  double  majefties 
This  friendly  treaty  of  our  threaten'd  town  ? 

K.  Phi.  Speak  England,  firft,  that  hath  been  forward  firfl: 
To  fpeak  unto  this  city  :   What  fay  you  ? 

K.  John.  If  that  the  dauphin  there,  thy  princely  foii> 
Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  read  I  love, 
Her  dowry  fhall  weigh  equal  with  a  queen ; 
For  Anjou,  and  fair  Touraine,  Maine,  Poidtiers, 
And  all  that  we  upon  this  fide  the  fea 
(Ej^cepf  this  city  now  by  us  befieg'd) 
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Find  liable  (to  pur  crown  and  dignity. 
Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed,  and  make  her  rich 
In  titles,  honours,  and  promotions, 
i\s  me  in  beauty,  education,  blood, 
jiolds  hand  with  any  piincefs  of  the  world. 

K.  Phil.  What  fay'it  thou  boy  f '  look  In  the  lady's  face. 
Lewis.  I  do,  my  lord  ;  and  in  her  eye  I  fine} 
A  wonder,  or  a  wondrous  miracle, 
The  fhadow  of  myfelf  form'd  in  her  eye ; 
Wh^ch,  being  but  the  fhadow  of  your  fon, 
Becomes  a  fun,  and  makes  your  fon  a  fhadow; 
I  do  proteft  I  never  lov'd  myfelf, 
HTill  now  infixed  I  beheld  myfelf 
Drawn  fn  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye.  \WJufpers  Blanch. 

Fau/c.  £>vz.\vn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye  !— - 
^rlangM  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  brow  ! 

And  quater'd  in  her  heart !— he  doth  efpy 
PimfeJf'Joye's  traitor:  this  is  pity  now, 
That  hang'cl,  and  drawn,  and  quarter'd,  there  mould  b$ 
In  fuch  a  love  fo  vile  a  lout  as  he 

Blanch.  My  uncle's  Will,  in  this  refpecl:,  is  mine; 
If  he  fee  augnt  in  you  that  makes  him  like, 
That  any  thinglie  fees  which  moves  his  liking, 
I  can  with  eafe  translate  it  to  my  will ; 
Or,  if  you  will  (to  fpeak  more  properly) 
I  will  enforce  it  eafily  to  my  love, 
further  I  will  nqt  flatter  yqu,  my  lord? 
That  all  1  fee  iu  ypu  lV worthy  love 
Than  this — that  nothing  do  I  fee  in  you 
(Though  churlifh  thoughts  themfelves  ihquld  be  your  judge). 
That  I  can  find  fhould  merit  any  hate. 
K.  John. Vfhztfaytheie  young  ones?  What  fay  you,  my  niece? 

$lanch.  That  (he 'is  bound  in  honour  frill  to  do 
^yhat  you  in  wifdom  flill  vouchfafe  to  fay. 

K.  John.  Speak  then,  prince  dauphin  \  can  you  love  (his  (ady? 
Lewis.  Nay,  afk  me  if  I  can  refrain  from  love; 
For  I  do  love  her  moft  unfeignedly. 

K.  John.  Then  do  I  give  Volqueflfcn,  Touraine,  Mainf| 
Poicliers,  apd  Anjou,  thefe  five  provinces, 
"With  her  to  thee  ;  and  this  addition  more, 
Full  thirty  thoufand  marks  of  Englifh  coin.-^ 
PHilip  of  France,  if  thou  be  pleas'd  withal, 
jComniiind  thy  fon  and  daughter  to  join  hands. 
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K.  PhiL  It  likes  us  well ;— young  princes,  clofe  your  hands. 

' Aujl.  And  your  lips  too ;  for  I  am  well  aflur'd 
That  I  did  fo  when  1  was  rirft  aflur'd. 

K.  PhiL  Npw,  citizens  of  Angiers,  ope  your  gates, 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made  ; 
For  at  Saint  Mary's  chapel  prefently 
The  rites  of  marriage  fhall  be  folemniz'd.— 
Is  not  the  lady  Conftance  in  this  troop  ? 
I  know  (he  is  not ;  for  this  match,  made  up, 
Her  prefence  would  have  interrupted  much  : — 
Where  is  ihe  and  her  fon ;  tell  me,  who  knows  ? 

Lewis.   She  is  fad  and  paflionate  at  your  highnefs*  tent. 

K.  PhiL  And,  by  my  faith,  this  league  that  we  have  mad© 
Will  give  her  fadnels  very  little  cure. — 
Brother  of  England,  how  we  may  content 
This  widow  lady  ?  In  her  right  we  came ; 
Which  we,  God  knows,  have  turn'd  another  way 
To  our  own  vantage. 

K.  John,  We  will  heal  up  all ; 
For  we'll  create  young  Arthur  duke  of  Bretagne 
And  earl  of  Richmond  ;  and  this  rich  fair  town 
We  make  him  lor4  of.— Call  the  lady  Conftance  $ 
Some  fpeedy  mefTenger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  folemnity.  — I  truft:  we  (hall, 
If  not  fill  up  the  meafure  of  her  will, 
Yet  in  fome  meafure  fatjsfy  her  fo 
That  we  fhall  flop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we,  as  well  as  hafle  will  fuffer  us, 
To  this  unlook'd-for,  unprepared  pomp. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Faulconbridoe, 

Faulc.  Mad  world  !  mad  kings  !   mad  compofition  ! 
John  to  ftop  Arthur's  title  in  the  whole, 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part ; 
And  France  (whofe  armour  confcience  buckled  on, 
Whom  zeal  and  charity  brought  to  the  field 
As  God's  own  foldierj,  rounded  in  the  ear 
With  the  fame  purpcie-cnanger,  that  fly  devil ; 
That  broker,  that  frill  breaks  the  pate  of  faith  ; 
That  daily  break-vow  ;  he  that  wins  of  all, 
Of  kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids, 
(Who  having  no  external  thing  to  loie 
Put  the  word  maid,  cheats  the  poor  maid  of  that) 
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That  fmooth-fac'd  gentleman,  tickling  commodity?-? 

Commodity,  the  bias  of  the  world ; 

The  world,  who  oif  itlelf  is  poifed  well. 

Made  to  run  eyen,  upon  even  ground ; 

Till  thi^s  advantage,  this  vile  drawing  bias. 

This  fway  of  motion,  this  commodity, 

Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indifferency, 

from  all  direction,  purpofe,  courle,  intent ; 

^nd  this  fame  bias,  this  commodity, 

This  bawd,  this  broker,  this  all-changing  word? 

jClapt  on  the  outward  eye  of  fickle  France, 

tiath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determin'd  aid, 

From  a  refoly'd  and  honourable  war, 

Toa  moft  bale  and  vile  concluded  peace. — 

And  why  rail  I  on  this  commodity? 

But  tor  becaufe  he  hath  not  woo'd  me  yet : 

Mot  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  hantj 

When  his  fair  angels  would  falute  my  palm  ; 

)3ut  for  my  hand,  as  unattempted  yet, 

JJke  a  poor  beggar,  raileth  on  the  rich. 

Well,  whiles  I  am  a  beggar  I  will  rail, 

And  fay — there  is  no  iin  but  to  be  rich  ; 

And,  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  ihall  be 

To  fay — there  is  no  vice  but  beggary: 

Since  icings  break  faith  upon  commodity, 

Gain,  be  my  lord ;  for  I  will  worihip  thee !  [Exit* 

ACT    III. 

SCENE     J,— The  French  King's  Pavilion. 

Enter  Constance,  Arthur,  and  Salisbury. 

CpnJIance. 

GONE  to  be  marry'd  !  gone  to  fwear  a  peace  ! 
Falfe  blood  to  falfe  blood  joinM  !  Gone  to  be  friend?  1 
Shall  Lewis  have  Blanch  ?  and  Blanch  thofe  provinces  ? 
Ji  is  pot  fo  ;  thou  haft  mifspoke,  miiheard  j 
Be  well-advis'd,  tell  o'er  thy  tale  again  ; 
It  cannot  be  ;  thou  doft  but  fay  his  fo; 
J  rrufi  I  may  not  truft  thee  ;  for  thy  word 
Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man ; 
Believe  me,  I  do  not  believe  tlfce,  man  j 
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I  have  a  king's  oath  to  the  contrary. 

Thou  ill  alt  be  puniuYd  for  thus  frighting  me, 

Far  I  am  fick,  and  capable  of  fears ; 

Opprel'sM  vyith  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fearsj 

A  widow,  hufbandleis,  fubjeft  to  fears; 

A  woman,  naturally  born  to  fears: 

And  though  thou  now  confefs  thou  didft  but  jefl, 

With  my  vest  ipirits  I  cannot  take  a  truce, 

But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 

What  doft  thou  mean  by  jhakjng  oif  thy  head? 

Why  doft  thou  look  fo  fadly  on  my  fon  ? 

What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breaft  of  thine  \ 

Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum, 

Like  a  proud  river  peering  o'er  his  bounds  ? 

Be  thefe  lad  ligns  confirmers  of  thy  words? 

Then  fpeak  again  ;  not  all  thy  former  tale, 

But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true  ? 

Sal.  As  true  as,  I  believe,  you  think  them  falfe 
That  give  you  caufe  to  prove  my  faving  true. 

Confi.  Oh  !  if  you  teach  me  to  beljeye  this  forrow, 
Teach  thou  this  forrow  how  to  make  me  die ; 
And  let  belief  and  life  encounter  fo, 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  defperate  men, 
Which,  m  the  very  meeting,  fall  and  die.-— 
Lewis  marry  Blanch  !  Oh,  boy!  then  where  art  thou  ? 
France  friend  with  England  !  what  becomes  of  me?-— 
Fellow,  be  gone ;  I  cannot  brook  thy  fight ; 
This  news  hath  made  thee  a  moil  ugly  man. 

Sal.  What  other  harm  have  I,  good  lady,  done, 
put  fpoke  the  harm  that  is  by  others  done  ? 

Confi.  Which  harm  within  itfelf  fo  heinous  is 
,As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  fpeak  of  it. 

Arth.  I  do  befeech  you,  madam,  be  content. 

Confi.  If  thou,  that  bidft  me  be  content,  wertgrim, 
Ugly,  and  fland'rous  to  thy  mother's  womb. 
Full  of  unpleafing  blots,  and  fightlefs  ftains, 
Lame,  fooliih,  crooked,  fwart,  prodigious, 
Patch'd  with  foul  moles,  and  eye-offending  marks, 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content ; 
For  then  I  mould  not  love  thee;  no,  nor  thou 
Become  thy  great  birth,  nor  deferve  a  crown. 
But  thou  art  fair;  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy I 
J^ature  and  fortune  join'd  to  make  thee  great ; 
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Of  nature's  gifts  thou  may'ft  with  lilies  boaft, 
And  with  the  half-blown  rofe  ;  but  fortune,  oh  \ 
She  is  corrupted,  chang'd,  and  won  from  thee  ; 
She  adulterates  hourly  with  thine  uncle  John  ; 
And  with  her  golden  hand  hath  pluck'd  on  France 
To  tread  down  fair  refpect  of  fovereignty, 
And  made  his  majefty  the  baw'd  to  theirs. 

France  is  a  bawd  to  fortune  and  king  John; 
That  ftrumpet  fortune,  that  ufurping  John. 

Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forfworn  ? 
Xnvenom  him  with  words  ;  or  get  thee  gone, 

And  leave  thofe  woes  alone  which  I  alone 

Am  bound  to  umlerbear. 
Sal.  Pardon  me,  madam, 

I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  kings. 

Conft.  Thou  may'ft,  thou  malt,  I  will  not  go  with  thee 

I  will  inftrudt  my  forrows  to  be  proud ; 

For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  (lout. 

To  me,  and  to  the  ft  ate  of  my  great  grief, 

Let  kings  affemble ;  for  my  griePs  fo  great 

That  no  fuppprter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 

Can  hold  it  up :  here  I  and  forrows  fit ; 

Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it. 

[Throws  herfelf  on  the  ground. 

Enter  Xing  John,   King  Philip,    Lewis,    Blanch 
Elinor,  Faulconbridge,  a^Austria. 

K.  Phil.  'Tis  true,  fair  daughter :  and  this  bleffed  day   ' 
Ever  in  France  fhall  be  kept  feftival. 
To  folemnife  this  day  the  glorious  fun 
Stays  in  his  courfe,  and  plays  the  alchymift ; 
Turning,  with  fplendour  of  his  precious  eye, 
The  meagre  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold. 
The  yearly  courfe  that  brings  this  day  aboit 
Shall  never  fee  it  but  a  holy-day. 

Conft.  A  wicked  day,    and  not  a  holy-day  !      ■  ■  [-Rifingi 
"What  hath  this  day  defery'd  ?  what  hath  it  done 
That  it  in  golden  letters  mould  be  {et 
Among  the  high  tides  in  the  kalendar? 
Nay,  rather  turn  this  day  out  of  the  week  ; 
This  day  of  (hame,  oppreffion,  perjury ; 
Or,  if  it  mud  ftand  ftill,  let  wives  with  child 
fray  that  their  burthens  may  not  fall  this  day, 
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Left  that  their  hopes  prodigioufly  be  croft; 
But  on  this  day  let  feamen  fear  no  wreck; 
No  bargains  break  that  are  not  this  day  made: 
Tin's  day  all  things  begun  come  to  ill  end; 
Yea,  faith  itfelf  to  hollow  falfehood  change  ! 

K.  Phil.  By  heaven,  lady,  you  mall  have  no  caufe 
To  curfe  the  fair  proceedings  of  this  day: 
Have  I  not  pawnM  to  you  my  majefty? 

Con/L  You  have  beguilM  me  with  a  counterfeit 
Refe;nbling  majefty  ;  which,  being  touchM  and  tryM, 
Proves  valueiefs.     You  are  forfwom,  forfworn ; 
You  came  in  arms  to  fpill  mine  enemies'  blood, 
But  now  in  arms  you  ftrengthen  it  with  yours. 
The  grappling  vigour  and  rough  frown  of  war 
Is  cold  in  amity  and  painted  peace, 
And  our  oppreffion  hath  made  up  this  league. 
Arm,  arm,  you  heavens,  againft  thefe  perjurM  kings! 
A  widow  cries ;  be  hufband  to  me,  heavens  I 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 
Wear  out  the  day  in  peace ;  but,  ere  fun-fer, 
Set  armed  difcord  'twixt  thefe  perjurM  kings! 
Hear  me,  oh,  hear  me  ! 

Aujh  Lady  Conftance,  peace. 

Conjh  War  !  war  !  no  peace !  peace  is  to  me  a  warf 
O  Lymoges  !  O  Auftria  !  thou  doft  fhame 
That  bloody  fpojl:  thou  flave,  thou  wretch,  thou  coward  $ 
Thou  little  valiant,  great  in  villany  ! 
Thou  ever  ftrong  upon  the  ftronger  fide ! 
Thou  fortune's  champion,  that  doft  never  fight 
But  when  her  humorours  ladyfhip  is  by 
To  teach  thee  fafety !  Thou  art  perjurM  too, 
And  footh'ft  up  greatnefs.     What  a  fool  art  thou; 
A  ramping  fool,  to  brag,  and  ftamp,  and  fwear, 
Upon  my  party  !     Thou  cold-blooded  Have, 
Haft  thou  not  fpoke  like  thunder  on  my  fide  ? 
Been  fworn  my  foldier?  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  (tars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  ftrength  f 
And  doft  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  ? 
Thou  wear  a  lion's  hide  !  dotF  it  for  fhame, 
And  hang  a  calfVfkin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs, 

Jujl.  O  that  a  man  would  fpeak  thofe  words  to  me! 

Faulc*  And  hang  a  call's- (kin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs? 

j$uft.  Thou  dar'ft  not  fay  fo,  villain,  for  thy  life. 
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Faulc.  And  hang  a  calfs-ikin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 
K.  John.  We  like  not  this ;  thou  doft  forget  thyfelf. 

Enter  Pandulph. 

K.  Phil.  Here  comes  the  holy  legate  of  the  pope. 

Pand.  Hail,  you  anointed  deputies  of  heaven  ! — 
To  thee,  king  John,  my  holy  errand  is. 
I  Pandulph,  of  fair  Milan  cardinal, 
And  from  pope  Innocent  the  legate  here, 
Do,  in  his  name,  religioufly  demand, 
Why  thou  againft  the  church*  our  holy  mother, 
So  wilfully  doft  fpurn  ;  and,  force  perforce, 
Keep  Stephen  Langton,  chofen  archbifhop 
Of  Canterbury,  from  that  holy  fee  ? 
This,  in  our  'forefaid  holy  father's  name, 
Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

K.  John,  What  earthly  name  to  interrogatories 
Can  tafk  the  free  breath  of  a  facred  king  ? 
Thou  canft  not,  cardinal,  devife  a  name 
So  flight,  unworthy,  and  ridiculous, 
To  charge  me  to  an  anfwer,  as  the  pope. 
Tell  him  this  tale  ;  and,  from  the  mouth  of  England* 
Add  thus  much  more — That  no  Italian  prieft 
3hall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  dominions ; 
But  as  we,  under  heaven,  are  fupreme  head, 
So,  under  him,  that  great  fupremacy, 
Where  we  do  reign,  we  will  alone  uphold, 
Without  the  afliftance  of  a  mortal  hand. 
So  tell  the  pope ;  all  reverence  fet  apart 
fo  him  and  his  ufurpM  authority. 

K.  Phil.  Brother  of  England,  you  blafpheme  in  this. 

K.  John.  Though  you,  and  all  the  kings  of  Chriftendom^ 
Are  led  fo  grofsly  by  this  meddling  prieft, 
Preading  the  curfe  that  money  may  buy  out; 
And,  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  drofs,  duft, 
furchale  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man, 
Who,  in  that  fale,  fells  pardon  from  himfelf ; 
Though  you,  and  all  the  reft,  fo  grofsly  led. 
This  juggling  witchcraft  with  revenue  cherifh  \ 
Yet  1  alone,  alone  do  me  oppofe 
Againft  the  pope,  and  count  his  friends  my  foes. 

Pand.  Then,  by  the  lawful  power  that  I  have. 
Thou  fhalt  ftand  curft  and  excommunicate  \ 
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And  blefled  fhall  he  be  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  an  heretic  ; 
And  meritorious  {hall  that  hand  be  call'd, 
Canoniz'd,  and  worfhipp'd  as  a  faint, 
That  takes  away,  by  any  iecret  courfe, 
Thy  hateful  life. 

Con  ft.  O!  lawful  let  it  be 
That  1  have  room  with  Rome  to  curfe  awhile  ! 
Good  father  cardinal,  cry  thou  amen 
To  my  keen  curfes  ;  for,  without  my  wrong, 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  power  to  curfe  him  right. 

Pand,  There's  law  and  warrant,  lady,  for  my  curie. 

Conft.  And  for  mine  too ;  when  law  can  do  no  right 
Let  it  be  lawful  that  law  bar  no  wrong  ; 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here ; 
For  he  that  holds  his  kingdom  holds  the  law: 
Therefore,  fince  law  itfelf  is  perfect  wrong. 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curfe? 

Pand.  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  curfe, 
Let  go  the  hand  of  that  arch-heretic, 
And  raife  the  power  of  France  upon  his  head, 
Unlefs  he  do  fubmit  himfelf  to  Rome. 

Eli.  Look'ft  thou  pale,  France  ?  Do  net  let  go  thy  hand. 

Conft.  Look  to  that,  devil !  left  that  France  repent, 
And,  by  disjoining  hands,  he'll  lofe  a  foul. 

Aujl.  King  Philip,  liften  to  the  cardinal. 

Faulc.   And  hang  a  calf's-ikin  on  his  receant  limbs. 

Auft.  Well,  ruffian,  I  muft  pocket  up  thefe  wrongs, 
Becaufe 

Faulc.  Your  breeches  bePc  may  carry  them. 

K.  John.  Philip,  what  fay'ft  thou  to  the  cardinal  ? 

Conft.  What  mould  he  fay,  but  as  the  cardinal ? 

Lewis.  Bethink  vou,  father ,  for  the  difference 
Is,  purchafe  of  a  heavy  curfe  from  Rome, 
Or  the  light  lofs  of  England  for  a  friend : 
Forego  the  eafier. 

Blanch.  That's  the  curfe  of  Rome. 

Conft.  O  Lewis,  ftand  faft  ;  the  devil  tempts  thee  here 
hi  likenefs  of  a  new  untrimmed  bride. 

Blanch.  The  lady  Conftance  fpeaks  not  from  her  faith 
But  from  her  need. 

Conjl.  Oh,  if  thou  grant  my  need, 
Which  only  lives  but  by  the  death  of  faith, 
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That  need  mufl  needs  infer  this  principle — — •' 
That  faith  will  live  again  by  death  of  need  : 
O,  then,  tread  down  my  need  and  faith  mounts  up ; 
Keep  my  need  up  and  faith  is  trodden  down. 

K.  John.  The  king  is  mov'd,  and  anfwers  not  to  this, 

Conft.  O,  be  remov'd  from  him,  and  anfwer  well. 

Aujl.  Do,  fo  king  Philip ;  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 

Faulc.  Hang  nothing  but  a  calt's-fkin,  moft  fweet  lout. 

K.  Phil.  I  am  perplex'd,  and  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Pand.  What  canfl  thou  fay  but  will  perplex  thee  more* 
If  thou  ftand  excommunicate  and  curft  ? 

K.  Phil.  Good  reverend  father  make  my  perfon  yours* 
And  tell  me  how  you  would  beftow  yourfelf. 
This  royal  hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit ; 
And  the  conjunction  of  our  inward  fouls 
MarryM  in  league,  coupled  and  link  d  together 
With  all  religious  ftrength  of  facred  vows; 
The  lateft  breath  that  gave  the  found  of  words 
Was  deep  fworn  faith,  peace,  amity,  true  love, 
Between  our  kingdoms  and  our  royal  felves  j 
And  even  before  this  truce,  but  new  before — 
No  longer  than  we  well  could  warn  our  han«Js? 
To  clap  this  royal  bargain  up  of  peace 
Heaven  knows  they  were  befmearM  and  over-frain'd 
With  flaughter's  pencil ;  where  revenge  did  paint 
The  fearful  difference  of  incenfed  kings : 
And  (hall  thefe  hands,  fo  lately  purg'd  of  blood* 
So  newly  join'd  in  love,  fo  flrong  in  both, 
Unyoke  this  feizure  and  this  kind  regreet  ? 
Play  faft  and  loofe  with  faith?  fojeft  with  heaven; 
Make  fuch  unconftant  children  of  ourfelves, 
As  now  again  to  fnatch  our  palm  from  palm  ; 
Unfwear  faith  fworn  ;  and  on  the  marriage  bed 
Of  fmiling  peace  to  march  a  bloody  holt, 
And  make  a  riot  on  the  gentle  brow 
Of  true  fincerity  ?  O,  holy  fir, 
My  reverend  father  let  it  not  be  fo : 
Out  of  your  grace  devifc,  ordain,  impofe 
Some  gentle  ordei ;  and  then  we  mail  be  bleft 
To  do  your  pleafure,  and  continue  friends. 

Pand.  All  form  is  formlefs,  order  orderlefs, 
Save  what  is  oppofite  to  England's  love. 
Therefore  to  arms !  be  champion  of  our  church ! 
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Or  let  the  churchy  our  mother,  breathe  her  curfe, 

A  mother's  curfe  on  her  revolting  fon. 

France,  thou  may'ft  hold  a  ferpent  by  the  tongue, 

A  cafe<l  lion  by  the  mortal  paw, 

A  fafting  tiger  fafer  by  the  tooth, 

Than  keep  in  peace  that  hand  which  thou  doft  hold. 
K.  Phil.  1  may  disjoin  my  hand,  but  not  my  faith* 
Pand.  So  mak'ft  thou  faith  an  enemy  to  faith; 

And,  like  a  civil  war,  fett'ft  oath  to  oath, 

Thy  tongue  againft  thy  tongue.     O,  let  thy  vow 

Firft  made  to  heaven,  firft  be  to  heaven  performM; 

That  is,  to  be  the  champion  of  our  church! 

What  fince  thou  fwor'ft  is  fworn  againft  thyfelf, 

And  may  not  be  performed  by  thyfelf : 

For  that  which  thou  haft  fworn  to  do  amifs 

Is't  not  amifs,  when  it  is  truly  done  ? 

And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill, 

The  truth  is  then  moft  done  not  doing  it : 

The  better  a£t  of  purpofes  miftook 

Is  to  miftake  again;  though  indirect, 

Yet  indirection  thereby  grows  direct, 

And  falfehood  falfehood  cures,  as  fire  cools  fire, 
Within  the  fcorched  veins  of  one  new  burn'd. 
It  is  religion  that  doth  make  vows  kept ; 
But  thou  haft  fworn  againft  religion: 
By  which  thou  fwear'ft  againft  the  thing  thou  fwear'ft ; 
And  mak'ft  an  oath  the  furety  for  thy  truth 
Againft  an  oath  :  The  truth  thou  art  unfurc 
To  fwear,  fwear  only  not  to  be  forfworn  ; 
Elfe,  what  a  mockery  fhould  it  be  to  fwear. 
But  thou  doft  fwear  only  to  be  forfworn  ; 
And  moft  forfworn,  to  keep  what  thou  doft  fwear. 
Therefore,  thy  latter  vows,  againft  thy  firft, 
Is  in  thyfelf  rebellion  to  thyfelf : 
And  better  conqueft  never  can'ft  thou  make, 
Then  arm  thy  conftant  and  thy  nobler  parts 
Againft  thefe  giddy  loofe  fuggeftions  ; 
Upon  which  better  part  our  prayers  come  in, 
If  thou  vouchfafe  them:  but  if  not,  then  know 
The  peril  of  our  curfes  light  on  thee 
So  heavy  as  thou  ihalt  not  {hake  them  off, 
But,  in  defpair,  die  under  their  black  weight. 
Avjl.  Rebellion,  fiat  rebellion  ! 
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Faulc.  WilPtnQtbe? 
Will  not  a  caif's-ikin  ftop  that  mouth  of  thine? 

Lewis.  Father,  to  arms ! 

Blanch.  Upon  thy  wedding-day  ? 
Againft  the  blood  that  thou  haft  married  ? 
What,  {hall  our  feaft  be  kept  with  flaughter'd  men  ? 
Shall  braying  trumpets  and  loud  churlifh  drums — 
Clamours  of  hell — be  meafures  to  our  pomp  X 

0  hufband  hear  me  ! — aye,  alack,  how  new 
Is  hufband  in  my  mouth  ! — even  for  that  name, 
Which  till  this  time  my  tongue  did  ne'er  pronounce^ 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg  go  not  to  arms 

Againft  mine  uncle. 

Conji.  Oh,  upon  my  knee, 
Made  hard  with  kneeling,  I  do  pray  to  thee, 
Thou  virtuous  dauphin,  alter  not  the  doom 
Fore-thought  by  heaven 

Blanch.  Now  fhall  I  fee  thy  love;  What  motive  may 
Be  ftronger  with  thee  than  the  name  of  wife? 

Conjl.  That  which  upholdeth  him  that  thee  upholds, 
His  honour:  Oh,  thine  honour,  Lewis,  thine  honour  J 

Lewis.  I  mufe  your  majefty  doth  feem  fo  cold 
When  fuch  profound  refpe&s  do  pull  you  on. 

Pand.  I  will  denounce  a  curfe  upon  his  head. 

K.  Phil.  Thou  ihalt  not  need:— England,  I'll  fall  from  thee! 

Conjl.  O  fair  return  of  baniih'd  majefty  I 

Eli.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  inconftancy  ! 

K.  John.  France,  thou  fhalt  rue  this  hour  within  this  hour- 

Faulc.  Old  time  the  clock-fetter,  that  bald  fexton  time, 
Is  it  as  he  will  ?  well  then,  France  fhall  rue. 

Blanch.  The  fun's  o'ercaft  with  blood  :  Fair  day,  adieu  ? 
Which  is  the  fide  that  I  muft  go  withal  ? 

1  am  with  both :  each  army  hath  a  hand  j 
And,  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both 
They  whirl  afunder  and  difmember  me. 
Hufband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  may'ft  win  ; 
Uncle,  I  needs  muft  pray  that  thou  may'ft  lofe; 
Father,  I  may  not  wifli  the  fortune  thine ; 
Grandam,  I  will  not  wifh  thy  wifhes  thrive  5 
Whoever  wins  on  that  fide  fhall  I  lofe; 
AiTured  lofs  before  the  match  be  play'd. 

Lewis.  Lady,  with  me  ;  with  me  thy  fortune  lies. 
Blanch*  There  where  my  fortune  lives  there  my  life  dies* 
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K.  John.  Coufin,  go  draw  our  puifTance  together. — 

[Exit  Faulconbridge. 
France,  I  am  burn'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath; 
A  rage,  whofe  heat  hath  this  condition, 
That  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood, 
The  blood,  and  deareft-valu'd  blood  of  France. 

K.  Phil.  Thy  rage  ihall  burn  thee  up,  and  thou  malt  turn 
To  aihes  ere  our  blood  fhall  quench  that  fire: 
Look  to  thyfelf,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

K.  John.  No  more  than   he   that   threats. — To   arms, 
let's  hie !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II.      A  Field  of  Battle.— 
Alarums,  Excurjions. 
Enter  Faulconbridge,  with  Austria'^  Head. 
Faulc.  Now,  by  my  life,  this  day  grows  wondrous  hot; 
Some  airy  devil  hovers  in  the  fky, 
And  pours  down  mifchief.    Austria's  head  lie  there ; 
While  Philip  breathes. 

Enter  King  John,  Arthur,  and  Hubert. 

K.  John.  Hubert,  keep  this  boy: — Philip,  make  up; 
My  mother  is  affailed  in  our  tent, 
And  ta'en,  I  fear. 

Faulc.  My  lord,  I  refcu'd  her ; 
Her  highnefs  is  in  fafety,  fear  you  not: 
But  on,  my  liege  ;  for  very  little  pains 
"Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE.    III. 

Alarums,  Excurjions,  Retreat. 

Re-enter  King]oux,  Elinor,  Arthur,  Faulconbridge, 
Hubert,  and  Lords, 

K.  John.  So  fhall  it  he;  your  grace  iliall  flay  behind, 

"  [To  Elinor. 
So  flrongly  guarded. — Coufin,  look  not  fad  : 

[To  Arthur. 
Thy  grandarn loves  thee;  and  thy  uncle  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee  a:,  thy  father  was. 

Arth.  O,  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with  grief. 
K.  John.  Cuuiln,  away  for  England;  hafte  before • 

[To  Faulconbridge; 
D 
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And,  ere  our  coming,  fee  thou  fhake  the  bags 

Of  hoarding  abbots ;  imprifoned  angels 

See  at  liberty  :  the  fat  ribs  of  peace 

Mult  bv  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon: 

Ufe  our  comrmiiion  in  his  utmoft  force. 

Faulc.  Bell,  book,  and  candle,  mall  not  drive  me  back 

When  gold  and  fiiver  becks  me  to  come  on. 

I  leave  your  highnefs :  Grandam,  I  will  pray 

(If  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy) 

For  your  fair  fafety ;  fo  I  kifs  your  hand. 
Eli.  Farewell,  gentle  coufin. 

K.  John.  Coz,  farewell  [Exit.  Faulc; 

Eli.  Come  hither  little  kinfman;  hark,  a  word. 

[Taking  him  to  one  Side  of  the  Stage* 
K.  John.  Come  hither  Hubert.     O  my  gentle  Hubert, 

We  owe  thee  much ;  within  this  wall  of  fleih 
There  is  a  foul  counts  thee  her  creditor, 

And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love : 
And,  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  in  this  bofom,  dearly  cheriihed. 
Give  me  thy  hand.     I  had  a  thing  to  fay — 
But  I  will  fit  it  with  fome  better  time. 
By  heaven,  Hubert,  I  am  aimoft  afham'd 
To  fay  what  good  refpect  I  have  of  thee. 
Hub.  lam  much  bounden  to  your  majefty. 
K.  John.  Good  friend,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fay  fo  yet: 
But  thou  fhalt  have;  and  creep  time  ne'er  fo  flow 
Yet  it  ihall  come  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 
I  had  a  thing  to  fay — But  let  it  go  : 
The  fun  is  in  the  heaven ;  and  the  proud  day, 
Attended  with  the  pleafures  of  the  world, 
Is  all  too  wanton  and  two  full  of  gawds, 
To  give  me  audience:— If  the  midnight  bell 
Did,  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth, 
Sound  on  unto  the  drowfy  race  of  night; 
If  this  fame  were  a  church-yard  where  we  ftand 
And  thou  pofTefled  with  a  thoufand  wrongs  ; 
Or  if  that  furly  fpirit,  Melancholy, 
Had  bak'd  thy  blood  and  made  it  heavy,  thick; 
(Which  elfe  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  veins, 
Making  that  idiot,  Laughter,  keep  men's  eyes, 
And  ftrain  their  cheeks  to  idle  merriment, 
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A  paffisn  hateful  to  my  purpofe) ; 
Or  if  that  thou  could' ft  fee  me  without  eyes, 
Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 
Without  a  tongue,  ufing  conceit  alone, 
Without  eyes,  ears,  and  harmful  found  of  words, 
Then,  in  defpight  of  broad-ey'd  watchful  day, 
I  would  into  thy  bofom  pour  my  thoughts: 
Eut,  ah,  I  will  not : — Yet  I  love  thee  well ; 
And,  by  my  troth,  I  think,  thou  lov'ft  me  well 

Hub.  So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake. 
Though  that  my  death  were  adjunct  to  my  act, 
By  heaven  I  would  do  it. 

K.  "John.  Do  not  I  know  thou  would'ft? 
Good  Hubert,  Hubert,  Hubert,  throw  thine  eye 
On  yon  young  boy :  I'll  tell  thee  what,  my  friend, 
He  is  a  very  ferpent  in  my  way ; 
And,  wherefoe'er  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread 
He  lies  before  me  :   Doft  thou  underfland  me?" 
Thou  art  his  keeper. 

Hub.   And  I'll  keep  him  fo 
That  he  fhall  not  offend  your  majefty, 

K.  John.  Death. 

Hub.  My  lord  ! 

K.  John.  A  grave. 

Hub.  He  fhall  not  live. 

K.  John.  Enough. 
]  could  be  merry  now :  Hubert,  I  love  thee : 
Well,  I'll  not  fay  what  I  intend  for  thee  : 

Remember. — Madam,  fare  you  well : 

I'll  fend  thofe  powers  o'er  to  your  majefty. 

Eli.  My  blerling  go  with  thee  I 

K.  John.  For  England,  coufin,  go: 
Hubert  fhall  be  your  man,  attend  on  you 
With  all  true  duty. — On  toward  Calais,  ho  !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV.— 72*  French  Court. 
Enter  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Pandulph,  and.  Attendants 

K.  Phil.  So,  by  a  roaring  tempeft  on  the  flood, 
A  whole  armado  of  collected  fail 
Is  fcatter'd,  and  disjoin 'd  from  fellowfhip. 

Pand.  Courage  and  comfort!   all  fhall  yet  go  well. 
K.  Phil.  What  can  go  well  when  we  have  run  (o  ill  ? 
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Are  we  not  beaten?  Is  not  Angiers  loft  ? 
Arthur  ta'en  prifoner  ?  divers  dear  friends  (lain  ? 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 
O'erbearing  interruption,  fpite  of  France  ? 

Lewis.  What  he  hath  won  ihat  hath  he  fortify'd: 
So  hot  a  fpeed  with  fuch  advice  difposM, 
Such  temperate  order  in  fo  fierce  a  caufe, 
Doth  want  example ;  Who  hath  read  or  heard 
Of  any  kindred  a6lion  like  to  this? 

K.  Phil.  Well  could  I  bear  that  England  had  his  praife 
So  we  could  find  fome  pattern  of  our  fhame. 

Enter  Constance. 
Look,  who  comes  here !  a  grave  unto  a  foul ; 
Holding  the  eternal  fpirit  againft  her  will 
In  the  vile  priibn  of  afflicted  breath: — 
I  prithee,  lady,  go  away  with  me. 

Conft.  Lo,  now  !  now  fee  the  ifTue  of  your  peace ! 

K.  Phil.  Patience,  good  lady!  comfort,  gentle  Conftance ! 

Conjl,  No,  I  defy  all  couniel,  all  redrefs, 
But  that  which  ends  all  counfel,  true  redrefs, 
Death,  death  ! — Oh  amiable,  lovely  death ! 
Thou  odoriferous  flench  !  found  rottennefs  ! 
Arife  forth  from  the  couch  of  lafting  night, 
Thou  hate  and  terror  to  profperity, 
And  I  will  kiis  thy  deteftible  bones, 
And  put  my  eye-balls  in  thy  vaulty  brows, 
And  ring  thefe  fingers  with  thy  houfehold  worm?> 
And  flop  this  gafp  of  breath  with  fulfome  duft, 
And  be  a  carrion  monfler  like  thyfelf : 
Come,  grin  on  me;  and  I  will  think  thou  fmil'fl, 
And  bufs  thee  as  thy  wife!  Mifery's  love, 
Oh,  come  to  me  ! 

K.  Phil.  O  fair  affliction,  peace. 

Conjl.  No,  no,  I  will  not,  having  breath  to  cry : 
Oh,  that  th'  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth ! 
Then  with  a  paffion  would  I  (hake  the  world; 
And  rouze  from  fleep  that  fell  anatomy 
Which  cannot  hear  a  lady's  feeble  voice, 
Which  fcorns  a  modern  invocation. 

Pand.  Lady,  you  utter  madnefs,  and  not  forrow. 

ConJ}.  Thou  art  unholy  to  belie  me  fo; 
I  am  not  mad:  this  hair  I  tear  is  mine ! 
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My  name  is  Conftance  ;  I  was  Geffry's  wife  ; 
Young  Arthur  is  my  fon,  and  he  is  loft  : 
I  am  not  mad ;  I  would  to  heaven  I  were  ! 
For  then  'tis  like  I  mould  forget  myfelf: 
Oh,  if  I  could,  what  grief  ihould  I  forget ! 
Preach  fome  philofophy  to  make  me  mad 
And  thou  malt  be  canoniz'd  cardinal ; 
For  being  not  mad  but  fenfible  of  grief 
My  reafonable  part  produces  reafon 
How  I  may  be  deliver'd  of  thefe  woes, 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  myfelf: 
If  I  were  mad  I  fhould  forget  my  fon  ; 
Or  madly  think  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he: 
I  am  not  mad  ;  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 
The  different  plague  of  each  calamity. 

K.  Phil.  Bind  up  thofe  trefTes  :  Oh,  what  love  I  note 
In  the  fair  multitude  of  thofe  her  hairs  ! 
Where  but  by  chance  a  filver  drop  hath  fallen, 
Even  to  that  drop  ten  thoufand  wiry  friends 
Do  glew  themfelves  in  fociable  grief; 
Like  true,  infeparable,  faithful  loves, 
►kicking  together  in  calamity. 

Confl.  To  England,  if  you  will, 

K.  Phil.  Bind  up  your  hairs. 

Conft,  Yes,  that  I  will !  And  wherefore  will  I  do  it? 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds  ;  andcry'd  aloud. 
Oh  that  thefe  hands  could  fo  redeem  my  fori, 
As  they  have  given  thefe  hairs  their  liberty  I 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  liberty, 
And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  bonds, 

Becaufe  my  poor  child  is  a  pnfoner. 

And,  father  cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  fay 
That  we  ihall  fee  and  know  our  friends  in  heaven  % 
If  that  be  true  I  fhall  fee  my  boy  again  ; 
For,  fince  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  firft  male-child, 
To  him  that  did  but  yefterday  infpire, 
There  was  not  fuch  a  gracious  creature  born. 
But  now  will  canker  forrow  eat  my  bud 
And  chafe  the  native  beauty  from  his  cheek, 
And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghoft ; 
As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  fit ; 
Aftd  fo  he'll  die  \  and,  rihng  fo  again, 
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When  I  fhall  meet  him  in  the  court  of  heaven 
I  mail  not  know  him  :  therefore  never,  never 
Muft  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 

Pand.  You  hold  too  heinous  a  refpe£t  of  grief. 

Conji.  He  talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  fon. 

K,  Phil.  You  are  as  fond  of  grief  as  of  your  child. 

Confi.  Grief  fills  the  room  up.  of  my  ablent  child, 
Lies  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me  j 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts, 
Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form; 
Then,  have  I  reafon  to  be  fond  of  grief? 
Fare  you  well :  had  you  fuch  a  lofs  as  I 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do. — 
I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head 

[Tearing  off  her  head-drefu 
When  there  is  fuch  diforder  in  my  wir. 
O  Lord  !  my  boy?  my  Arthur,  my  fair  fon  ! 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world! 
My  widow-comfort  and  my  forrow's  cure  ! 

K  Phil.  I  fear  fome  outrage,  and  I'll  follow  her.     [Exit* 

Lewis.  There's  nothing  in  this  world  can  make  me  joy : 
Lift  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowfy  man  ; 
And  bfttef  thame  hath  fpoil'd  the  fweet  world's  tafte, 
That  it  yields  nought  but  (name  and  bitternefs 

Pand.  Before  the  curing  of  a  ftrong  difeafe, 
Even  in  the  inftant  of  repair  and  health, 
The  fit  is  ftrongeft;  evils  that  take  leave 
On  their  departure  mo  ft  of  all  ihew  evil : 
What  have  you  loft  by  lofing  of  this  day  ? 

Lewis.  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happinefs, 

Pand.  If  you  had  won  it  certainly  you  had. 
No,  no ;  when  fortune  means  to  men  moft  good 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatening  eye. 
*Tis  ft  range  to  think  how  much  king  John  hath  loft 
In  this  which  he  accounts  (o  clearly  won  : 
Are  not  you  griey'd  that  Arthur  is  his  prifoner  ? 
Lewis.  As  heartily  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 

Pand.  Your  mind  is  all  as  youthful  as  your  blood. 
Now  hear  me  fpeak,  with  a  prophetic  Ipirit ; 
For  even  the  breath  of  what  1  mean  to(lpeak 
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Shall  blow  each  duft,  each  ftraw,  each  little  rub, 

Out  of  the  path  which  (hall  directly  lead 

Thy  foot  to  England's  throne;  and,  therefore,  mark — 

John  hath  feiz'd  Arthur  ;  and  it  cannot  be 

That  whiles  warm  life  plays  in  that  infant's  veins 

The  mifplac'd  John  mould  entertain  an  hour, 

One  minute,  nay,  one  quiet  breath  of  reft  : 

Afceptre,  fnatch'd  with  an  unruly  hand, 

Muft  be  as  boifteroufly  maintain'd  as  gain'd  : 

And  he  that  ftands  upon  a  ilippery  place 

Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  flay  him  up  : 

That  John  may  ftand,  then  Arthur  needs  muft  fall  ; 

So  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  fo. 

Lewis.  But  what  {hail  I  gain  by  young  Arthur's  fall  ? 
Pand.  You,  in  the  right  of  lady  Blanch  your  wife, 
May  then  make  all  the  claim  that  Arthur  did. 
Lewis.  And  lofe  it,  life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did. 
Pand.  How  green  you  are,  and  freih  in  this  old  world  ! 
John  lays  you  plots  ;  the  times  conipire  with  you  : 
For  he  that  fteeps  his  fafety  in  true  blood 
Shall  find  but  bloody  fafety,  and  untrue. 
This  a6t,  fo  evilly  born,  ihall  cool  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people,  and  freeze  up  their  zeal ; 
That  none  fo  fmall  advantage  fhall  ilep  forth 
To  check  his  reign,  but  they  will  cheriih  it  •' 
No  natural  exhalation  in  the  Iky, 
No  fcape  of  nature,  no  diftemper'd  day, 
No  common  wind,  no  cuftomed  event, 
But  they  will  pluck  away  his  natural  caufe, 
And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  ilgns, 
Abortives,  prefages,  and  tongues  of  heaven, 
Plainly  denouncing  vengeance  upon  John. 

Lewis.  May  be  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur's  life 
But  hold  himfelf  fafeinhis  imprifonment. 

Pand.  O,  fir,  when  he  fhali  hear  of  your  approach, 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already. 
Even  at  that  news  he  dies :  and  then  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people  fhall  revolt  from  him, 
And  kifs  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change ; 
And  pick  ftrong  matter  of  revolt  and  wrath 
Out  of  the  bloody  fingers'  ends  of  John. 
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Metbinks  I  fee  this  hurly  all  on  foot ; 
And,  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you 
Than  I  have  nam'd  ! — The  baftard  Faulconbridge 
Is  now  in  England  ranfacking  the  church, 
Offending  charity  :  It  but  a  dozen  French 
Were  there  in  arms  they  would  be  as  a  call 
To  train  ten  thouland  Engliih  to  their  fide  ; 
Or  as  a  littie  inow  tumbled  about 
Anon  becomes  a  mountain.     O  noble  dauphin 
Go  with  me  to  the  king  :   'Tis  wonderful 
W:iatmay  be  wrought  out  of  their  difcontent : 
Now  that  their  fouls  are  top-full  of  offence, 
For  England  go  ;  I  will  whet  on  the  king. 

Lewis.  Strong  reafons  make  ftrong  actions  :  Let  us  go; 
If  y  ou  icty  Ay  the  king  will  not  fay  No.  [Exeunt, 

ACT.    IV.      SCENE    I. 

England,   Northampton.     A  Room  in  the  Cajlle. 

Enter  Hubert  and  Executioners, 

Hubert. 

HEAT  me  thefe  irons  not ;  and  look  thou  ftand* 
Within  the  arras  :  when  I  ftrike  my  foot 
"Upon  the  boiom  of  the  ground  ruth  forth 
A'd  bind  the  boy  wii  ch  you  mall  find  with  me 
Fait  to  the  chair :  be  heedful: — hence,  and  watch. 
Exec.  I  hope  your  warrant  wiii  bear  out  the  deed. 
Hub,  Uncleanly  fcruples ! — Fear  not  you  : — look  to't. 

[Exeunt  Executioners, 
Young  lad,  come  forth ;  I  have  to  fay  with  you. 

Enter  Arthur. 

Arth    Good  morrow,  Hubert. 

Hub.  Good  morrow,  little  prince. 

Arth.  As  little  prince  (having  fo  great  a  title 
To  he  more  prince)  as  nuy  be, — Arou  are  fad. 

Hu'f.  Indeed  1  hn.ve  bee.,  merrier. 

Arth.   Mercy  on  me  ! 
Methinks  no  body  lhould  be  fad  but  I: 
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Yet  I  remember  when  I  was  in  France 
Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  fad  as  night, 
Only  for  wantonncfs.     By  my  chriflendom, 
So  I  were  out  of  prifon  and  kept  iheep 
J  fhould  be  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long; 
And  fo  I  would  be  here,  but  that  I  doubt 
My  uncle  practifes  more  harm  to  me: 
He  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him : 
It  is  my  fault  that  I  was  Geffrey's  fon? 
No,  indeed,  is't  not;  and  I  wrould  heaven 
I  were  your  fon  fo  you  would  love  me,  Hubert. 
Hub.  If  I  talk  to  him  with  his  innocent  prate 
He  will  awake  my  mercy,  which  lied  dead  : 
Therefore  I  will  be  fudden  and  difpatch.  [AJide, 

Arth.  Are  you  fick,  Hubert?  you  look  pale  to-day : 
In  footh  I  would  you  were  a  little  lick; 
That  I  might  fit  all  night,  and  watch  with  you. 
I  warrant  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Hub.  His  words  do  take  pofTeflion  of  my  bofom. — 

Read  here,  young  Arthur [Shewing  a  Paper, 

How  now,  fooliih  rheum?  [Ajide* 

Turning  defpiteous  Nature  out  of  door? 

I  mud  be  brief;  left  refolution  drop 

Out  at  mine  eyes  in  tender  womanifh  tears. 

Can  you  not  read  it?  is  it  not  fair  writ? 

Arth.  Too  fairly,  Hubert,  for  fo  foul  effecl: : 
Muft  you  with  hot  irons  burn  out  both  mine  eyes? 
Hub.  Young  boy  I  muft. 
Arth.  And  will  you? 
Hub.  And  I  will. 

Arth.  Have  you  the  heart?  When  your  head  did  but  ache, 
I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  brows 
(The  beft  I  had,  a  princefs  wrought  it  me), 
And  1  did  never  aik  it  you  again : 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head; 
And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour, 
Still  and  anon  cheer' d  up  the  heavy  time ; 
Saying,  What  lack  you  ?  and  Where  lies  your  grief? 
Or,  What  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you  ? 
Many  a  poor  man's  fon  would  have  lain  ftill 
And  ne'er  have  fpoke  a  loving  word  to  you  ; 
But  you  at  your  fick  fervice  had  a  prince. 
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Nay,  you  may  think  my  love  was  crafty  love, 
And  call  it  cunning  :  Do,  an  if  you  will : 
If  heaven  be  pleas'd  that  you  mud  ufe  me  ill, 
Why  then  you  muft. — Will  you  put  out  mine  eyes  ? 
Thefe  eyes,  that  never  did,  nor  never  fhall, 
So  much  as  frown  on  you; 

Hub.  I  have  fworn  to  do  it ; 
And  with  hot  irons  muft  I  burn  them  out. 

Arth.  Ah,  none  but  in  this  iron  age  would  do  it ! 
The  iron  of  itfelf,  though  heat  red-hot, 
Approaching  near  thefe  eyes,  would  drink  my  tears, 
And  quench  this  fiery  indignation, 
Even  in  the  matter  of  mine  innocence  : 
Nay,  after  that  confume  away  in  ruft, 
But  for  containing  fire  to  harm  mine  eye. 
Are  you  more  ftubborn-hard  than  hammer'd  iron? 
That  I  might  fit  all  night,  and  watch  with  you 
And  \{  an  angel  fhould  hive  come  to  me, 
And  told  me  Hubert  mould  put  out  mine  eyes, 
I  would!  not  have  believ'd  him;  no  tongue  but  Hubert's. 

[Hubert  Jfamps,  and  the  Men  enter* 

Hub.  Come  forth  ;  do  as  I  bid  you  do. 

Anh.  O  fave  me,  Hubert,  fave  me  !  my  eyes  are  out, 
Even  with  the  fierce  looks  of  thefe  bloody  men. 

Hub.  Give  me  the  iron,  I  fay,  and  bind  him  here. 

Arth.  Alas,  what  need  you  be  fo  boifterous  rough  ? 
I  will  not  ftruggle,  I  will  ftand  ftone-ftill. 
For  heaven's  fake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound  ! 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert !  drive  thefe  men  away, 
And  I  will  fit  as  quiet  as  a  lamb ; 
I  will  nor  ftir,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeak  a  word, 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angrily: 
Thruft  but  thefe  men  away  and  I'll  forgive  you 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub.  Go  (land  within  ;  let  me  alone  with  him. 

Exec.  I  am  beft  pleas'd  to  be  from  fuch  a  deed.     [Exeunt* 

Arth.  Alas,  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend; 
He  hath  a  ftern  look,  but  a  gentle  heart : — 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  companion  may 
Give  life  to  your's. 

Hub.  Come,  boy,  prepare  yourfelf. 

Arth,  Is  there  no  remedy? 
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Hub.  None  but  to  lofe  your  eyes. 

Arth.  O  heaven!  that  there  were  but  a  moth  in  your's; 
A  grain,  a  duft,  a  gnat,  a  wandering  hair, 
Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  fenfe ! 
Then  feeling  what  final  I  things  are  boifterous  there, 
You  vile  attempt  muft  needs  feem  horrible. 

Hub.  Is  this  your  promife?  Go  to,  hold  your  tongue, 

Arth.  Hubert,  the  utterance  of  a  brace  of  tongues 
Muft  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eyes : 
Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue ;  let  me  not,  Hubert 
Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will  cut  out  my  tongue, 
So  1  may  keep  mine  eyes  ;  O  fpare  mine  eyes; 
Though  to  no  ufe  but  frill  to  look  on  youl 
Lo,  by  my  troth  the  inftrument  is  cold, 
And  would  not  harm  me. 

Hub.  I  can  heat  it,  boy. 

Arth.  No,  in  good  footh  ;  the  fire  is  dea#  with  grief, 
Being  create  for  comfort  to  be  us'd 
In  undeferved  extremes  :  See  elfe  yourfelf ; 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal ; 
The  breath  of  heaven  hath  blown  his  fpirits  out, 
And  ftrew'd  repentant  allies  on  his  head. 

Hub.  But  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  boy. 

Arth.  And  if  you  do  you  will  but  make  it  bluih, 
And  glow  with  fhame  of  your  proceedings,  Hubert : 
Nay,  it  perchance  will  fparkle  in  your  eyes; 
And,  like  a  dog,  that  is  compell'd  to  fight, 
Snatch  at  his  matter  that  doth  tarre  him  on. 
All  things,  that  you  fhould  ufe  to  do  me  wrong, 
Deny  their  office :   only  you  do  lack 
That  mercy  which  fierce  fire  and  iron  extends, 
Creatures  of  note  for  mercy- lacking  ufes. 

Hub.  Well,  fee  to  live ;  I  will  not  touch  thine  eys 
For  all  the  treafure  that  thine  uncle  owes ; 
Yet  am  I  fworn,  and  I  did  purpofe,  boy, 
"With  this  fame  very  iron  to  burn  them  out. 

Arth.  O,  now  you  look  like  Hubert  1   all  this  while 
You  were  difguifed. 

Hub.  Peace:  no  more.     Adieu; 
You*-  uncle  muft  not  know  but  vou  are-dead: 
I'll  fill  thefe  dogged  fpies  with  falfe  repons. 
And,  pretty  child,  fieep  doubtlefs  and  lecure, 
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That  Hubert  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

Arth.  O  heaven! — thank  you,  Hubert. 

Hub.  Silence ;  no  more :  Go  clofely  in  with  me  ; 
Much  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    II.     The  Court  of  England. 

Enter  King  John,  Pembroke,  and  Salisbury. 

K.  John.  Here  once  again  we  fit,  onee  again  crown'd, 
And  look  upon,  I  hope  with  cheerful  eyes. 

Pemb.  This  once  again,  but  that  your  highnefs  pleas'd, 
Was  once  fuperfluous:  you  were  crown'd  before, 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluck'd  off; 
The  faith  men  ne'er  flamed  with  revolt ; 
Frefti  expectation  troubled  not  the  land 
With  any  long'd-for  change,  or  better  fiate. 

Sal.  Therefore,  to  be  poffefs'd  with  double  pomp, 
To  guard  a  title  that  was  rich  before, 
To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily,      - 
To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet, 
To  fmooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper-light 
To  feek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heaven  to  garnifh, 
Is  wafteful  and  ridiculous  excefs. 

Pemb.  But  that  your  royal  pleafure  muft  be  done, 
This  a6t  is  as  an  ancient  tale  new  told  ; 
And,  in  the  lad  repeating,  troublefome, 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unfeafonable. 

Sal.  In  this  the  antique  and  well-noted  face 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  disfigured  ; 
And,  like  a  fhifted  wind  unto  a  fail, 
It  makes  the  courfe  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about ; 
Startles  and  frights  confideration  j 
Makes  found  opinion  fick,  and  truth  fufpe&ed, 
For  putting  on  fo  new  a  fafhion'd  rope. 

Pemb.  When  workmen  drive  to  do  better  than  well 
They  do  confound  their  (kill  in  covetoufnefs : 
And,  oftentimes,  excufmg  of  a  fault 
Doth  make  the  fault  the  worfe  by  the  excufe  ; 
As  patches,  fet  upon  a  little  breach, 
Dilcredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  fo  patch'd. 
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Sal.  To  this  effect,  before  you  were  new-crown\l, 
We  breath'd  our  counfel :    but  it  pleas'd  your  highnefs 
To  overbear  it ;  and  we  are  all  well  pleas'd  ; 
Since  all  and  every  part  of  what  we  would 
Doth  make  a  (land  at  what  your  highnefs  will. 

K.  John,  Some  reafons  of  this  double  coronation 
I  have  poflfefs'd  you  with,  and  think  them  ftrong; 
And  more,  more  ftrong  (when  letter  is  my  fear) 
I  fhall  indue  you  with:  Mean  time,  but  afk 
What  you  would  have  reform'd  that  is  not  well, 
And  well  {hall  you  perceive  how  willingly 
I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  requefts. 

Pemb.  Then  I  (as  one  that  am  the  tongue  of  thefe, 
To  found  the  purpofes  of  all  their  hearts), 
Both  for  myielf  and  them  (but,  chief  of  all, 
Your  fafely,  for  the  which  myfelf  and  them 
Bend  their  Deft  ftudies)  heartily  requeft 
The  enfranchifement  of  Arthur;  whofe  reftraint 
Doth  move  the  murmuring  lips  of  difcontent 
To  break  into  this  dangerous  argument — 
If  what  in  reft  you  have  in  right  you  hold, 
Why  then  your  fears  (which,  as  they  fay,  attend 
The  fteps  of  wrong)  mould  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  hinfman,  and  to  choak  his  days 
With  barbarous  ignorance,  and  deny  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  exercifc  : 
That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  occafions,  let  it  be  our  fuit 
That  you  have  bid  us  afe.  his  liberty  ; 
Which  for  our  goods  we  do  no  further  afk, 
Than  whereupon  our  weal,  on  your  depending, 
Counts  it  your  weal  he  have  his  liberty. 

K.  John.  Let  it  be  fo  ;  I  do  commit  his  youth 

Enter  Hubert. 

To  your  direction. — Hubert,  what  news  with  you  ? 

Pemb.   This  is  the  man  fhould  do  the  bloody  deed ; 
He  lliew'd  his  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine  : 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye  ;  that  clofe  afpecl  of  his 
Does  fhew  the  mood  of  a  much-troubled  breaft ; 
And  1  do  fearfully  believe  'tis  done, 
What  we  §o  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  to  do. 
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Sal.  The  colour  of  the  king  doth  come  and  go, 
Between  his  purpofe  and  his  confcience, 
Like  heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  battles  fet: 
His  paffion  is  fo  ripe  it  needs  mull:  break. 

Pemb.  And,  when  it  breaks,  I  fear  will  ifTue  thence 
The  foul  corruption  of  a  fweet  child's  death. 

K.  John.  We  cannot  hold  mortality's  ftronghand:— 
Good  lords,  although  my  will  to  give  his  living, 
The  fuit  which  you  demand  is  gone  and  dead; 
He  tells  us  Arthur  is  deceas'd  to-night. 

Sal.  Indeed  we  fear'd  his  ficknefs  was  pad  cure. 
Pemh.  Indeed  we  heard  how  near  his  death  he  was, 
Before  the  child  himfelf  felt  he  was  fick : 
This  mufl  be  anfwered  either  here  or  hence. 

K.  John.  Why  do  you  bend  fuch  folemn  brows  on  me  ? 
Think  you  I  bear  the  fhears  of  deftiny  ? 
Have  I  commandment  on  the  pulfe  of  life  ? 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul-play  ;  and  'tis  fhame 
That  greatnefs  fhould  fo  grofsly  offer  it: — 
So  thrive  it  in  your  game  !  fo  farewell. 

Pemb.  Stay  yet,  lord  Salifbury ;  I'll  go  with  thee, 
And  find  the  inheritance  of  this  poor  child, 
His  little  kingdom  of  a  forced  grave. 
That  blood  which  ow'd  the  breath  of  all  this  ifle, 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  hold.     Bad  world  the  while  ! 
This  mufl  not  be  thus  borne :  this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  forrows,  and  ere  long  I  doubt.  \Exeunt. 

K.  John.  They  burn  in  indignation  ;  I  repent: 
There  is  no  fure  foundation  fet  on  blood  ; 
No  c&rtain  life  achiev'd  by  other's  death. — 

Enter  MeJJenger. 

A  fearful  eye  thou  haft !   Where  is  that  blood 

That  I  have  feen  inhabit  in  thole  cheeks  ? 

So  foul  a  fky  clears  not  without  a  ftorm  : 

Pour  down  thy  weather: — How  goes  all  in  France? 

Me]}.  From  France  to  England. — Never  fuch  a  powei 
For  any  foreign  preparation 
Was  levy'd  in  the  body  of  a  land ! 
The  copy  of  your  fpeed  is  learn'd  by  them  ; 
For,  when  you  mould  be  told  they  do  prepare, 
The  tidings  come  that  they  are  all  airiv'd. 

K.  John.  Q}  where  hath  our  intelligence  been  drunk  ?„ 
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Where  hath  it  flept  ?  Where  is  my  mother's  care  ? 
That  iuch  an  army  could  be  drawn  in  France 
And  me  not  hear  of  it? 

Mejf.  My  liege,  her  ear 
Is  ftopt  with  dull  :  the  firft  of  April  dyM 
Your  noble  mother:  And,  as  I  hear,  my  lord, 
The  lady  Conftance  in  a  frenzy  dy'd 
Three  days  before:  but  this  from  rumour's  tongue 
I  idly  heard  ;  if  true,  or  falfe,  I  know  not. 

K.  John,  Withold  thy  fpeed,  dreadful  occafion ! 
O,  make  a  league  with  me  'till  I  have  pleas'd 
My  discontented  peer !   What !  mother  dead  ? 
How  wildly  then  walks  my  eftate  in  France  ? — • 
Under  whofe  conduct  came  thofe  powers  of  France, 
That  thou  for  truth  giv'ft  out  are  landed  here? 

Mejf.  Under  the  Dauphin. 

Enter  Faulconbridge  and  Peter   of  Pomfrs 

K.  John.  Thou  haft  made  me  giddy 
With  thefe  ill  tidings. — Now,  what  fays  the  world 
To  your  proceeding  ?  Do  not  feek  to  fluff 
My  head  with  more  ill  news,  for  it  is  full. 

Faulc,  But,  if  you  be  afraid  to  hear  the  worft 
Then  let  the  worft  unheard  fall  on  your  head. 

K.  John.  Bear  with  me,  coufin;  for  I  was  amaz'd 
Under  the  tide  :  but  now  I  breathe  again 
Aloft  the  flood  ;  and  can  give  audience 
To  any  tongue,  fpeak  it  of  what  it  will. 

Faulc.  How  I  have  fped  among  the  clergymen 
The  fums  I  have  collected  fhall  exprefs. 
But,  as  I  travell'd  hither  through  the  land, 
I  find  the  people  ftrangely  fantafy'd  ; 
PofTefs'd  with  rumours,  full  of  idle  dreams; 
Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  fear  : 
And  here's  a  prophet,  that  I  brought  with  me 
From  forth  the  Streets  of  Pomfret,  whom  I  found 
With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels, 
To  whom  he  fung,  in  rude  hanli-founding  rhimes, 
That,  ere  the  next  Afcenfion-day  at  noon, 
Your  highnefs  mould  deliver  up  your  crown. 

K.  John.  Thou  idle  dreamer,  wherefore  did'lr.  thou  fay  fo- 

Peter,  Fore-knowing  that  the  truth  will  fail  out  fo. 

K.  John.  Hubert,  away  with  him  ;  imprifon  him 
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And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon  he  fays 
I  fhall  yield  up  my  crown,  let  him  be  hang'd : 
Deliver  him  to  fafety,  and  return, 
For  I  muft  ufe  thee. — O,  my  gentle  coufin, 

[Exit  Hubert  with  Peter. 
Hear'fl  thou  the  news  abroad,  who  are  arriv'd? 

Faulc.  The  French,  my  lord ;  men's  mouths  are  full  of  it: 
Befides,  I  met  lord  Bigot  and  lord  Saliibury 
(With  eyes  as  red  as  new-enkindled  fire), 
And  others  more,  going  to  feek  the  grave 
Of  Arthur,  who  they  fay  is  kilFd  to-night 
On  your  fuggeflion. 

K.  John.  Gentle  kinfman,  go, 
And  thruft  thyfelf  into  their  companies : 
I  have  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again ; 
Bring  them  before  me. 

Faulc.  I  will  feek  them  out. 

K.John.  Nay,  but  make  hade ;  the  better  foot  before.— 
O,  let  me  have  no  fubje£t.  enemies, 
"When  adverfe  foreigners  affright  my  towns 
With  dreadful  pomp  of  ftout  invafion  ! — 
Be  Mercury,  fet  feathers  to  thy  heels  ; 
And  fly,  like  thought,  from  them  to  me  again. 

Faulc.  The  fpirit  of  the  time  fhall  teach  me  fpeed.  [Exit* 

K,  John.  Spoke  like  a  fprightful  noble  gentleman  ! 
Go  after  him  ;  for  he  perhaps,  ihall  need 
Some  meffcnger  betwixt  me  and  the  peers; 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mejf.  With  all  my  heart,  my  liege.  [Exit. 

X.  John.  My  mother  dead  ! 

Re-enter  Hubert, 

Hub.  My  lord,  they  fay  five  moons  were  feen  to-night: 
Four  fixed ;  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four,  in  wondrous  motion. 

K.  John.  Five  moons  ! 

Hub.  Old  men  and  bedlams  in  the  fire ets 
Do  prophefy  upon  it  dangeroufly :  _ 
Young  Arthur's  death  is  common  in  their  mouths  : 
And  when  they  talk  of  him  they  ihake  their  heads 
And  whifper  one  another  in  the  ear ; 
And  he  that  fpeaks  doth  gripe  the  hearers  wrift  ; 
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Whilft.  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  action 

With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  rolling  eyes. 

I  faw  a  fmith  ftand  with  his  hammer  thus, 

The  whilft  his  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool, 

With  open  mouth  f wallowing  a  taylor's  news; 

Who,  with  his  lliears  and  meafure  in  his  hand, 

Standing  on  flippers  (which  his  nimble  hafte 

Had  falfely  thruft  upon  contrary  feet) 

Told  of  a  many  thoufand  warlike  French 

That  were  embattled  and  rauk'd  in  Kent ; 

Another  lean  unwafh'd  artificer 

Cuts  off  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthur's  death. 

K.  John.  Why  feek'ft  thou  to  pofiefs  me  with  tllefe  fears? 
Why  urgeft  thou  fo  oft  young  Arthur's  death  ? 
Thy  hand  hath  murder'd  him :  I  had  a  mighty  caufe 
To  wiih  him  dead,  but  thou  had'ft  none  to  kill  him. 

Hub.  Had  none,  my  lord  !  why,  did  not  you  provoke  me  ? 

K.  John,  k  is  the  curfe  of  kings  to  be  attended 
By  llaves  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant 
To  break  within  the  bloody  houie  of  life: 
And,  on  the  winking  of  authority, 
To  underftand  a  law  ;  to  know  the  meaning 
Of  dangerous  majeity,  when,  perchance,  it  frowns 
More  upon  humour  than  advis'd  refpedt. 

Hub.  Here  is  your  hand  and  feal  for  what  I  did. 

K.  John.  Oh,  when  the  laft  account  'twixt  heaven  and  earth 
Is  to  be  made,  then  mall  this  hand  and  feal 
Witaefs  againft  us  to  damnation  ! 
How  oft  the  light  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds 
Makes  deeds  ill  done?  Had'ft  not  thou  been  by* 
A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  Nature  mark'd, 
Quoted,  and  fign'd,  to  do  a  deed  of  fname, 
This  murder  had  not  come  into  my  mind  ; 
But,  taking  note  of  thy  abhorred  afpecl, 
Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  villany, 
Apt,  liable,  to  be  empioy'd  in  danger, 
I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthur's  death ; 
And  thou,  to  be  endear'd  to  a  king, 
Mad'ft  it  no  confcience  to  deftroy  a  princec 

Hub.  My  lord 

X.  John.  Hadft  thou  but  (nook  thy  head,  or  made  a  paufe, 
WThsn  I  fpake  darkly  what  I  purpofed, 
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Or  turn'd  an  eye  of  doubt  i  pon  my  face  ; 

Or  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  exprefs  words; 

Deep  ihame  had  ftruckme  dumb,  made  me  break  off, 

And  thofe  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fears  in  me: 

But  thou  didft  underftand  me  by  my  figns, 

And  didft  in  figns  again  parley  with  fin; 

Yea,  without  flop,  didft  let  thy  heart  confent, 

And,  confequently,  thy  rude  hand  to  a£f. 

Tne  deed  which  both  our  tongues  held  vile  to  name. — 

Out  of  my  fight,  and  never  fee  me  more  1 

My  nobles  leave  me;  and  my  ftate  is  brav'd, 

Even  ac  my  gates,  with  ranks  of  foreign  powers  : 

Nay,  in  the  body  of  this  flefhly  land, 

This  kingdom,  this  confine  of  blood  and  breath, 

Hoftility  and  civil  tumult  reigns 

Between  my  conscience  and  my  coulin's  death. 

Hub.  Arm  you  againft  your  other  enemies, 
I'll  make  a  piece  between  your  foul  and  you. 
Young  Arthur  is  alive:  This  hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  maiden  and  an  innocent  hand, 
Not  painted  with  the  crimfon fpots  of  blood. 
Within  this  boiom  never  enter'd  yet 
The  dreadful  morion  of  a  murd'rous  thought 
And  you  have  ilander'd  nature  in  my  form ; 
Whicn,  howfoever  rude  exteriorly, 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

K.John.  Doth  Arthur  live  ?  O,  hafte  thee  to  the  peers, 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incenfed  rage. 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience! 
Forgive  the  comment  that  my  paffion  made 
Upon  thy  feature;  for  my  rage  was  blind. 
And  foul  imaginary  eyes  of  bio od 
Prefented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 
Oh,  anfwer  not;  but  to  my  clofet  bring 
The  angry  lords  with  all  expedient  hafte: 
J  conjure  thee  but  flowly;  run  more  fafh  [Exeunt. 

SCENE      I1L—J  Street  before  a  Tnfon. 
fer-AnTHUR  on  the  JValls. 
Art.  The  wall  is  high;  and  yet  will  I  leap  down; — 
Good  ground  be  pitiful  and  hurt  me  not! 
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There's  few  or  none  do  know  me ;  if  they  did 
This  fhip-boy's  femblance  hath  difguis'd  me  quite. 
I  am  afraid ;  and  yet  I'll  venture  it. 
If  I  get  down  and  do  not  break  my  limbs 
I'll  find  a  thoufand  fhifts  to  get  away: 
As  good  to  die  and  go  as  die  and  fray.  [Leaps  down. 

Oh  me  !  my  uncle's  fpirit  is  in  thefe  (tones : — 
Heaven  take  my  foul  and  England  keep  my  bones !     [Dies. 
Enter  Pembroke,  Saliseury,  and  Bigot. 

Sal.  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  Saint  Edmund's-bury ; 
It  is  our  fafety,  and  we  muft  embrace 
This  gentle  orFer  of  the  perilous  time. 

Pemb.  Who  brought  that  letter  from  the.  cardinal  ? 

Sal.   The  count  Melun,  a  noble  lord  of  France ; 
Whofe  private  with  me  of  the  Dauphin's  love 
Is  much  more  general  than  thefe  lines  import. 

Bigot.  To-morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  thea. 

Sal.  Or  rather  then  let  forward:  for  twill  be 
Two  long  days  journey,  lords,  or  e'er  we  meet. 
Enter  Faulconbridge. 

Faulc.  Once  more  to-day  well  met,  diftemper'd  lords ! 
The  king,  by  me,  requefts  your  prefence  ftraight. 

Sal.  The  king  hath  difpofTefs'd  himfelf  of  us ; 
We  will  not  line  his  thin  beftained  cloak 
With  our  pure  honours,  nor  attend  the  foot 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  where'er  it  walks : 
Return  and  tell  him  lb ;  we  know  the  worft. 

Faulc.  Whate'er  you  think,  good  words  I  think  were  beft, 

Sal.  Our  griefs,  and  not  our  manners,  reafon  now. 

Faulc.  But  there  is  little  reafon  in  your  grief; 
Therefore  'twere  reafon  you  had  manners  now. 

Pemb.  Sir,  fir,  impatience  hath  its  privilege. 

Faulc.  'Tis  true;  to  hurt  his  matter,  no  man  elfe. 

Sal.  This  is  the  prifon :  What  is  he  lies  here  : 

[Beting  Arthur. 

Pemb.  O  death  made  proud  with  pure  and  princely  beautv  ,: 
The  earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

Sal.   Murder,  as  hating  what  himfelf  hath  done, 
Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  or  revenge. 

Bigot.  Or  when  he  doom'd  this  beauty  to  the  grave 
Found  it  too  precious-princely  for  a  grave. 

Sal.  Sir  Richard  what  think  you  ?  Have  you  beheld;. 
E  2 
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Or  have  you  read  or  heard?  or  could  you  think? 
Or  do  you  almoft  think,  although  you  fee, 
That  you  do  fee?  Could  thought  without  this  objecl 
Form  iuch  another?  This  is  the  very  top, 
The  height,  the  creft,  or  creir,  into  the  creft, 
Of  murder's  arms  this  is  the  bloodied  fhame, 
The  wildeft  favag'ry,  the  vileft  ftroke, 
That  ever  wali-ey'd  wrath,  or  flaring  rage, 
Prefentcd  to  the  tears  of  foft  remorfe. 

Pcmb.  All  murders  paft  do  Hand  excus'd  in  this  : 
And  this  fo  fole,  and  lb  unmatcbable, 
Shall  give  a  holinefs,  a  purity, 
To  the  yet-un  begotten  fins  of  time; 
And  prove  a  deadly  bloodfhed  but  a  jeft 
Exampled  by  this  heinous  fpectacle. 

Faulc*  It  is  a  damned  and  a  bloody  work ; 
The  gracelcfs  action  of  a  heavy  hand, 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

Sal.  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand  ! — 
We  had  a  kind  of  light  what  would  enfue: 
It  is  the  fhameful  work  of  Hubert's  hand ; 
The  practice  and  the  purpofe  of  the  king: — 
From  whole  obedience  I  forbid  mv  foul, 
Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  fweet  life, 
And  breathing  to  this  breathleis  excellence 
The  incenfe  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow ; 
Never  to  tafle  the  plcafures  of  the  world; 
Never  to  be  infected  with  delight, 
Nor  converfant  with  eafe  and  idlenefs 
"Till  I  have  fet  a  glory  to  this  hand, 
By  giving  it  the  worihip  of  revenge. 

Pemb.     Bigot.     Our  fouls  religioufly  confirm  thy  words, 
Enter  Hubert. 

Hub    Lords,  I  am  hot  with  hafte  in  feeking  you: 
Arthur  doth  live;  the  king  hath  fent  for  you. 

Sal.  Oh,  he  is  bold,  and  blufhes  not  at  death: 
Avaunt,  thou  hateful  villain,  get  thee  gone! 

Hub.  1  am  no  villain 

Sal   Muft  I  rob  the  law?  [Drawing  his  Sword. 

Faulc.   Your  fword  is  bright,  fir;  put  it  up  again. 

Sal.  Not  till  I  fheath  it  in  a  murderer's  lkin. 
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Hub.  Stand  back,  lord  Salifbury,  (land  back,  I  fay  ; 
By  heaven,  I  think  my  fword'sas  (harp  as  your's: 
I  would  not  have  you,  lord,  forget  youi  fell, 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence ; 
Left  I,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget 
Your  worth,  your  greatnefs,  and  nobility. 

Bigot.  Out,  dunghil!   dar'ft  thou  brave  a  noblemen? 

Hub.  Not  for  my  life :  but  yet  I  dare  defend 
My  innocent  life  againft  an  emperor. 

Sal.  Thou  art  a  murderer! 

Hub.  Do  not  prove  me  io; 
Yet  I  am  none :  whofe  tongue  foe'er  fpeaks  falfe 
Not  truly  fpeaks;  who  fpeaks  not  truly  lies. 

Pemb.  Cut  him  to  pieces. 

Faulc.  Keep  the  peace,  I  fay. 

Sal.  Stand  by  or  I  fhall  gaul  you,  Faulconbridge. 

Faulc,  Thou  wert  better  gaul  the  devil,  Salifbury; 
If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  flir  thy  foot, 
Or  teach  thy  hafty  fpleen  to  do  me  fhame, 
I'll  ftrike  thee  dead.     Put  up  thy  fwcrd  betime; 
Or  I'll  fo  maul  you  and  your  toafting-iron, 
That  you  fhall  think  the  devil  is  come  from  hell: 

Bigot.  What  wilt  thou  do,  renowned  Faulconbridge  ? 
Second  a  villain,  and  a  murderer  ? 

Hub.  Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none. 

Bigot,   Who  kill'd  this  prince? 

Hub.  'Tis  not  an  hour  imce  I  left  him  well ; 
I  honour'd  him,  I  lov'd  him ;  and  will  weep 
My  date  of  life  out  for  his  fweet  life's  lois. 

Sal.  Truit  not  thofe  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes, 
For  villany  is  not  without  fuch  rheum ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  fee  in 
Like  rivers  of  remorfe  and  innocency. 
Awray  with  me  all  you  whofe  fouls  abhor 
The  uncleanly  favours  of  a  (laughter-houfe; 
For  I  am  ftifled  with  this  fmell  of  fn.i. 

Bigot.  Away,  toward  Bury,  to  the  Dauphin  there  ! 

Pemb.  There  tell  the  king  ne  may  inqi  ice  \       Lit, 

\Excunt  Lords. 

Faulc.  Here's  a  good  wrorld  ! — Knew  you  ot    this  j^fr 
work  ? 
Jteyond  the  infinite  and  boundlefs  reach 
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Of  mercy,  if  thou  didd  this  deed  of  daatli 

Art  thou  damn'd,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Do  but  hear  me,  fir! 
Faulc.  Ha  !  I'll  tell  the  what ; 

Thou  art  damn'd  fo  black — nay,  nothing  is  fo  black  ; 

Thou  art  more  deep  damivd  than  prince  Lucifer: 

There  is  not  yet  fo  ugly  a  fiend  of  hell 

As  thou  fli alt  be  if  thou  didd  kill  this  child. 

Hub.  Upon  my  foul 

Faulc.  If  thou  didft  but  confent 

To  this  mod  cruel  a£t,  do  but  difpair ; 

And,  if  thou  want'd  a  cord,  the  {mailed  thread 

That  ever  fpider  twifted  from  her  womb 

Will  ferve  to  ftrangle  thee  ;  a  rufli  will  be  a  beam 

To  hang  thee  on :  pr  would'ft  thou  drown  thyfelf 

Put  but  a  little  water  in  a  fpoon 

And  it  fhall  be  as  all  the  ocean, 

Enough  to  ftifle  fuch  a  villain  up. — - 

I  do  fufpe£t  thee  very  grevioufly. 

Hub.  If  I  in  acl,  confent  or  fin  of  thought. 

Be  guilty  of  the  fteaUng  that  fvveet  breath 

Which  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  clay, 

Let  hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me  !— 

I  left  him  well. 

Faulc.  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  arms. — 

I  am  ama^d,  methinks  ;  and  lofe  my  way 

Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  world. — 

How  eafy  dod  thou  take  all  England  up! 

From  forth  this  morfel  of  dead  royalty, 

The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  realm 

Is  fled  to  heaven ;  and  England  now  is  left 

To  tug,  and  fcamble,  and  to  part  by  the  teeth, 

The  unowed  intered  of  proud-fwelling  date. 

Now,  for  the  bare-pick'd  bone  of  majedy, 

Doth  dogged  war  bridle  his  angry  cred, 

And  fnarleth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace  : 

Now  powers  from  home,  and  difcontents  at  home* 

Meet  in  one  line  ;  and  vaft  confufion  waits 

(As  doth  a  raven  on  a  lick-fallen  bead) 

The  emminent  decay  of  wreded  pomp. 

Now  happy  he  whofe  cloak  and  cinclure  can 

{iold  out  this  temped.     Bear  away  that  child. 
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And  follow  me  with  fpeed  ;  I'll  to  the  king; 

A  thousand  bufinefles  are  brief  in  hand.  *  [Exeunt. 

A  C  T     V. 

SCENE    lf— The  court  of  England. 

Enter  King  John,  Pandulph,  and  Attendants. 

King  John. 

THUS  have  I  yielded  up  into  your  hand 
The  circle  of  my  glory.  {Giving  up  the  Crown. 

Pand.  Take  again 
From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  pope, 
Your  fovereign  greatnefs  and  authority. 

K.  John,  Now  keep  your  holy  word :  go  meet  the  French; 
And  from  his  holinefs  uie  all  your  power 
To  ftop  their  marches,  'fore  we  are  inflam'd. 
Our  discontented  countries  do  revolt; 
Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience; 
Swearing  allegiance,  and  the  love  of  foul, 
To  dranger  blood,  to  foreign  royalty. 
This  inundation  of  midemper'd  humour 
ReiTs  by  you  only  to  be  quality'd. 
Then  paufe  not;  for  the  prefent  time's  fo  fick 
That  prefent  medicine  muft  be  minider'd, 
Or  overthrow  incurable  enfues. 

Pand.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  temped  up 
Upon  your  dubborn  ufage  of  the  pope : 
But,  iince  you  are  a  gentle  convertite, 
My  tongue  m  11  hum  again  this  dorm  of  war, 
And  make  fair  weather  in  your  bluftering  land. 
On  this  Afcen (ion-Day,  remember  well, 
Upon  your  oath  of  ieivice  to  the  pope. 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  arms.  [Exit, 

K.  John.  Is  this  Afcenfion-Day  ?  Did  not  the  prophet 
Say  that  before  Afcenfion-Day  at  noon 
My  crown  I  mould  give  off?   Even  fo  I  have  : 
I  did  fuppofe  it  mould  be  on  condraini ; 
Put  heaven  be  thank'd  it  is  but  voluntary. 

Enter  Faulconbridge. 
faulc.  All  Kent  hath  yielded  •  nothing  there  holds  out 
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But  Dover  cattle:  London  hath  receiv'd, 
Like  a  kind  hoft,  the  Dauphin  and  his  powers  : 
Your  nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  offer  fei vice  to  your  enemy  ; 
And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  your  doubtful  friends. 

IC  John.  Would  not  my  lords  return  to  me  again 
After  they  heard  young  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Faidc.  They  found  him  dead  and  call  into  the  ftreetsj 
An  empty  cufket,  where  the  jewel  of  life 
By  fome  dam'd  hand  was  robb'd  and  ta*en  away. 

K.  John.  That  villain  Hubert  tola1  me  he  did  live. 

Faulc.  So  on  my  foul  he  did  for  aught  he  knew. 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop?  why  look  you  fad? 
Be  great  in  acts  as  you  have  been  in  thought; 
Let  not  the  world  fee  fear  and  fad  diflruft 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye  : 
Be  ftirring  as  the  time  ;  be  fire  with  fire; 
Threaten  the  threatener,  and  out-face  the  brow 
Of  bragging  horror;  fo  (hall  inferior  eyes, 
That  borrow  their  behaviour  from  the  great, 
Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntlefs  ipirit  of  refolution. 
Away;  and  glifter  like  the  god  of  war, 
When  heintendeth  to  become  the  field: 
Shew  bo|dnefs  and  afpiring  confidence. 
What,  fhall  they  feek  the  lion  in  his  den? 
And  fright  him  there  ;  and  make  him  tremble  there? 
Oh,  let  it  not  be  faid  ! — Forage  and  run 
To  meet  difpleafure  farther  from  the  doors  ; 
And  grapple  with  him  ere  he  come  fo  nigh. 

K.  Jo/m.  The  legate  of  the  pope  hath  been  with  me. 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him ; 
And  he  hath  promis'd  to  difmifs  the  powers 
Led  by  the  Dauphin 

FauU.  Oh  inglorious  league ! 
Shall  we,  upon  the  footing  of  our  land, 
Send  fair-play  orders,  and  make  compromife, 
Infinuation,  parley,  and  bafe  truce, 
To  arms  invaflive  ?  fhall  a  bearlefs  boy, 
A  cockerM  filken  wanton  brave  our  fields, 
And  riefh  his  fpirit  in  a  warlike  foil, 
Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idly  fpreadj 
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And  find  no  check?  Let  us,  my  liege,  to  arms: 
Perchance  the  cardinal  cannot  make  your  peace ; 
Or  if  he  do  let  it  at  leaft  be  faid 
They  favv  we  had  a  purpofe  of  defence. 

K.  John.  Have  thou  the  ordering  of  this  prefent  time. 

Fanlc.  Away  then,  with  good  courage  ;  yet  I  know 
Our  party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IT.   The  Dauphins  Camp  at  St.  Edmund' s-Bury. 

Enter  in  Arms  Lewis,  Salisbury,  Melun,  Pembroke, 
Bigot,  and  Soldiers. 

Lewis.  My  lord  Melun  let  this  be  copied  out, 
And  keep  it  fafe  for  our  remembrance: 
Return  the  precedent  to  thefe  lords  again: 
That,  having  our  fair  order  written  down, 
Both  they  and  we  perufing  o'er  thefe  notes 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  facrament, 
And  keep  our  faiths  firm  and  inviolable. 

Sal.  Upon  our  fides  it  never  fhall  tfe  broken. 
And,  noble  dauphin,  albeit  we  fwear 
A  voluntary  zeal  and  an  unurg'd  faith 
To  your  proceedings;  yet  believe  me,  prince, 
I  am  not  glad  that  luch  a  fore  of  time 
Should  feek  a  platter  by  contemn'd  revolt, 
And  heal  the  inveterate  canker  of  one  would 
By  making  many  :  oh,  it  grieves  my  foul 
That  I  mufi:  draw  this  metal  from  my  fide 
To  be  a  widow-maker;  oh,  and  there, 
Where  honourable  refcue  and  defence 
Cries  out  upon  the  name  of  Salifbury  : 
But  fuch  is  the  infection  of  the  time 
That,  for  the  health  and  phyfic  of  our  right, 
We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  hand 
Of  ftern  injuftice  and  confufed  wrong. — 
And  is't  not  pity,  oh,  my  grieved  friends  ! 
That  we  the  fons  and  children  of  this  ifle, 
Were  born  to  fee  fo  fad  an  hour  as  this ; 
Wherein  we  (lep  after  a  ft  ranger  march 
Upon  her  gentle  bofom,  and  fill  up 
fler  enemies'  ranks  (I  mud  withdraw  and  weep 
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Upon  the  fpot  of  this  enforced  caufe), 

To  grace  the  gentry  of  a  land  remote, 

.And  follow  unacquainted  colours  here  ? 

"What,  here  ?— O  nation,  that  thou  eould'ft  remove ! 

That  Neptune's  arms,  who  clippeth  thee  about, 

Would  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thyfelf 

And  grapple  thee  unto  a  Pagan  more, 

Where  thefe  two  Chriftian  armies  might  combine 

The  blood  of  malice  in  a  vein  of  league, 

And  not  to  fpend  it  fo  unneighbourly  ! 

Lewis,  A  noble  temper  doft  thou  (hew  in  this; 
And  great  affections  wreftTing  in  thy  bofom 
Do  make  an  earthquake  of  nobility* 
Oh,  what  a  noble  combat  haft  thou  fought 
Between  compullion  and  a  brave  refpe£V. ! 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew 
That  fiiverly  doth  progrefs  on  thy  cheeks : 
My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears, 
Being  an  ordinary  inundation ; 
But  this  effufion  of  fuch  manly  drops, 
This  ihower  blown  up  by  tempeft  of  the  foul, 
Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd 
Than  had  I  \een  the  vaulty  top  of  heaven 
Figured  quite  o'er  with  burning  meteors. 
lift  up  thy  brow,  renowned  Salifburv, 
And  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  ftorni : 
Commend  thefe  waters  to  thofe  baby  eves 
That  never  faw  the  giant  world  enrag'd  ; 
Nor  met  with  fortune  other  than  at  feafts 
Full  warm  of  blood,  of  mirth,  of  goffipping. 
Come,  come  ;  for  thou  malt  thruft  thy  hand  as  deep 
Into  the  purfe  of  rich  profpriety 
As  Lewis  himfelf : — fo  nobles  mail  you  all 
That  knit  your  fmews  to  the  ftrength  of  mine. 
Enter  Pandulph  attended. 

And  even  there,  methinks,  an  angel  fpake  : 
Look,  where  the  holy  legate  comes  apace 
To  give  us  warrant  from  the  hand  of  heaven ; 
And  on  our  a&ions  fet  the  name  of  right, 
W  jthholy  breath, 
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Pand.  Hail,  noble  prince  of  France  1 
The  next  is  this — king  John  hath  reconcil'd 
Himfelf  to  Rome,  his  fpirit  is  come  in 
That  fo  ftood  out  againft  the  holy  church, 
The  great  metropolis  and  fee  of  Rome: 
Therefore  thy  threat'ning  colours  now  wind  up 
And  tame  the  favage  fpiritof  wild  war; 
That,  like  a  lion  fofter'd  up  at  hand, 
It  may  lie  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace, 
And  be  no  further  harmful  than  in  fhew. 

Lewis.  Your  grace  {hall  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back; 
I  am  too  high-born  to  be  property 'd, 
To  be  a  fecondary  at  control, 
Or  ufeful  ferving-man  and  inftrument 
To  any  fovereign  ftate  throughout  the  world. 
Your  breath  fir  ft  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  wars 
Between  this  chaftis'd  kingdom  and  myfelf, 
And  brought  in  matter  that  mould  feed  this  fire; 
And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out 
With  that  fame  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it. 
You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  right, 
Acquainted  me  with  intereft  to  this  land, 
Yea,  thruft  this  enterprize  into  my  heart; 
And  come  ye  now  to  tell  me  John  hath  made 
His  peace  with  Rome?     What  is  that  peace  to  me? 
I  by  the  honour  of  my  marriage-bed, 
After  young  Arthur,  claim  this  land  for  mine ; 
And  now,  it  is  half-conquer'd,  muft  I  back,   ' 
Becauie  that  John  hath  made  his  peace  with  Rome? 
Am  I  Rome's  flave  ?     What  penny  hath  Rome  borne. 
What  men  provided,  what  munition  fent, 
To  underprop  this  action;  is  t  not  I 
That  undergo  this  charge  ?  who  elfe  but  I, 
And  fuch  as  to  my  claim  are  liable, 
Sweet  in  this  bufinefs,  and  maintain  this  war ; 
Have  I  not  heard  thefe  iflandeis  fhout  out 
Vive  le  roy!  as  I  have  bank'd  their  towns? 
Have  I  not  here  the  bed  cards  for  the  game 
To  win  this  eafy  match  play'd  for  a  crown  ? 
And  fhall  I  now  give  o'er  the  yielded  fet  ? 
No,  no,  on  mv  foul,  it  never  {hall  be  faid. 
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Pand.  You  look  but  on  the  outfide  of  this  work* 

Lewis.  Outfide  or  infide  I  will  not  return 
Till  my  attempt  from  fuch  be  glorify  rd 
As  to  my  ample  hope  was  promifed 
Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  war, 
And  culi'd  thefe  fiery  fpirits  from  the  world, 
To  outlook  conqueft,  and  to  win  renown 
Even  in  the  jaws  of  danger  and  death. — 

[  Trumpet  founds. 
What  lufty  trumpet  thus  doth  fummons  us? 

Enter  Faulconbridge  attended. 

Faulc,  According  to  the  fair-play  of  the  world, 

Let  me  have  audience  ;  I  am  fent  to  fpeak : 

My  holy  lord  of  Milan  from  the  king 
I  come  to  icarn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him  ; 
And  as  you  anfwer,  I  do  know  the  fcope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

Pand.  The  Dauphin  is  too  wilful  oppofite, 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  entreaties; 
He  flatly  fays  he'll  not  lay  down  his  arms. 

,  Faulc.  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breath'd, 
The  youth  fays  well ! — Now  hear  our  Englifh  king ; 
For  thus  his  royalty  doth  fpeak  in  me. 
He  is  prepaid :  and  reafon  too  he  mould : 
This  apiih  and  unmannerly  approach, 
This  harnefs'd  mafque,  and  unadvised  revel, 
This  unhair'd  faucinefs,  and  boyifh  troops, 
The  king  doth  fmile  at ;  and  is  well  prepar'd 
To  whip  this  dwarfifh  war,  thefe  pigmy  arms, 
From  out  the  circle  of  his  territories. 
That. hand  which  had  the  ftrength  even  at  your  door 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  you  take  the  hatch  ; 
To  dive  like  buckets  in  concealed  wells ; 
To  crouch  in  litter  of  your  ftable  planks ; 
To  lie  like  pawns  lock'd  up  in  cherts  and  trunks ; 
Tc  hug  with  fwme;  to  feek  fweet  fafety  out 
In  vaults  and  prifons  ;  and  to  thrill  and  fhake 
Even  at  the  cryirfg  of  your  nation's  crow, 
Thinking  this  voice  an  armed  Englishman  ;— * 
Shall  that  vitlorious.  hand  be  feebled  here. 
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That  in  your  chambers  gave  you  chaftifement  ? 
No  :  know  the  gallant  monarch  is  ia  aims  ; 
And,  like  an  eagle  o'er  his  airy  towers, 
To  foufe  annoyance  that  comes  near  his  neft. — 
And  you  degenerate,  you  ingrate  revolts, 
You  bloody  Neroes,  ripping  up  the  womb 
Of  your  dear  motiier  England,  blufh  for  fhame: 
For  your  own  ladies,  and  pale-vifag'd  maids, 
Like  Amazons,  come  tripping  after  drums  ; 
Their  thimbles  into  armed  gantlets  change, 
Their  needles  to  lances,  and  their  gentle  hearts 
To  fierce  and  bloody  inclination. 

Lewis.  There  end  thy  brav'ry,  and  turn  thy  face  in  peace  ; 
We  grant  thou  canft  outfcold  us  :  fare  thee  well ; 
We  hold  out  time  too  precious  be  fpent 
With  fuch  a  brabbler. 

Pand.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak. 

Faulc.  No,  I  will  fpeak. 

Lewis.  We  will  attend  to  neither : — 
Strike  up  the  drums  ;  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 
Plead  for  our  intereft,  and  our  being  here. 

Faulc.  Indeed  your  drums  being  beaten  will  cry  out ^ 
And  fo  mail  you,  being  beaten  :  Y)o  but  ftart 
And  echo  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum, 
And  even  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  brac'd 
That  ihall  reverberate  all  as  loud  as  thine  ; 
Sound  but  another  and  another  mail 
As  loud  as  thine  rattle  the  welkin's  ear, 
And  mock  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder :  for  at  hand 
(Not  trufting  to  this  halting  legate  here, 
Whom  he  hath  us'd  rather  for  fport  than  need) 
Is  warlike  John;  and  in  his  forehead  fits 
A  bare-ribb'd  death,  whofe  office  is  this  day 
To  feaft  upon  whole  thoufands  of  the  French. 

Lewis.  Strike  up  our  drums  to  find  this  danger  out. 

Faulc.  And  thou  fhalt  find  it,  Dauphin,  do  not  doubt. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE  III.     A  Field  of  Battle.     Alarum^ 
Enter  King  John  and  Hubert. 

K.  John.  How  goes  the  day  with  us  ?  oh  tell  me,  Hubert  * 

Hub.  Badly  I  fear:  How  fares  yourmajefty? 
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K.  John.  This  fever  that  hath  troubled  me  fo  long 
Lies  heavy  on  me ;  oh,  my  heart  is  fick  ! 
Enter  a  Meffcnger. 

Mejf.  My  lord,  your  valiant  kinfman,  Faulconbridge, 
Defires  your  majefty  to  leave  the  field  ; 
And  fend  him  word  by  me  which  way  you  go. 

K.  John.  Tell  him  towards  Swinilead,  to  the  abbey  there, 

Mejf.  Be  of  good  comfort ;  for  the  great  fupply 
That  was  expected  by  the  Dauphin  here 
Are  wreck'd  three  nights  ago  on  Goodwin  fands. 
This  news  was  brought  to  Richard  but  even  now : 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themfelves. 

K.  John.  Ah  me  !  this  tyrant  fever  burns  me  up, 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news. 
Set  on  toward  Swinftcad  :  to  my  litter  ftraight  i 
Weakncfs  pofTefTeth  me,  and  I  am  faint.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV.      The  French  Camp. 
Enter  Salisbury,  Pembroke,  and  Bigot. 

Sal.  I  did  not  think  the  king  fo  ftor'd  with  friends. 

Psmb.  Up  once  again  ;  put  fpirit  in  the  French ; 
If  they  mifcarry  we  miicarry  too. 

Sat.  That  mifbegotten  devil,  Faulconbridge, 
In  fpight  of  fpight  alone  upholds  the  day. 

Pemb.  They  fay  king  John,  fore  lick,  hath  left  the  field. 
Enter  Melun  vjounded,  and  led  h$  Soldiers. 

Melun.  Lead  me  to  the  revolts  of  England  here. 

Sal,  When  we  were  happy  we  had  other  names. 

Pemb.  It  is  the  count  Melun. 

Sal.  Wounded  to  death. 

Melun.  Fly,  noble  Englifh,  you  are  bought  and  fold ! 
Unthread  the  rude  eye  of  rebellion, 
And  welcome  home  again  discarded  faith. 
Seek  out  king  John  and  fall  before  his  feet ; 
For,  if  the  French  be  lords  of  this  loud  day, 
He  means  to  recompenfe  the  pains  you  take 
By  cutting  off  your  heads.  Thus  hath  he  fworn. 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  more  with  me, 
Upon  the  altar  at  Saint  Edmund's-Bury ; 
Even  on  the  altar  where  we  fwore  to  you    . 
Dear  amity  and  -everlavting  love. 
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Sal.  May  this  be  portable!   may  this  be  true! 

Melun.  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  view, 
Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  life, 
Which  bleeds  away  even  as  a  form  of  wax 
Relblveth  from  his  figure  'gainft  the  fire? 
What  in  the  world  fhould  make  me  now  deceive, 
Since  I  muft  lole  the  ufe  of  all  deceit? 
Why  mould  I  then  be  falfe  iince  it  is  true 
That  I  muft  die  here,  and  live  hence  by  truth  ? 
I  fay  again  if  Lewis  do  win  the  day 
He  is  forlworn,  if  e'er  thole  eyes  of  yours 
Behold  another  day  break  in  theeaft, 
But  even  this  night — whofe  blacK  contagious  breath 
Already  fmokes  about  the  burning  creft 
Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day-wearied  fun  — 
Even  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  mail  expire; 
Paying  the  fine  of  rated  treachery, 
Even  with  a  treacherous  fine  oi  all  your  lives, 
If  Lewis  by  your  affiftance  win  the  day. 
Commend  me  to  one  Hubert,  with  your  king; 
The  love  of  him — and  this  respect  befides, 
For  that  my  grandfire  was  an  Englishman — 
Awakes  my  confeience  to  confeis  ail  this. 
In  lieu  whereof  I  pray  you  bear  me  hence 
From  forth  the  noile  and  rumour  of  the  field: 
Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 
In  peace,  and  part  this  body  and  my  foul 
With  contemplations  and  devout  defires. 

Sal.   We  do  believe  thee. — And  befhrew  my  foul 
But  1  do  love  the  favour  and  the  form 
Of  this  moft  fair  occafion,  by  the  which 
We  will  untread  the  fteps  of  damned  flight: 
And,  like  a  bated  and  retired  flood, 
Leaving  our  rankneis  and  irregular  courfe, 
Stoop  low  within  thofe  bounds  we  have  o'erlook'd. 
And  calmly  run  on  in  obedience, 
Even  to  our  ocean,  to  our  great  king  John.  « 
My  arm  (hall  give  thee  help  to  bear  tfiee  hence  ; 
For  I  do  fee  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 
Right  in  thine  eye. — Away,  my  friends!  New  flight; 
And  happy  newnefs  that  intends  old  right. 

[Exeunt  leading  off *  Melun 
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S  C  E  N  E  V.     A  different  Fart  of  the  French  Cariipi 

Enter  Lewis  and  his  Train, 
Lewis.  The  fun  of  heaven  methought  was  loth  to  fet; 
But  itaid  and  made  the  weftern  welkin  blufh, 
When  the  Engliih  meafur'd  backward  their  own  ground 
In  faint  retire :  oh,  bravely  came  we  off, 
"When  with  a  volley  of  our  needlefs  (hot, 
After  fuch  bloody  toil,  we  bid  good  night ; 
And  wound  our  tatter'd  colours  clearly  up, 
Lafl  in  the  field,  and  almoft  lords  of  it  !— 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Meff.  Where  is  my  prince,  the  Dauphin? 

Lewis.  Here : — What  news  ? 

Meff.  The  count  Melun  is  flain;  the  Englifli  lords, 
By  his  perfuafion,  are  again  fallen  off: 
And  your  fupplies,  which  you  have  wifh'd  fo  long, 
Are  caft  away,  and  funk  on  Goodwin  fands. 

Lewis.  Ah,  foul  (hrewd  news!— Be  (brew  thy  very  heart! 
I  did  not  think  to  be  fo  fad  to-night, 
As  this  hath  made  me. — Who  was  he  that  faid 
Xing  John  did  fly  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  {tumbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers? 

Meff.  Whoever  fpoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  lord. 

Lewis.  Well;  keep  good  quarter  and  good  care  to-night: 
The  day  fhail  not  be  up  fo  foon  as  I 
To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to-morrow.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.     An  open  Place  in  the  Neighbourhood  of  Swin- 
Jlead-Abbey. 

Enter  Faulconbridge,  and  Hubert,  fcverally. 

Hub.  Who's  there  ?  fpeak,  ho  !  fpeak  quickly  or  I  moot. 

Faulc.  A  friend  ;— -What  art  thou  ? 

Hub.  Of  the  part  of  England. 

Faulc.  Whither  doft  thou  go  ? 

Hub.  What's  that  to  thee  ?  Why  may  I  not  demand 
Of  thine  affairs  as  well  as  thou  of  mine 

Faulc.  Hubert,  T  think. 

Hub.  Thou  hadft  a  perfect  thought : 
I  will,  upon  all  hazards,  well  believe 
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*Thou  art  my  friend,  thou  know'ft  my  tongue  fo  Well : 
Who  art  thou  ? 

Faulc.   Who  thou  wilt :  an  if  thou  pleafe 
Thou  may'ft  befriend  me  (o  much  as  to  think 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantagenets. 

Hub.  Unkind  remembrance  I  thou,  and  eyelefs  night 
Have  done  me  {name ; — Brave  foldier,  pardon  me, 
That  any  accent  breaking  from  thy  tongue 
Should  efcape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 

Faulc.  Come,  come;  fans  compliment,  what  news  abroad F 

Hub.  Why  here  walk  I  in  the  black  brow  of  night 
To  find  you  out. 

Faulc.  Brief  then ;  and  what's  the  news  ? 

Hub.  O,  my  fweet  fir,  news  fitted  to  the  night, 
Black,  fearful,  comfortlefs^  and  horrible. 

Faulc.  Shew  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  news  ; 
I  am  no  woman,  I'll  not  fwoon  at  it. 

Hub.  The  king  I  fear  is  poifon'd  by  a  monk  : 
1  left  him  almoft.  fpeechlefs,  and  broke  out 
To  acquaint  you  with  this  evil ;  that  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  fudden  time, 
Than  if  you  had  at  leifure  known  of  this*. 

Faulc.  How  did  he  take  it  ?  who  did  tafte  to  him  ? 

Hub.  A  monk,  I  tell  you  ;  a  refolved  villain 
Whofe  bowels  fuddenly  burft  out ;  the  king 
Yet  fpeaks,  and  peradventure,  may  recoven 

Faulc.  Who  didft  thou  leave  to  tend  his  majefly  ? 

Hub.  Why  know  you  not  the  lords  are  all  come  back* 
And  brought  prince  Henry  in  their  company  ? 
At  whofe  requeft  the  king  hath  pardon'd  them : 
And  they  are  all  about  his  majefty; 

Faulc.  Withold  thine  indignation,  mighty  Heaven, 
And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power ! — 
1*11  tell  thee,  Hubert,  half  my  power  this  night, 
Pairing  thefe  flatSj  are  taken  by  the  tide ; 
Thefe  Lincoln  waihes  have  devoured  them ; 
Myfelf  well  mounted*  hardly  have  eicap'd. 
Away,  before  !  conduct  me  to  the  king ; 
I  doubt  he  will  be  dead  or  ere  I  come.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  VII.     The  Orchard  in  Swinjlead- Abbey, 
Enter  Prince  Henry,  Salisbury,  and  Bigot. 

Hen.  It  is  too  late  ;  the  life  of  all  his  blood 
Is  touch'd  corruptibly  ;  and  his  pure  brain 
(Which  fome  fuppofe  the  foul!s  frail  dwelling-houfe) 
Doth  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes 
Foretell  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Enter  Pembroke. 

Pemb.  His  highnefs  yet  doth  fpeak  ;  and  holds  belief. 
That  being  brought  into  the  open  air. 
It  would  allay  the  burning  quality 
Of  that  fell  poifon  which  auaileth  him. 

Hen.  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  orchard  here. — 
Doth  lie  ftill  rage  ? 

Pemb.  He  is  more  patient 
Than  when  you  left  him  ;  even  now  he  fung. 

Hen.  O  vanity  of  ficknefs  !   fierce  extremes. 
In  their  continuance,  will  not  feel  themfelves. 
Death  having  prey'd  upon  the  outward  parts 
Leaves  them :  invisible  his  fiege  is  now 
Againft  the  mind,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
With  many  legions  of  itrange  fantafies; 
Which,  in  their  throng  and  piefs  to  thatlafl:  hold, 
Confound  themfelves.     'Tis  ftrange  that  death  fhould  fing. 
lam  the  cygnent  to  this  pale  faint  fwan 
"Who  chants  a  doleful  hymn  to  his  own  death; 
And,  from  the  organ-pipe  of  frailty,  iings 
His  ford  and  body  to  their  lafting  reft. 

Sal.  Be  of  good  comfort,  prince ;  for  you  are  born 
To  fet  a  form  upon  that  indigeft 
Which  he  hath  left  fo  fh apelefs  and  fo  rude. 
King  John  brought,  in. 

K-  John.  Ay,  marry,  now  my  foul  hath  elbow-room; 
It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors. 
There  is  fo  hot  a  fu'mmer  in  my  bofom, 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  dull: : 
I  am  a  fcribpled  form  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment ;  and  againft  this  tire 
Do  I  ihrink  up. 

Hen.  How  fares  your  majefty  ? 

K.  John.  Poifon'd— ill  fare ;— jdead,  foriooks  call  ofT'; 
And  none  of  y©u  will  bid  the  winter  come 
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To  thruft  his  icy  fingers  in  my  maw  ; 

Nor  let  my  kingdom's  rivers  take  their  courfe 

Through  my  burn'd  bofom  ;  nor  entreat  the  north 

To  make  his  bleak  winds  kifs  my  parched  lips, 

And  comfort  me  with  cold: — I  do  not  afk  you  much? 

I  beg  cold  comfort;  and  you  are  fo  flrait, 

And  fo  ingrateful,  you  deny  me  that. 

Hen.  Oh,  that  there  were  fome  virtue  in  my  tears? 
That  might  relieve  vou  ! 

K.  John.  The  fait  of  them  is  hot- 
Within  me  is  a  hell ;  and  there  the  poifon 
Is,  as  a  fiend,  confinM  to  tyrannize 
On  unreprievable  condemned  blood. 

Enter  Faulconbridge. 

Faulc.  Oh,  I  am  fcalded  with  my  violent  motion, 
And  fpleen  of  fpeed  to  fee  your  majefly. 

K.  John.  Oh,  coufm,  thou  art  come  to  fet  mine  eye  j 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  is  crackM  and  burnt; 
And  all  the  fhrowds  wherewith  my  life  mould  fail 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,  one  little  hair  : 
My  heart  hath  one  poor  firing  to  Hay  it  by, 
Which  holds  but  till  thy  news  be  utterM ; 
And  then  all  this  thou  feeft  is  but  a  clod 
And  module  of  confounded  royalty. 

Faulc.  The  Dauphin  is  preparing  hitherward  ; 
Where,  heaven  he  knows,  how  we  mall  anfwer  him: 
For  in  a  night,  the  belt,  part  of  my  power. 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove, 
Were  in  the  wafhes  all  unwarily 
Devoured  by  the  unexpected  flood.  [The  King  die^, 

Sal.  You  breathe  thefe  dead  news  in  as  dead  an  ear.- — • 
My  liege!  my  lord  ! — But  now  a  king — now  thus. 

Hen.  Even  fo  mufl  I  run  on,  and  even  fo  flop. 
Whatfurety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  flay. 
When  this  was  now  a  king  and  now  is  clay ! 

Faulc.  Art  thou  gone  fo  ?-.  I  do  but  flay  behind 
To  do  the  office  for  thee  of  revenge  ; 
And  then  my  foul  mall  wait  on  thee  to  heaven 

As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  fervant  flill. 

Now,  now,  you  flars,  that  move  in  your  right  fpheres. 
Where  be  your  powers?  Shew  now  your  mended  faiths; 
And  inflantly  return  with  me  again 
"fo  pu/h  definition  and  perpetual  fhame 
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Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  land : 
Straight  let  us  feek,  or  ftraight  we  ihall  be  fougnf ; 
The  Dauphin  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

Sal*  It  feems  you  know  not  then  fo  much  as  we  % 
The  cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  reft* 
"Who  half  an  hour  fince  came  from  the  Dauphin  ; 
And  brings  from  him  fuch  offers  of  our  peace 
As  we  with  honour  and  refpecl:  may  take, 
With  purpofe  prefently  to  leave  this  War* 

Faulc.  He  will  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  fees 
Ourfelves  well  finewed  to  our  defence. 

Sal.  Nay,  it  is  in  a  manner  done  already  ; 
For  many  carriages  he  hath  difpatch'd 
To  the  fea^fide,  and  put  his  caufe  and  quarrel 
To  the  difpofing  of  the  cardinal  J 
With  whom  yourfelf,  myfelf,  and  other  lords* 
If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  poft. 
To  confummate  this  bufinefs  happily. 

Faulc.  Let  it  be  fo: — And  you,  my  noble  prince, 
With  other  princes  that  may  belt,  be  fpar'd, 
Shall  wait  upon  your  father's  funeral. 

Hen*  At  Worcefter  muft  his  body  be  interr'd  ; 
For  fo  he  will'd  it, 

Faulc.  Thither  fhall  it  then. 
And  happily  may  your  fwcet  felf  put  on 
Hie  lineal  itate  and  glory  of  the  land  ! 
To  whom,  with  all  fubmiffion  on  my  knee* 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  fervices 
And  true  fubje&ion  everlaflingly* 

Sal.  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  make* 
To  reft:  without  a  fpot  for  evermore. 

Hen.  I  have  a  kind  foul  that  would  give  you  thanks* 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it  but  with  tears. 

Faulc.  Oh,  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needful  wo* 
Since  it  hath  been  before  hand  with  our  griefs.-— 
This  England  never  did  (nor  never  lhall), 
Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror, 
But  when  itfirft  did  help  to  wound  itfelf- 
Now  thefe  her  princes  are  come  home  again, 
Come  the  three  corners  of  the  world  in  arms, 
And  we  fhall  fhock  them  :  Nought  (hall  make  Us  rue, 
If  England  to  itfelf  do  reit  but  true. 

THE  end.  [Exeunt  mnti* 
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RICHARD       II. 

ACT      I.       SCENE     I. 

The  Court.     Enter  King  Richard,  John  of  Gaunt, 
with  other  Nobles  and  Attendants, 

King  Richard. 

OLD  John  of  Gaunt,  time-honour'd  Lancafter, 
Haft  thou,  according  to  thy  oath  and  baud, 
Brought  hither  Henry  Hereford  thy  bold  fon ; 
Here  to  make  good  the  boifterous  Lite  appeal, 
Which  then  our  leifure  would  not  let  us  hear, 
Againft  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

Gaunt.  1  hava,   my  liege. 

K.  Rich.  Tell  me  moreover,  haft  thou  founded  hira, 
If  he  appeal  the  duke  on  ancient  malice; 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  fubject  mould, 
On  fbme  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him  ? 

Gaunt.  As  near  as  I  could  fift  him  on  that  argument-— 
On  fome  apparent  danger  feen  in  him, 
Aim'd  at  your  highnefs,  no  inveterate  malice. 

K.  Rich.  Then  call  them  to  our  prefence  ;  face  to  face, 
Ami  frowning  brow  to  brow,  ourfelves  will  hear 
The  accufer,  and  the  accufed,  freely  fpeak  : — 
High-ftomach'd  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire, 
In  rage  deaf  as  the  fea,  hairy  as  fire. 

Enter  Bolingbroke,  ^Mowbray. 

Boling.  Many  years  of  happy  days  befall 
My  gracious  fovereign,  my  mod  loving  liege  .' 

Mowb.  Each  day  dill  better  other's  happinefs; 
Until  the  heavens,  envying  earth's  good  hap, 
.Add  an  immortal  title  to  your  crown  ! 

K.  Rich.  We  thank  you  both  :  yet  one  but  flatters  us, 
As  well  appeareth  by  the  caufe  you  come  i 

Namely, 
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Namely,  to  appeal  each  other  of  high  treafon.— * 
Coufiri  of  Hereford,  what  doll  thou  object 
Againft  the  dake  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

Boling.  Firft  (heaven  be  the  record  to  my  fpeech  !) 
In  the  devotion  of  a  fubjecVs  love, 
Tendering  the  precious  fafety  of  my  prince, 
And  free  from  other  mifbegotren  hate, 
Come  I  appellant  to  this  princely  prefence. 
Now,  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  I  turn  to  thee, 
And  mark  my  greeting  well ;  for  what  I  fpeak, 
My  body  mail  make  good  upon  this  earth, 
Or  my  divine  foul  anfwer  it  in  heaven. 
Thou  art  a  traitor,  and  a  mifcreant ; 
Too  good  to  be  fo,  and  too  bad  to  live  ; 
Since,  the  more  fair  and  chryitaJ  is  the  fky, 
The  uglier  feem  the  clouds  that  in  it  fly. 
Once  mo*"?,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  note, 
With  a  foul  traitor's  name  fluff  I  thy  throat ; 
And  wi(h  (fo  pleafe  my  fbvereign),  ere  I  move, 
What  my   tongue  fpeaks,    my  right-drawn  (word  may 
prove. 

Mowb.  Let  not  my  cold  words  here  accufe  my  zeal : 
'Tis  not  the  trial  of  a  woman's  war, 
The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues, 
Can  arbitrate  this  caufe  betwixt  us  twain  ; 
The  blood  is  hot,  that  muft  be  cool'd  for  this. 
Yet  can  I  not  of  fuch  tame  patience  boaft, 
As  to, be  huuYd,  and  nought  at  all  to  fay  : 
Firft,  the  fair  reverence  of  your  highnefs  curbs  me, 
From  giving  reins  and  fpurs  to  my  free  fpeech  ; 
Which  elfe  would  pofi,  until  it  had  return'd 
Thefe  terms  of  treafon  doubled  down  his  throat. 
Setting  afide  his  high  blood's  royalty, 
And  let  him  be  no  kinfman  to  my  liege, 
I  do  defy  him,  and  I  fpit  at  him ; 
Call  him — a  flanderous  coward,  and  a  villain: 
Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds; 
And  meet  him,  were  I  try'd  to  run  a  foot 
Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alps, 
Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable 
Where  ever  EngUfhman  durft  fet  his  foot. 

Mean 
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Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  loyalty-— 
By  all  my  hopes,  moft  falfely  doth  he  lie. 

Baling.  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  I  throw  my  gage, 
Difclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  a  king; 
And  lay  afide  my  high  blood's  royalty, 
Which  fear,  not  reverence,  makes  thee  to  except : 
If  guilty  dread  hath  left  thee  fo  much  ftrength, 
As  to  take  up  mine  honour's  pawn,  then  (loop  ; 
By  that,  and  all  the  rights  of  knighthood  elfe, 
Will  I  make  good  againft:  thee,  arm  to  arm, 
What  I  have  (poke,  or  thou  canfl:  worfe  devife. 

Mowb.  I  take  it  up  ;  and,  by  that  fword  I  fwear, 
Which  gently  lay'd  my  knighthood  on  my  moulder, 
1*11  anfwer  thee  in  any  fair  degree, 
Or  chivalrous  defign  of  knightly  trial : 
And,  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light, 
If  I  be  traitor,  or  unjuftly  fight ! 

K.  Rich.    What  doth  our  couGn  lay  to  Mowbray's 
charge  ? 
It  muft  be  great,  that  can  inherit  us 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Boliug,  Look,  what  Ifaid,  my  life  (hall  prove  it  true;—- 
That  Mowbray  hath  receiv'd  eight  thoufand  nobles, 
In  name  of  lendings  for  your  highnefs'  foldiers ; 
The  which  he  hath  detained  for  lewd  employments, 
Like  a  falfe  traitor,  and  injurious  villain. 

Bcfides  I  fay,  and  will  in  battle  prove 

Or  here,  or  elfewhere,  to  the  furtheft  verge 

That  ever  was  furvey'i  by  Engli(h  eye 

That  all  the  treafons,  for  thefe  eighteen  years 
Complotted  and  contrived  in  this  land, 
Fetch  from  falfe  Mowbray  their  firft  head  and  fpring„ 
Further  I  fay — and  further  will  maintain 

Upon  his  bad  life,  to  make  all  this  good 

That  he  did  plot  the  duke  of  Glo(ier's  death  ; 

Suggeft  his  foon-believing  adverfaries; 

And,  confequently,  like  a  traitor  coward, 

Sluic'd  out  his  innocent  foul  through  dreams  of  blood  : 

Which  blood,  like  facrificing  Abel's,  cries, 

Even  from  the  tonguelefs  caverns  of  the  earth, 

To  me,  for  juftice,  and  rough  chaftifement ; 

B  And, 
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And,  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  defcent, 
This  arm  (hall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  fpent. 

K.  Rich,  How  high  a  pitch  his  refolution  foars  ! 

Thomas  of  Norfolk,  what  fay'Jft  thou  to  this  t 

Mowb.  O,  let  my  fovereiga  turn  away  his  face, 
And  bid  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf, 
'Till  I  have  told  this  (lander  of  his  blood, 
How  God,  aod-good  men,  hate  fo  foul  a  liar. 

K.  Rich.  Mowbray,  impartial  are  our  eyes,  and  ears : 
'Were  he  my  brother,  nay,  my  kingdom's  heir 
(As  he  is  but  my  father's  brother's  fon), 
Now  by  my  fceptre's  awe  I  make  a  vow, 
Such  neighbour  nearnefs  to  our  facred  blood 
Should  nothing  privilege  him,  nor  partialize 
The  unftooping  firmnefs  of  my  upright  foul : 
He  is  our  fubjecl,  Mowbray,  fo  art  thou  ; 
Free  fpeech,  and  fearlefs,  1  to  thee  allow. 

Mowb,   Then,  Bolingbroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart, 
Through  the  falfe  paflage  of  thy  throat,  thou  lieft  I 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  1  had  for  Calais, 
Difburs'd  I  to  his  highnefs'  foldiers  : 
The  other  part  referv'd  I  by  confent  ; 
For  that  my  fovereign  liege  was  in  my  debt, 
Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  account, 
Since  laft  I  wenr  to  France  to  fetch  his  queen : 
Now  (wallow  down  that  lie. — For  Glofter's  death— 
I  Hew  him  not ;  but,  to  mine  own  difgrace, 
Neglected  my  (worn  duty  in  that  cafe. — 
For  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Lancafter, 
The  honourable  father  to  my  foe — 
Once  did  I  lay  an  ambufli  for  your  life, 
A  trefpafs  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  foul  ; 
Eut,  ere  I  lafl  receiv'd  the  facrament, 
I  did  confefs  it ;  and  exactly  begg'cT 
Your  grace's  pardon,  and,  I  hope,  I  had  it. 
This  is  my  fault :  As  for  the  reft  appealed, 
It  ifTues  from  the  rancour  of  a  villain, 
A  recreant  and  mod  degenerate  traitor  : 
Which  in  myfelf  I  boldly  will  defend  ; 
And  interchangeably  hurl  down  my  gage 
Upon  this  over-ween'tDg  traitor's  foot, 

To 
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To  prove  myfelf  a  loyal  gentleman^ 

Even  in  the  bed  blood  chamber'd  in  his  bofom  : 

In  hafte  whereof,  mod  heartily  I  pray 

Your  highnefs  to  aflign  our  trial  day. 

K.  Rich,  Wrath-kindled  gentlemen,  be  rul'd   by  me  5 
Let's  purge  this  choler  without  letting  blood  : 
This  we  prefcribe,  though  no  phyfician  ; 
Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incifion  : 
Forget,  forgive  ;  conclude,  and  be  agreed; 

Our  doctors  fay?  this  is  no  time  to  bleed 

Good  uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun  ; 
We'll  calm  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  you  your  fon. 

Gaunt.  To  be  a  make- peace  (hall  become  my  age.— «* 
Throw  down,  my  fon,  the  duke  of  Norfolk's  gage. 

K.  Rich.  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 

Gaunt.  When,  Harry  ?  when  ? 
Obedience  bids,  I  mould  not  bid  again. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  throw  down ;  we  bid  ;  there  is  no 
boot. 

Mawb.  Myfelf  I  throw,  dread  fovereign,  at  thy  foot ; 
My  life  thcu  (halt  command,  but  not  my  ihame  ; 
The  one,  my  duty  owes ;  but  my  fair  name 
(Defpight  of  death,  that  lives  upon  my  grave), 
To  dark  dishonour's  ufe  thou  malt  not  have. 
I  am  difgrace'd,  impeach'd,  and  baffled  here  ; 
Pierc'd  to  the  foul  with  (lander's  venom'd  fpear; 
The  which  no  balm  can  cure,  but  his  heart-blood 
Which  breath'd  this  poifon. 

K.  Rich.  Rage  mud:  be  withflood  : 
Give  me  his  gage: — Lions  make  leopards  tame. 

Mswb.  Yea,  but  not  change  their  fpots ;  take  but  my 
fhame, 
And  I  refign  my  gage.     My  dear  dear  lord, 
The  pureft  treafure  portal  times  afford, 
Is — fpotlefs  reputation  ;  that  away, 
Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay, 
A  jewel  in  a  ten-times-barr'd-up  cheft 
Is — a  bold  fpirit  in  a  loyal  breaft. 
Mine  honour  is  my  life  i  both  grow  in  one  ; 
Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done.: 

B  2  Then, 
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'Then,  dear  my  liege,  mine  honour  let  me  try; 
In  that  I  live,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

K.  Rich.    Coufin,   throw  down  your  gage ;  do  you 
begin. 

Boling.  Oh,  heaven  defend  my  foul  from  fuch  foul  fin ! 
Shall  I  fcem  crefl-fallen  in  my  father's  fight  > 
Or  with  pale  beggar  face  impeach  my  height 
Before  this  out-dar'd  dafrard  ?  Ere  my  tongue 
Shall  wound  mine  honour  with  fuch  feeble  wrong, 
Or  found  fo  bafe  a  parle,  my  teeth  (hall  tear 
The  flavifti  motive  of  recanting  fear  j 
And  fpit  it  bleeding,  in  his  high  difgrace, 
Where  fhame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Mowbray's  face. 

[Exit  Gaunt. 

K.  Rich.  We  were  not  born  to  fue,.but  to  command  : 
Which  fince  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends> 
Be  ready,  as  your  lives  (hall  anfwer  it, 
At  Coventry,  upon  faint  Lambert's  day  ; 
There  (hall  your  fwords  and  lances  arbitrate 
The  fwelling  difference  of  your  fettled  hate ; 
Since  we  cannot  atone  you,  you  (hall  fee 
Juftice  decide  the  victor's  chivalry- 
Lord  Marfhal,  command  our  officers  at  arms 
Be  ready  to  direct  thefe  home-alarms.  [Exeunt. 
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The  Duke  of  Lancaster'*  Palace,     Enter  Gaunt,  and 
Dutchtfs  ^Gloster. 

Gaunt.  Alas!  the  part  I  had  in  Glofter's  blood 
Doth  more  folicit  me,  than  your  exclaims, 
To  itir  againft  the  butchers  of  h'19  life. 
But,  fince  correction  lieth  in  thofe  hands, 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correct, 
Put  we  our  quarrel  to  the  will  of  heaven  ; 
Who,  when  they  fee  the  hours  ripe  on  earth, 
Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  offenders'  heads. 

Dutch.  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  fharper  fpur  ? 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire  ? 

Edward's 
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Edward's  feven  fons,  whereof  thyfelf  art  one, 
Where  as  feven  phials  of  his  facred  blood, 
On  feven  fair  branches,  fpringing  from  one  root : 
Some  of  thofe  feven  are  dry'd  by  nature's  courfe, 
Some  of  thofe  branches  by  the  deftinies  cut: 

But  Thomas,  my  dear  lord,  my  life,  my  Glofter 

One  phial  full  of  Edward's  facred  blood, 

One  flourifhing  branch  of  his  moft  royal  root 

Is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  fpilt; 

Is  hack'd  down,  and  his  fummer  leaves  all  faded. 

By  envy's  hand,  and  murder's  bloody  axe. 

Ah,  Gaunt !  his  blood  was  thine ;  that  bed,  that  womb 

That  metal,  that  felf-mould,  that  faihion'd  thee, 

Made  him  a  man  ;  and  though  thou  liv'/r,  and  breath'fr 

Yet  art  thou  flain  in  him  :  thou  doft,  confent 

In  fome  large  meafure  to  thy  father's  death, 

In  that  thou  feefl  thy  wretched  brother  die, 

Who  was  the  model  of  thy  father's  life. 

Call  it  not  patience,  Gaunt,  it  is  defpair  : 

In  fuffering  thus  thy  brother  to  be  flaughter'd,  . 

Thou  fhew'ft  the  naked  path-way  to  thy  life, 

Teaching  (tern  murder  how  to  butcher  thee : 

That  which  in  mean  men  we  entitle  — patience, 

Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breafts. 

What  mail  I  fay  ?  to  fafeguard  thine  own  life, 

The  belt  way  is — to  'venge  my  Glofter's  death. 

Gaunt.  Heaven's  is  the  quarrel ;  for  heaven's  fubftitute, 
His  deputy  anointed  in  his  fight, 
Hath  caus'd  his  death  ;  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  angry  arm  againft  his  minifter. 

Dutch.  Where  then,  alas !  may  I  complain  myfelf  ? 
Gaunt.  To  heaven,  the  widow's  champion  and  defence. 
Dutch.  Why  then,  I  will.     Farewel,  old  Gaunt. 
Thou  go'ft  to  Coventry,  there  to  behold 
Our  coufm  Hereford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight  t 
O,  fit  my  hufband's  wrongs  on  Hereford's  fpear, 
That  it  may  enter  butcher  Mowbray's  bread! 
Or  if  misfortune  mifs  the  firft  career, 
Be  Mowbray's  fins  fo  heavy  in  his  bofom, 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  courfer's  back3 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lifts, 

B  3  A  caitiff 
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A  caitiff  recreant  to  my  coufin  Hereford  ! 
Farewel,  old  Gaunt;  thy  fometime  brother's  wife, 
With  her  companion  grief  mufl  end  her  life. 

Gaunt-  Sifter,  farewel :  I  mufl  to  Coventry. 
As  much  good  flay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me! 

Dutch,  Yet  one  word  more ; — Grief  boundeth  where 
it  falls, 
Not  with  the  empty  hollownefs,  but  weight : 
I  take  my  leave  before  I  have  begun  ; 
For  (o\  row  ends  not,  when  it  feemeth  done. 
Commend  me  to  my  brother,  Edmund  York. 
Lo,  this  it  all  :.-^Nay,  yet  depart  not  fo ; 
Though  this  be  all,  do  not  fo  quickly  go ; 
I  (hall  remember  more.     Bid  him — Oh,  what  ? — 
With  all  good  fpeed  at  Plafhy  vi(it  me. 
Alack,  and  what  fhall  good  old  York  there  fee, 
But  empty  lodgings,  and  unfurnifh'd  walls, 
Unpeopled  offices,  untrodden  flones  ? 
And  what  hear  there  for  welcome,  but  my  groans  ? 
Therefore  commend  me  ;  let  him  not  come  there, 
To  feek  our  forrow,  that  dwells  every  where  : 
Defolate,  defolate,  will  I  hence,  and  die; 
The  lafl  leave  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.      [Exeunt, 


SCENE    III. 

The  Lifts,   at  Coventry.      Enter  the  Lord  Marjhal  and 

AUMERLE. 

Mar*  My  lord  Aumerle,  is  Harry  Hereford  arm'd  ? 

Aum,  Yea,  at  all  points  ;  and  longs  to  enter  in. 

Mar,  The  duke  of  Norfolk,  fprightfully  and  bold, 
Stays  but  the  fummons  of  the  appellant's  trumpet. 

Jum,  Why  then,  the  champions  are  prepar'd,  and  flay 
For  nothing,  but  his  majefly's  approach.  [Flourijh. 

The  trumpets  found,  and  the  King  enters  with  Gaunt, 
Bushy,  Bagot,  and  others  :  when  they  are  fet,  enter 
the  Duke  of  Nor  folk,  in  Armour. 

K*  Rich,  Marfhal,  demand  of  yonder  champion 

The 
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The  caufe  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms : 
Alkhim  his  name ;  and  orderly  proceed 
To  fwear  him  in  the  juitice  of  his  caufe. 

Alar,  In  God's  name,  andtht  king's,  fay  who  thou  art, 

[To  Mowbray, 
And  why  thou  com'fr,  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms ; 
Againft.  what  man  thou  com'it,  and  what  thy  quarrel ; 
Speak  truly,  on  thy  knighthood,  and  thy  oath, 
And  fo  defend  thee  heaven,  and  thy  valour ! 

Mowb,  My  name  is  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Nor- 
folk; 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oath 
(Which,  heaven  defend,  a  knight  (hould  violate !) 
Both  to  defend  my  loyalty  and  truth, 
To  God,  my  king,  and  his  fucceeding  ifTue, 
Againft.  the  duke  of  Hereford  that  appeals  me; 
And,  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arm, 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  myfelf, 
A  traitor  to  my  God,  my  king,  and  me : 
And,  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heaven  ! 

Trumpets  found,     Enter  Bolingbroke,    Appellant)    in 
Armour, 

K.  Rich.  Marfhal,  afk  yonder  knight  in  arms, 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  cometh  hither 
Thus  plated  in  habiliments  of  war  ; 
And  formally,  according  to  our  law, 
Depofe  him  in  the  juitice  of  his  caufe. 

Mar-,  What  is  thy  name  r  and  wherefore  com'ff.  thou 
hither, 
Before  king  Richard,  in  his  royal  lifts  ? 

[To  Bolingbroke. 
Againfl  whom  comeft  thou  ?  and  what's  thy  quarrel  ? 
Speak  like  a  true  knight,  fo  defend  thee  heaven  ! 

Boling,  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 
Am  I ;  who  ready  here  do  fland  in  arms, 
To  prove,  by  heaven's  grace,  and  my  body's  valour, 
In  lifts,  on  Thomas  Mowbray  duke  of  Norfolk, 
That  he's  a  traitor,  foul  and  dangerous, 
To  God  of  heaven,  king  Richard,  and  to  me  ; 
£nd,  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heaven  ! 

B  4  Mar. 
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Mar.  On  pain  of  death,  no  perfon  be  fo  bold, 
Or  daring-hardy,  as  to  touch  the  lifts  ; 
Except  the  maifnal,  and  fuch  officers 
Appointed  to  direct  thefe  fair  defigns. 

Boling..  Lord  Marfhal,  let  me  kifs  my  fovereign's  hand, 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  majefty : 
For  xVIowbray,  and  rnyfelf,  are  ljke  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage ; 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  leave, 
And  loving  farewel,  of  our  feveral  friends. 

Mar.  The  appellant  in  ail  duty  greets  your  highnefs, 

\To  K.  Rich.. 
And  craves  to  kifs  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 

K.  Rich.  We  will  defcend  and  fold  him  in  our  arms. 
Coufin  of  Hereford,  as  thy  caufe  is  right, 
So  be  thy  fortune  in  this  royal  fight ! 
Farewel,  my.blood  ;  which  if  to-day  thou  (hed, 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead. 

Boling.  Oh,  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 
For  me,  if  I  be  gor'd  with  Mowbray's  fpears 
As  confident,  as  is  the  faulconV  flight 
Againft  a  bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  right.—- 
My  loving  lord,  I  take  my  leave  of  you ; — 
Of  you,  my  noble  coufin,  lord  A u merle  ;  — 
Not  fick,  although  I  have  to  do  with  death  ; 
But  lufty,  yor.ng,  and  cheerly  drawing  breath. — » 
Lo,  as  at  Engliih  feafts,  fo  I  regreet 
The  daintieft  laft,  to  make  the  end  moll  fweet : 
Oh  thou,  the  earthly  author  of  my  blood — 

[To  Gaunt. 
Whofe  youthful  fpirit,  in  me  regenerate, 
Doth  with  a  two- fold  vigour  lift  me  up 
To  reach  at  victory  above  my  head — 
Add  proof  unto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers ; 
And  with. thy  ble/fings  fteel  my  lance's  point, 
That  it  may  enter  Mowbray's  waxen  coat, 
And  furbifli  new  the  name  of  John  of  Gaunt,       \ 
Even  in  the  lufty  'haviour  of  his  fon. 

Gaunt.  Heaven  in  thy  good  caufe  make  thee  profperous  j 
Be  fwift  like  lightning  in  the  execution ; 
And  Jet  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled, 

Fall 


KING    RICHARD    II.  *J 

Fall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  cafque 

Of  thy  adverfe  pernicious  enemy  ; 

Rouze  up  thy  youthful  blood,  be  valiant  and  live. 

Baling.  Mine  innocency,  and  faint  George  to  thrive  ! 

Mowb.  However  heaven,  or  fortune,  caft  my  lot, 
There  lives,  or  dies,  true  to  king  Richard's  throne, 
A  loyal,  jufl,  and  upright  gentleman  : 
Never  did  captive  with  a  freer  heart 
Caft  off  his  chains  of  bondage,  and  embrace 
His  golden  uncontrourd  enfranchifement, 
More  than  my  dancing  foul  doth  celebrate 
This  feafl  of  battle  with  mine  adverfary. — 
Mod:  mighty  liege— and  my  companion  peers — 
Take  from  my  mouth  the  wi(h  of  happy  }?ears  t 
As  gentle,  and  as  jocund,  a-s  tojeft, 
Go  I  to  fight  j  Truth  hath  a  quiet  breaft. 

K.  Rich.  Farewel,  my  lord  :  fecurely  I  efpy 

Virtue  with  valour  couched  in  thine  eye. 

Order  the  trial,  marfhal,  and  begin. 

Mar.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 
Receive  thy  lance  ;  and  heaven  defend  the  right ! 

Boling.  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  I  cry — amen. 

Mar.  Go  bear  this  lance  to  Thomas  duke  of  Norfolk. 

i  Her.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 
Stands  here  for  God,  his  fovereign,  and  himfclf, 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 
To  prove  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray, 
A  traitor  to  his  God,  his  king,  and  him, 
And  dares  him  to  fet  forward  to  the  right. 

2  Her.    Here  flandeth   Thomas  Mowbray,    duke  of 
Norfolk, 
On  pain  to  be  found  falfe  and  recreant, 
Both  to  defend  himfelf,  and  to  approve 
Henry  of  Hereford,  Lancafter,  and  Derby, 
To  God,  his  fovereign,  and  to  him,  difloyal ; 
Couragecuily,  and  with  a  free  defire, 
Attending  but  the  fignal  to  begin.         [//  Ch arge  founded. 
Mar.  Sound  trumpets ;  and  fet  forward,  combatants. 
Stay,  the  king  has  thrown  his  warder  down. 

K\  Rich.    Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets,   and  their 
fpears, 

And 
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And  both' return  back,to  their  chairs  again  :•— 
Withdraw  with  us  ; — and  let  the  trumpets  found, 
While  we  return  thefe  dukes  what  we  decree. — 

[J long  Flourijk ;  after  which,  the  King 
[peaks  to  the  Combatants, 
Draw  near, 

And  lift,  what  with  our  council  we  have  done. 
For  that  our  kingdom's  earth  mould  not  be  foil'd 
With  that  deai  blood  which  it  hath  f ottered ; 
And  for  our  eyes  do  hate  the  dire  afpecl: 
Of  civil  wounds  plough'd  up  with  neighbour's  fwords ; 
[And  for  we  think,  the  eagle- winged  pride 
Of  fky-afpiring  and  ambitious  thoughts, 
With  rival-hating  envy,  fet  you  on 
To  wake  our  peace,  which  in  our  country's  cradle 
Draws  the  fweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  fleep  y\ 
Which  fo  rcnz'd  up  with  boifterous  untun'd  drums, 
And  harm-  refounding  trumpets'  dreadful  bray, 
And  grating  (hock  of  wrathful  iron  arms, 
Might  from  our  quiet  confines  fright  fair  peace, 
And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  kindred's  blood- 
Therefore,  we  banim  you  our  territories. 
You,  coufin  Hereford,  upon  pain  of  death, 
'Till  twice  five  ftunmers  have  enrich'd  our  fields, 
Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  dominions, 
But  tread  the  flranger  paths  of  banifhraent. 

Baling.    Your  will   be  done :  This  muft  my  comfort 

be 

That  fun,  that  warms  you  here,  (hall  fliine  on  me  ; 
And  thofe  his  golden  beams,  to  you  here  lent, 
Shall  point  on  *ne,  and  gild  my  banimment. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  doom, 
Which  I  with  iome  unwillingnefs  pronounce  : 
The  fly-flow  hours  (hall  not  determinate 

The  datelefs  limit  of  thy  dear  exile  ; 

The  hopelefs  word  of—never  to  return, 
Breathe  I  againft  thee,  upon  pain  of  iife. 

Mowb.  A  heavy  fentence,.  my  mod:  fovereign  liege, 
And  all  unlook'd-for  from  your  highneis'  mouth  : 
A  dearer  me;  >,  not  fo  deep  a  maim 
As  to  be  call  forth  in  the  common  air, 

Have 


KING    RICHARD  II. 


** 


Have  I  deferved  at  your  highnefs'  hand. 

The  language  I  have  learn'd  thefe  forty  years, 

My  native  Englifh,  now  I  muft  forego  : 

And  now  my  tongue's  ufe  is  to  me  no  more, 

Than  an  unftringed  viol,  or  a  harp; 

Or  like  a  cunning  inftrument  cas'd  up, 

Or,  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 

That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony. 

Within  my  mouth  you  have  engaol'd  my  tongue, 

Doubly  portcullis'd,  with  my  teeth,  and  lips ; 

And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  ignorance 

Is  made  my  gaoler  to  attend  on  me. 

I  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurfe, 

Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  pupil  now ; 

What  is  thy  fentence  then,  but  fpeechlefs  death, 

Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathing  native  breath  ? 

K.  Rich.  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  companionate  ; 
After  our  fentence,  plainingcomes  too  Jate. 

Mowb,  Then  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  country's  light, 
To  dwell  in  foleran  (hades  of  endlefs  £i*Jir. 

K.  Rich,  Return  again,  and  take  Sfroath  with  thee.    . 
Lay  on  our  royal  fword  your  banifh'd  hands  5 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  heaven 
(Our  part  therein  webanifh  with  yourfelves^, 
To  keep  the  oath  that  we  aciminifter  : — 
You  never  (hall  (fo  help  you  truth  and  heaven  !) 
Embrace  each  other's  love  in  banifnment ; 
Nor  ever  look  upon  each  other's  face  ; 
Nor  ever  write,  regreet,  nor  reconcile 
This  lowering  tempeft  of  your  home-bred  hate  ; 
Nor  never  by  advifed  purpofe  meet, 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  ill, 
'Gain  ft  us,  our  ftate,  our  iubjecls,  or  our  land. 

Baling.  I  fwear. 

Mcwb.  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 

Boling.  Norfolk — fo  tar  as  to  mine  enemy  ; — 
By  this  time,  had  the  king  permitted  us, 
One  of  our  fouls  had  wander'd  in  the  air, 
Banifh'd  this  frail  fepulchre  of  our  flefh, 
As  now  our  flefh  is  banifh'd  from  this  land  : 
Confefs  thy  treafons,  ere  thou  fly  this  realm  ; 
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Since  thou  haft  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogging  burthen  of  a  guilty  foul. 

Mowb.  No,  Bolingbroke;  if  ever  I  were  traitor, 
My  name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  life, 
And  I  from  heaven  banifh'd,  as  from  hence  ! 
But  what  thou  art,  heaven,  thou,  and  I  do  know ; 
And  all  too  foon,  I  fear,  the  king  mall  rue. — 
Farewel,  my  liege  : —Now  no  way  can  I  ftray ; 
Save  back  to  England,  all  the  world's  my  way.        [Exit. 

K.  Rich.  Uncle,  even  in  the  glafles  of  thine  eyes 
I  fee  thy  grieved  heart:  thy  fad  afpect 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banifh'd  years 
Pluck'd  four  away  3 — Six  frozen  winters  fpenr, 

[To  Bolinq. 
Return  with  welcome  home  from  banimment. 

Boling.  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word  ! 
Four  lagging  winters,  and  four  wanton  fprings, 
End  in  a  word  ;  Such  is  the  breath  of  kings. 

Gaunt.  I  thank  my  liege,  that  in  regard  of  me, 
He  fhortens  four  years  of  my  fon's  exile  ; 
But  little  vantage  (hail  I  reap  thereby ; 
For,  ere  the  fix  years,  that  he  hath  to  fpend, 
Can  change  their  moons,  and  bring  their  times  about, 
My  oil-dry'd  lamp,  and  time-bewafted  light, 
Shall  be  extinct  with  age,  and  endlefs  night  -3 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt  «nd  done, 
And  blindfold  death  not  let  me  fee  my  fon. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  uncle,  thou  haft  many  years  to  live. 

Gaunt*  But  not  a  minute,  king,  that  thou  can'ft  give : 
Shorten  my  days  thou  canfl  with  fullen  forrow, 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow  : 
Thou  canft  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age, 
But  Hop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage  ; 
Thy  word  is  current  with  him  for  my  death  ; 
But,  dead,  thy  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

K.  Rich.  Thy  fon  is  banifh'd  upon  good  advice, 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party- verdict  gave ; 
Why  at  our  juftice  feera'ft  thou  then  to  lour  ? 

Gaunt.  Things  fweet  to  tafte,  prove  in  digeftion  four. 
You  urg'd  me  as  a  judge  ;  but  1  had  rather, 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  father : — 

O,  had 
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Q,  had  it  been  a  ftranger,  not  my  child, 

To  fmooth  his  fault  I  would  have  been  more  mild  s 

Alas,  Ilook'd,  when  fome  of  you  mould  fay, 

I  was  too  ftricT:,  to  make  mine  own  away ; 

Butyou  gave  leave  to  my  unwilling  tongue, 

Againft  my  will,  to  do  myfelf  this  wrong  : 

A  partial  flander  fought  I  to  avoid, 

And  in  the  fentence  my  own  life  deftroy'd. 

K.  Rich.  Coufin,  farewel : — and,  uncle,  bid  him  fo  ; 
Six  years  we  banifh  him,  and  he  (hall  go.  [Flour  ijh. 

[Exit. 

Aum.  Coufin,  farewel  :  what  prefence  muft  not  know^ 
From  where  you  do  remain,  let  paper  mow. 

Mar.  My  lord,  no  leave  take  I  ;  for  I  will  ride, 
As  far  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  fide. 

Gaunt.    Oh,  to  what  purpofe  doll  thou   hoard  thy 
words, 
That  thou  return'/!  no  greeting  to  thy  friends  ? 

Boling.  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you, 
When  the  tongue's  office  mould  be  prodigal 
To  breathe  the  abundant  dolour  of  the  heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  abfence  for  a  time. 

Baling.  Joy  abfent,  grief  is  prefent  for  that  time. 

Gaunt.  What  is  fix  winters  ?  they  are  quickly  gone. 

Boling.  To  men  in  joy;  bu-.  grief  makes  one  hour  tea. 

Gaunt.  Call  it  a  travel  that  thou  tak'/t  for  pleafure. 

Boling.  -My  heart  will  figh,  when  I  mifcail  it  fo, 
Which  finds  it  an  enforced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt.  The  fuilen  paflage  of  thy  weary  Heps 
Efteem  a  foil,  wherein  thou  art  to  fet 
The  precious  jewel  of  thy  home-return. 

Boling.  Nay,  rather,  every  tedious  flride  I  make 
Will  but  remember  me,  what  a  deal  of  world 
I  wander  from  the  jewels  that  I  love. 
Muft  I  not  ferve  a  long  apprenticehood 
To  foreign  paffages  ;  and  in  the  end, 
Having  my  freedom,  boaft  of  nothing  elfe, 
But  that  I  was  a  journeyman  to  grief  ? 

Gaunt.  All  places  that  the  eye  of  heaven  vifits, 
Are  to  a  wife  man  ports  and  happy  havens  : 
Teach  thy  neceifity  to  reafon  thus ; 

There 
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There  is  no  virtue  like  neceflity. 

Think  not,  the  king  did  banifh  thee ; 

But  thou  the  king  :  Woe  doth  the  heavier  fit, 

Where  it  perceives  it  is  but  faintly  borne. 

Go  fay— I  fent  thee  forth  to  purchafe  honour, 

And  not— the  king  exiPd  thee:  or  fuppofe, 

Devouring  peflilence  hangs  in  our  air, 

And  thou  art  flying  to  a  frefher  clime. 

Look,  what  thy  foul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 

To  lie  that  way  thou  go'fl,  not  whence  thou  com'ft  : 

Suppofe  the  finging  birds,  muficians  ; 

The  grafs  whereon  thou  tread'A,  the  prefence  ftrow'd ; 

The  flowers,  fair  ladies ;  and  thy  fieps,  no  more, 

Than  a  delightful  meafure  or  a  dance  : 

For  gnarling  forrow  hath  lefs  power  to  bite 

The  man  that  mocks  at  it,  and  fets  it  light. 

Baling.  Oh,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand, 
By  thinking  on  the  frofty  Caucafus  ? 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feaft  ? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  fnow, 
By  thinking  on  fantaftic  fummer's  heat  ? 
Oh,  no  !   the  apprehenfion  of  the  good 
Gives  but  the  greater  feelings  to  the  worfe  : 
Fell  forrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more, 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  fore. 

Gaunt.  Come,  come,  my   fon,  I'll  bring  thee  on  thy 
way  : 
Had  I  thy  youth,  and  caufe,  I  would  not  flay. 

Baling.    Then  Fngland's  ground,  farewel ;  fweet  foil, 
adieu ; 
My  mother,  and  my  nurfe,  that  bears  me  yet ! 

Where-e'er  I  wander,  boaft  of  this  I  can ■ 

Though  banifh'd,  yet  a  true-born  Engliftiman.    Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV. 

The  Court.     Enter  King  Richard,   and  BaGOT,  &c. 

at  on?  Door,  and  the  I^Aumerle,  at  the  other. 

K.  Rich.  We  did  obferve. — Couiln  Aumerle, 

How 
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How  far  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way  > 

Awn.  I  brought  high  Hereford,  if  you  call  him  fo, 
But  to  the  next  high-way,  and  there  I  left  him. 

K.  Rich.  And,  fay,  what  flore  of  parting  tears  were 
fhed  ? 

Amn.  'Faith  none  by  me :  except  the  north-eaft  wind, 
Which  then  blew  bitterly  againft  our  faces, 
Awak'd  the  fleepy  rheum  ;  and  fo,  by  chance, 
Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear. 

K.  Rich.  What  faid  our  coufin,  when  you  parted  with 
him? 

Aum.  Farewell : 
And  for  my  heart  difdained  that  my  tongue 
Should  fo  profane  the  word,  that  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppreflion  of  fuch  grief, 
That  words  feem'd  buried  in  my  forrow's  grave. 
Marry,  would  the  word  farewel  have  lengthened  hours, 
And  added  years  to  his  fhort  banifhment^ 
He  mould  have  had  a  volume  of  farewels ; 
But,  fince  it  would  not,  he  had  none  cf  me. 

K.  Rich.  He  is  our  coufin,  coufin  ;  but  'tis  doubt, 
When  time  (hall  call  him  home  from  banifhment, 
Whether  our  kinfman  come  to  fee  his  friends. 
Ourfelf,  and  Bufhy,  Bagot  here,  and  Green, 
Obferv'd  his  courtfhip  to  the  common  people:  — 
How  he  did  feem  to  dive  into  their  hearts, 
With  humble  and  familiar  curtefy  ; 
What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  cm  flaves ; 
Wooing  peer  craftfmen9  with  the  craft  of  fmiles, 
And  patient  underbearing  of  his  fortune, 
As  'twere,  to  banifh  their  affecls  with  mm« 
Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyfter-wench  ; 
A  brace  of  dray-men  bid— God  fpeed  him  well, 
And  had  the  tribute  of  his  fupple  knee, 
With — Thanks,  my  countrymen,  my  loving  friends  ;-— 
As  were  our  England  in  reverhon  his, 
And  he  our  fulje&s'  next  degree  in  hope. 

Green.    Weil,,   he    is   gene  ;    and  with  him  go  thefe 
thoughts, 
Now  for  the  rebels,  which  (hand  out  in  Ireland  j — 
Expedient  manage  muft  be  made,  my  liege; 

Ere 
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Ere  further  leifure  yield  them  further  means, 
For  their  advantage,  and  your  highnefs'  lofs. 

K.  Rich,  We  will  ourfelf  in  perfon  to  this  waft 
And,  for  our  coffers— with  too  great  a  court, 
And  liberal  largefs-— are  grown  fomewhat  light, 
We  are  enforc'd  to  farm  our  royal  realm  ; 
The  revenue  whereof  (hall  furnifh  us 
For  our  affairs  in  hand :  If  that  come  fhort, 
Cur  fubftitutes  at  home  (hall  have  blank  charters ; 
Whereto,  when  they  (hall  know  what  men  are  rich, 
They  (hall  fubfcribe  them  for  large  funis  of  gold, 
And  fend  them  after  to  fupply  our  wants ; 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  prefently. 

Enter  Bushy. 

K.  Rich,  Bufhy,  what  news  ? 

Bujhy.  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  grievous  fick,  my  lord  % 
Suddenly  taken ;  and  has  fent  poft-hafte 
To  entreat  your  majefty  to  vifit  him, 

K.  Rich.  Where  lies  he  ? 

Bujhy.  At  Ely-Houfe. 

K.  Rich.  Now,  put  it,  heaven,  in  his  phyfician's  mind, 
To  help  him  to  his  grave  immediately  ! 
The  lining  of  his  coffers  (hall  make  coats 
To  deck  our  foldiers  for  thefe  Iri(h  wars. 
Come,  gentlemen,  let's  all  go  vifit  him  : 
Pray  heaven,  we  may  make  hafle,  and  come  too  late ! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT     II.      SCENE     I. 

London.  J  Room  in  Ely-Houfe.     Gaunt  brought  in,Jic&; 
with  the  Duke  c/'York. 

Gaunt* 

W  ill  the  king  come  ?  that  I  may  breathe  my  lall 
In  wholefome  counfel  to  his  unftay'd  youth. 

York.    Vex   not  yourfelf,  nor   ftrive  not  with  your 
breath  j 

For 
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For  all  in  vain  comes  counfel  to  his  ear.  s, 

Gaunt.  Oh,  but,  they  fay,  the  tongues  of  dying  men 
Enforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony  : 
Where  words  are  fcarce,  they  are  feldom  fpent  in  vain ; 
For  they  breathe  truth,  that  breathe  their  words  in  pain. 
He,  that  no  more  muft  fay,  is  liften'd  more 

Than  they  whom  youth  and  eafe  have  taught  to  glofe ; 
More  are  men's  ends  mark'd,  than  their  lives  before: 

The  fetting  fun,  and  mufic  at  the  clofe, 
As  the  laft  tafte  of  fweets,  is  fweeteft  lair ; 
Writ  in  remembrance,  more  than  things  long  part  : 
Though  Richard  my  life's  counfel  would  not  hear, 
My  death's  fad  tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  ear. 

Tori.  No ;  it  is  ftopp'd  with  other  flattering  founds, 
As,  praifes  of  his  ftate  :  then,  there  are  found 
Lafcivious  meeters ;  to  whofe  venom'd  found 
The  open  ear  of  youth  does  always  liften  : 
Report  of  fafhions  in  proud  Italy  ; 
Whofe  manners  Hill  our  tardy  apiih  nation 
Limps  after,  in  bafe  imitation. 
Where  doth  the  world  thruft  forth  a  vanity 
(So  it  be  new,  there's  no  refpect  how  vile), 
That  is  not  quickly  buzz'd  into  his  ears  ? 
Then  all  too  late  comes  counfel  to  be  heard, 
Where  will  doth  mutiny  with  wit's  regard. 
Direct  not  him,  whofe  way  himfelf  will  choofe ; 
'Tis  breath  thou  lack' ft,  and  that  breath  wilt  thou  lofe» 

Gaunt.  Methinks,  I  am  a  prophet  new  infpir'd  ; 
And  thus,  expiring,  do  foretell  of  him  :— 
His  rafti  fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  laft  ; 
For  violent  fires  foon  burn  out  themfelves : 
Small  mowers  laft  long,  but  fudden  ftorms  are  ftiortj 
He  tires  betimes,  that  fpurs  too  faft  betimes  5 
With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choke  the  feeder  * 
Light  vanity,  infatiate  cormorant, 
Confuming  means,  foon  preys  upon  itfelf. 
This  royal  throne  of  kings,  this  fcepter'd  ifle, 
This  earth  of  majefty,  this  feat  of  Mars, 
This  other  Eden,  demy  paradife ; 
This  fortrefs,  built  by  nature  for  herfelf, 
Againft  infection,  aad  the  hand  of  war  j 

C  This 
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This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world  ; 
T  his  precious  flonc  fet  in  the  filver  fea, 
Which  ferves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall, 
Or  as  a  moat  defenfive  to  a  houfe, 
Agamff.  the  envy  of  lefs  happier  lands ; 
This  bleffed  plot,  this  earth,  this  realm*  this  Englar* 
This  nurfe,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  kings, 
Fear'd  for  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  birth, 
Renowned  for  their  deeds  as  far  from  home3 
For  Chriflian  fervice,  and  true  chivalry, 
As  is  the  fepulchre  in  flubborn  Jewry, 
.Of  the  world's  ranfom,  bleiTed  Mary's  fon  ; 
This  land  of  fuch  dear  fouls,  this  dear  dear  land, 
Dear  for  her  reputation  through  the  world, 
Is  now  leas'd  out  (I  die  pronouncing  it) 
Like  to  a  tenement,  or  pelting  farm  : 
England,  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  fea, 
Whofe  rocky  more  beats  back  the  envious  liege 
Of  watry  Neptune,  is  now  bound  in  with  fhame, 
With  inky  blots,  and  rotten  parchment  bonds ; 
That  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others, 
Hath  made  a  mameiul  conqueffc  of  itfelf : 
Ah !  would  the  fcandal  vanifh  with  my  life, 
How  happy  then  tf  ere  my  enfuiog  death  ! 

Enter   King   Richard,     Queen,    AumerLe,    Bushy, 
Green,  Bagot,  Ross,  ^Willoughby. 

York.  The  king  is  come  ;  deal  mildly  with  his  youth  ; 
For  young  hot  colts,  being  rag'd,  do  rage  the  more. 

Queen.  How  fares  our  noble  uncle,  Lancafter  ? 

K.Rich-   What  comfort,    man?  How   is't  with  aged 
Gaunt  ? 

Gaunt.  Oh,  how  that  name  befits  my  compofition  ! 
Old  Gaunt,  indeed ;  and  gaunt  in  being  old  : 
Within  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  fait ; 
And  who  abftains  from  meat,  that  is  not  gaunt  ? 
For  fleeping  England  long  time  have  1  watch'd  ; 
Watching  breeds  leannefs,  leannefs  is  all  gaunt : 
The  pleafure,  that  fome  fathers  feed  upon, 
Is  my  itiict.  fall,  I  mean — my  children's  looks; 

And 
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And,  therein  fading,  thou  haft  made  me  gaunt: 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  grave,  gaunt  as  a  grave, 
Whofe  hollow  womb  inherits  nought  but  bones. 

K.  Rich.  Can  fick  men  play  fo  nicely  with  their  names? 

Gaunt.  No,  mifery  makes  (port  to  mock  itfelf : 
Since  thou  doft  feek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
I  mock  my  name,  great  king,  to  flatter  thee. 

K.  Rich.  Should  dying  men  flatter  with  thofe  that  live? 

Gaunt.  No,  no  ;  men  living  flatter  thofe  that  die. 

K,  Rich.   Thou,  now  a  dying,  fay'ft — thou  flatter'fl 
me. 

Gaunt,  Oh  !  no ;  thou  dy'ft,  though  I  the  ficker  be. 

K.  Rich.  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  I  fee  thee  ill. 

Gaunt.  Now,  He  that  made  me,  knows  I  fee  thee  ill ; 
111  in  myfelf  to  fee,  and  in  the  feeing  ill. 
Thy  death-bed  is  no  lefler  than  the  land, 
Wherein  thou  lieft  in  reputation  fick; 
And  thou,  too  carelefs  patient  as  thou  art, 
Giv'ft  thy  anointed  body  to  the  cure 
Of  thofe  phyficians  that  firft.  wounded  thee  : 
A  thoufand  flatterers  fit  within  thy  crown, 
Whofe  compafs  is  no  bigger  than  thy  head; 
And  yet,  incaged  in  fo  fmall  a  verge, 
The  wade  is  no  whit  lefler  than  thy  land. 
Oh,  had  thy  grandfire,  with  a  prophet's  eye, 
Seen  how  his  fon's  fon  mould  deftroy  his  fons, 
From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  fhame; 
Deposing  thee  before  thou  wert  pcfTefs'd, 
Who  art  pofTefs'd  now  to  depofe  thyfelf. 
Why,  coufin,  wert  thou  regent  of  the  world, 
It  were  a  (hame,  to  let  this  land  by  leafe  : 
But,  for  thy  world,  enjoying  but  this  land, 
Is  it  not  more  than  (hame,  to  fhame  it  fo  ? 
Landlord  of  England  art  thou  now,  not  king  : 
Thy  ftate  of  law  is  bond- Have  to  the  law; 
And 

K.  Rich.— Thou,  a  lunatic  lean-witted  fool, 
Prefuming  on  an  ague's  privilege, 
Dar'ft  with  thy  frozen  admonition 
Make  pale  our  cheek;  chafing  the  royal  blood, 
With  fury,  from  his  native  reiidence. 

C  2  ^'°w 
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Now  by  my  feat's  right  royal  majefty, 
Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  Edward's  fon, 
This  tongue,  that  runs  fo  roundly  in  thy  head, 
Should  run  thy  head  from  thy  unreverend  (boulders. 

Gaunt.  Oh,  fpare  me  not,  my  brother  Edward's  fon, 
For  that  I  was  his  father  Edward's  fon  ; 
That  blood  already,  like  the  pelican, 
Haft  thou  tap'd  out,  and  drunkenly  carous'd  : 
My  brother  Glofter,  plain  well-meaning  foul, 
(Whom  fair  befall  in  heaven  'mongil:  happy  fouls !) 
May  be  a  precedent  and  witnefs  good, 
That  thou  refpedVft  not  fpilling  Edward's  blood  ; 
Join  with  the  prefent  ficknefs  that  I  have  ; 
And  thy  unkiodnefs  be  like  crooked  age,     . 
To  crop  at  once  a  too-long  wither'd  flower. 
Live  in  thy  fhame,  but  die  not  fhame  with  thee  1 
Thefe  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be  ! — 
Convey  me  to  my  bed,  then  to  my  grave : — 
Love  they  to  live,  that  love  and  honour  have. 

.     [  Exit,  borne  sztt. 

K.  Rich.  And  let  them  die,  that  age  and  fullens  have  ; 
For  both  haft  thou,  and  both  become  the  grave. 

Turk,  'Befeech  your  majefry,  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  fjcklinefs  and  age  in  him  : 
He  loves  you,  on  my  life,  and  holds  your  dear 
As  Harry  duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  here. 

K.  Rich.    Right;  you  fay  true:  as  Hereford**  love, 
fo  his; 
As  theirs,  fo  mine  j  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

No)th.  My  liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  youe 
majefty. 

K.  Rich.  What  fays  he? 

North.  Nay,  nothing  ;  all  is  faid  : 
His  tongue  is  now  a  ftringlefs  inftrument ; 
Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancafter  hath  fpent. 

Tork.  Be  York  the  next  that  mud:  be  baukrupt  fo  ! 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe. 

K.  Rich.  The  ripeft  fruit  firfl  falls,  and  fo  doth  he 
His  time  is  fpent,  our  pilgrimage  muft  be  : 

So 
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So  much  for  that. Now  for  our  Jrifh  wars : 

We  mutt  fupplant  thofe  rough  rug-headed  kerns ; 
Which  live  like  venom,  where  no  venom  elfe, 
But  only  they,  hath  privilege  to  live. 
And,  for  thefe  great  affairs  do  afk  fome  charge — 
Towards  our  afliftance,  we  do  feize  to  us 
The  plate,  coin,  revenues,  and  moveables, 
Whereof  our  uncle  Gaunt  did  ftand  pofTefs'd. 

York.  How  long  (hall  I  be  patient  ?  Oh,  how  long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  mefuffer  wrong? 
Not  G loiter 's  death,  nor  Hereford's  banifhment, 
Not  Gami'i's  rebukes,  nor  England's  private  wrongs, 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  Bolingbroke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  difgrace, 
Have  ever  made  me  four  my  patient  cheek, 
Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  fovereign's  face. — » 
I  am  the  laft  of  noble  Edward's  fons, 
Of  whom  thy  father,  prince  of  Wales,  was  firft  ; 
In  war  was  never  lion  rag'd  more  fierce, 
In  peace  was  never  gentle  lamb  more  mild, 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  gentleman  : 
His  face  thou  haft,  for  even  fo  look'd  he, 
Accomplifh'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours ; 
But,  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  againft  the  French, 
And  not  againft  his  friends  :  his  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  fpend,  and  fpent  not  that 
Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won  : 
His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred's  blood, 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
Oh,  Richard  !  York  is  too  far  gone  with  grief, 
Or  elfe  he  never  would  compare  between. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? 

York.  O,  my  liege, 
Pardon  me,  if  you  pleafe  ;  if  not,  I  pleas'd 
Not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  content  withal. 
Seek  you  to  feize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands, 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  baniuYd  Hereford  ? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead  ?  and  doth  not  Hereford  live  ? 
Was  not  Gaunt  juft  ?  and  is  not  Harry  true  \ 
Did  not  the  one  deferve  to  have  an  heir  ? 
Is  not  his  heir  a  well-deferving  fon  ? 

C  3  Take 
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Take  Hereford's  rights  away,  and  take  from  Time 

His  charters,  and  his  cuftomary  rights ; 

Let  not  to-morrow  then  enfue  to-day  ; 

Be  not  thyfelf,  for  how  art  thou  a  king, 

But  by  fair  fequence  and  fucceffion  ? 

Now,  afore  God  (God  forbid,  I  fay  true !) 

If  you  do  wrongfully  feize  Hereford's  rights, 

Call  in  his  letters  patents  that  he  hath 

By  his  attornies  general  to  fue 

His  livery,  and  deny  his  offer'd  homage, 

You  pluck  a  thciifand  dangers  on  your  head, 

You  lofe  a  thoufand  well-difpofed  heart?, 

And  prick  my  render  patience  to  thofe  thoughts 

Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

K.  Rich.  Think  what   you  will,  we  feize  into  our 
hands 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money,  and  his  lands. 

Tork.  I'll  not  be  by  the  while  :  My  liege,  farewel : 
What  will  enfue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell ; 
But  by  bad  courfes  may  be  underllood, 
That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good.  [Exit. 

K.  Rich.  Go,  Bufhy,  to  the  earl  of  Wiltshire  fhaight; 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-Houfe, 
To  fee  this  bufinefs:  To  morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland;  and  'tis  time,  I  trow; 
And  we  create,  in  abfence  of  ourfelf, 
Our  uncle  York  lord-governor  of  England, 
For  he  is  jufr,  and  always  lov'd  us  well.- — - 
Come  on,  our  queen:  to-morrow  mull:  we  part ; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  flay  is  (hort.  [F/ouri/h. 

[Exeunt  King,  ghieen^  &q. 

North,  Well,  lords,  the  duke  of  Lancafter  is  dead. 

Rqfs.  And  living  too  ;  for  now  his  fon  is  duke. 

Willo.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue.  • 

North.  Richly  in  both,  if  juflice  had  her  right. 

Rofs.  My  heart   is  great ;    but  it   mult  break  with 
filence, 
Ere't  be  difburden'd  with  a  liberal  tongue, 

North.  Nay,  fpeak  thy  mind ;  and  let  him  ne'er  fpeak 
more, 
That  fpeaks  thy  words  again,  to  do  thee  harm ! 
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Willi*    Tends    that   thou'dft  fpeak,    to    the  duke  of 
Hereford  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  out  with  it  boldly,  man  ; 
Quick  is  mine  ear,  to  hear  of  gocd  towards  him. 

Rofe.  No  good  at  all,  that  I  can  do  for  him  ; 
Unlefs  you  call  it  good,  to  pity  him, 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimony. 

North    Now,  afore  heaven,  'tis  (hame,  fuch  wrongs  are 
borne, 
In  him  a  royal  prince,  and  many  more 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land. 
The  king  is  not  himfeif,  but  bafely  led 
By  flatterers ;  and  what  they  will  inform, 
Merely  in  hate,  'gainft  any  of  us  all, 
That  will  the  king  feverely  profecute 
'Gainu-  us,  our  lives,  our  children,  and  our  heirs. 

Ro/s.  The  commons  hath  he  pill'd  with  grievous  taxes, 
And  quite  loft  their  hearts  :  the  nobles  he  hath  fin'd 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  loft  their  hearts. 

Willo.  And  daily  new  eyacYions  are  devis'd  ; 
As — blanks,  benevolences,  and  I  wot  not  what : 
But  what,  o' God's  name,  doth  become  of  this  ? 

North,  War  hath  not  wafted  it,  for  warr'd  he  hath  not, 
But  bafely  yielded  upon  compromife 
That  which  his  anceftors  achiev'd  with  blows  : 
More  hath  he  fpent  in  peace,  than  they  in  wars. 

Rofs,  The  earl  of  Wiltfhire  hath  the  realm  in  farm. 

JVillo,    The    king's  grown   bankrupt,    like  a  broken 
man. 

North.  Reproach,  and  diftblution,  hangeth  over  him. 

Ro/s,  He  hath  not  money  for  thefe  Iriih  wars, 
His  burthenous  taxations  notwithstanding, 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  banifh'd  duke. 

North.  His  noble  kinfman  : — Moit  degenerate  king! 
But,  lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempeft  fing, 
Yet  ieek  no  (helter  to  avoid  the  ftorm  : 
We  fee  the  wind  fit  lore  upon  our  fails, 
And  yet  we  ftrike  not,  but  fecurely  perifli. 

Ro/s,  We  fee  the  very  wreck  that  we  muft  fuffer; 
And  unavoided  is  the  danger  now ; 
For  furFering  fo'the  caufes  of  our  wreck, 

C  a  North* 
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North.  Not  fo  ;  even  through  the  hollow  eyes  of  death, 
I  fpy  life  peering  :  but  I  dare  not  fay, 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

Wlllo.    Nay,  let  us  mare  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  doft 
ours. 

Rofs.  Be  confident  to  fpeak,  Northumberland: 
We  three  are  but  thyfelf ;  and,  fpeaking  fo, 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts ;  therefore,  be  bold. 

North.  Then  thus : 1  have  from  Port  le  Blanc,  a 

bay 
In  Brirany,  receiv'd  intelligence, 
That  Harry  Hereford,  Reignold  lord  Cobham, 
That  late  broke  from  the  duke  of  Exeter  ; 
His  brother,  archbimop  late  of  Canterbury, 
Sir  Thomas  Epringham,  Sir  James  Ramfton, 
Sir  John  Norbery,    Sir   Robert  Waterton,  and  Francis 

Quoint 1 

All  thefe,  well  furniuYd  by  the  duke  of  Bretagne, 
With  eight  tall  {hips,  three  thoufand  men  of  war, 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience, 
And  fhortly  mean  to  touch  our  northern  more : 
Perhaps,  they  had  ere  this ;  but  that  they  Aay 
The  firft  departing  of  the  king  for  Ireland. 
If  then  we  (hall  (hake  off  our  iiavifli  yoke, 
Imp  out  our  drooping  country's  broken  wing, 
Redeem  from  broking  pawn  the  blemifli'd  crown, 
Wipe  off  the  duft  that  hides  our  fceptre's  gilt, 
And  make  high  majefty  look  like  itfelf, 
Away,  with  me,  in  poll  to  Ravenfpurg  : 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  fo, 
Stay,  and  be  fecret,  and  myfelf  will  go. 

kefs.  To  horfe,  to  horfe !  urge  doubts  to  them  that 

fear. 
Wlllo.  Hold  out  my  horfe,  and  I  will  firft  be  there. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE     II. 

The  Court.     The  Queen,  Bushy  and  Bagot. 
Bujhy.  Madam,  your  majefty  is  much  too  bd  : 

you 
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You  promis'd,  when  you  parted  with  the  king, 
To  lay  afide  life-harming  heavinefs, 
And  entertain  a  cheerful  difpoiition. 

Sheen.  To  pleafe  the  king,  I  did ;  to  pleafe  myfelf, 
[  cannot  do  it ;  yet  I  know  no  caufe 
Why  I  mould  welcome  fuch  a  gueft  as  grief, 
Save  bidding  farewel  to  fo  fweet  a  gueft 
As  my  fweet  Richard  :  Yet  again,  methinks, 
Some  unborn  forrow,  ripe  in  fortune's  womb, 
Is  coming  toward  me ;  and  my  inward  foul 
With  nothing  trembles :  at  fomething  it  grieves, 
More  than  parting  from  ray  lord  the  king. 

Bujhy.  Each  fubllance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  fliadows, 
Which  mew  like  grief  itfelf,  but  are  not  fo : 
For  forrow's  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 
Divides  one  thing  entire  to  many  objecls  5 
Like  perfpecYives,  which,  rightly  gaz'd  upon, 
Shew  nothing  but  confufion  ;  ey'd  awry, 
Diftinguifti  form  ;  fo  your  fweet  majefty, 
Looking  awry  fipou  your  lord's  departure, 
Finds  fhapes  of  grief,  more  than  himfelf,  to  wail; 
Which,  look'd  on  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  madows 
Of  what  it  is  not.     Then,  thrice-gracious  queen, 
More  than  your  lord's  departure  weep  not;  more's  not 

feen  : 
Or  if  it  be,  -'tis  with  falfe  forrow's  eye, 
Which,  for  things  true,  weep  things  imaginary, 

Shteen*  It  may  be  fo  ;  but  yet  my  inward  foul 
Perluades  me,  it  is  otherwife  :  Howe'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  fad  ;  fo  heavy  fad, 
As,  though,  in  thinking,  on  no  thought  Iihink, 
Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  fhrink. 

Bujhy.  'Tis  nothing  but  conceit,  my  gracious  lady.' 

§>ueen.   'Tis  nothing  lefs:  conceit  is  lull  deriv'd 
From  fome  fore-father  grief;  mine  is  not  fo  ; 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  fomething  grief; 
'Or  fomething  hath,  the  nothing  that  I  grieve: 
'Tis  in  reverfion  that  I  do  poffefs ; 
But  what  it  is,  this  is  not  yet  known  ;  what 
J  cannot  name ;  'tis  namelefs  woe,  I  wot. 

Enter 
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Enter  Green. 

Green,  Heaven  fave  your  majefty  ! — and  well  met  gen- 
tlemen:  

I  hope,  the  king  is  not  yet  fhip'd  for  Ireland. 

Queen.  Why  hop'fl  thou  fo  ?  'tis  better  hope,  he  is  ; 
For  his  defigns  crave  hafte,  his  hafte  good  hope; 
Then  wherefore  dolt  thou  hope  he  is  not  fnip'd  ? 

Green.    That   he,   our  hope,   might  have  retir'd  his 
power, 
And  driven  into  defpair  an  enemy's  hope, 
Who  ftrongly  hath  fet  footing  in  this  land  : 
The  banifh'd  Bolingbroke  repeals  himlelf, 
And  with  uplifted  arms  is  fafe  arriv'd 
,At  Ravenfpurg. 

Queen.  Now  God  in  heaven  forbid  ! 
Green.  O,  madam,  'tis  too  true :  and  that  is  worfe— 
The  lord  Northumberland,  his  young  fon  Henry  Percy, 
The  lords  of  Rofs,  Beaumond,  and  Willoughby, 
With  all  their  powerful  friends,  are  fled  to  him. 

Bujhy.    Why  have  you   not  proclaim'd  Northumber- 
land, 
And  the  reft  of  the  revolted  faction,  traitors  ? 

Green.  We  have  :'  whereupon  the  earl  of  Worcefter 
Hath  broke  his  ftafF,  refign'd  his  flewardfhip, 
And  all  the  household  fervants  fled  with  him 
To  Bolingbroke. 

Queen.  So,  Green,  thou  art  the  midwife  of  my  woe, 
Aojd  Bolingbroke  my  forrow's  difmal  heir: 
Now  hath  my  foul  brought  forth  her  prodigy; 
And  I,  a  gafping  new- deliver 'd  mother, 
Have  woe  to  woe,  forrow  to  forrow  join'd. 
Bvjby,  Defpair  nor,  madam. 
Queen.  W'.jo  (hall  hinder  me  ? 
J  will  defpair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  hope:  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parafite,  a  keeper-back  of  death, 
Who  gently  would  difTolve  the  bands  of  life, 
Which  falfe  hope  lingers  in  extremity. 

Enter  York. 

Green,  Here  comes  the  duke  of  York. 

Queen, 
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£hieen.  With  figns  of  war  about  his  aged  neck  ; 

Oh,  full  of  careful  bufinefs  are  his  looks ! 

Uncle,  for  heaven's  fake,  fpeak  comfortable  words. 

York.  Should  I  do  fo,  I  mould  bely  my  thoughts: 
Comfort's  in  heaven  ;  and  we  are  on  the  earth, 
Where  nothing  lives,  but  crofles,  care,  and  grief. 
Your  hu(band  he  is  gone  to  fave  far  off, 
Whilfl  others  come  to  make  him  lofe  at  home : 
Here  am  I  kit  to  underprop  his  land  ; 

Who,  weak  with  age,  cannot  fupport  myfelf :— 1 

Now  comes  the  fick  hour  that  his  furfeit  made  ; 
Now  fhall  he  try  his  friends  that  fiatter'd  him. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  My  lord,  your  fon  was  gone  before  I  came. 

York.    He  was-?' — Why   fo  ! — go  all   which  wav   it 

will ! 

The  nobles  they  are  fled,  the  commons  they  are  cold, 

And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford's  fide.- . 

Sirrah, 

Get  thee  to  Pbfhy,  to  my  filter  Glofter; 

Bid  her  fend  me  prefently  a  thoufand  pound  : 

Hold,  take  my  ring. 

Ser.  My  lord,  I  had  forgot  to  tell  your  lord  (hip : 
To-day,  I  came  by,  and  call'd  there: — but  I 
Shall  grieve  you  to  report  the  reft. 

York.  What  is  it,  knave  ? 

Ser.  An  hour  before  I  came,  the  dutchefs  dy'd. 

York.  Heaven  for  his  mercy  !  what  a  tide  of  woe^ 
Come  rufhingon  this  woeful  land  at  once  ! 
I  know  not  what  to  do  : — I  would  to  heaven 
(So  my  untruth  hath  not  provok'd  him  to  it), 
The  king  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  brother's. — 
What,  are  thefe  polls  difparchM  for  Ireland  ? — ■— 

How  (hall  we  do  for  money  for  thefe  wars  ? 

Come,  filter — coufin,  I  would  fay;  pray,  pardon  me. — 
Go,  fellow,  get  thee  home,  provide  fome  carts, 

[lethe  Servant. 

And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  there. 

Gentlemen,  will  you  go  mufler  men  ?  if  I  knjw 
llow,  or  which  way,  to  order  thsle  affairs, 

Thus 
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Thus  diforderly  thruft  into  my  hands, 

Never  believe  me.     Both  are  my  kinfmen  ; > 

The  one's  my  fovereign,  whom  both  my  oath 
And  duty  bids  defend  ;  the  other  again, 
Is  my  kinfman,  whom  the  king  hath  wrong'd  ; 
Whom  confcience  and  my  kindred  bids  to  right. 
Well,  fomewhat  we  muft  do  —Come,  coufio,  I'll 
Difpofe  of  you  :■ — Go,  mufter  up  your  men, 
And  meet  me  prefently  at  Berkley,  gentlemen. 

I  mould  to  Pla(hy  too ; 

But  time  will  not  permit :  —  All  is  uneven, 
And  every  thing  is  left  at  fix  and  feven. 

[Exeunt  York,  and  SQiicen* 

Bujhy.  The  wind  fits  fair  for  news  to  go  to  Ireland, 
But  none  returns.     For  us  to  levy  power, 
Proportionable  to  the  enemy, 
Is  all  unpoffible. 

Green,  Befides,  our  nearnefs  to  the  king  in  love, 
Is  near  the  hate  of  thofe  love  not  the  king. 

Eagot.  And  that's  the  wavering  commons:  for  their 
love 
Lies  in  their  purfes  ;  4and  whofo  empties  them, 
By  fo  much  fills  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bujhy.  Wherein  the  king  itands  generally  condemnM. 

Bagst.  If  judgment  lie  in  them,  then  (o  do  we, 
Becaufe  we  have  been  ever  near  the  king. 

Green.  Well,  I'll  for  refuge  ftraight  to  Briftoi  caflle; 
The  earl  of  Wiltshire  is  already  there. 

Bujhy.  Thither  will  I  with  you  :  for  little  office 
The  hateful  commons  will  perform  for  us ; 
Except,  like  curs,  to  tear  us  all  in  pieces. — • 
Will  you  go  along  with  us  ? 

Bagot.  No;  I'll  to  Ireland  to  his  majefty. 
Farewel :  if  heart's  prefages  be  not  vain, 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  (bull  meet  again. 

Bujhy.  That's  as  York  thrives  to  beat  back  Boling- 
broke. 

Green.  Alas,  poor  duke  !  the  talk  he  undertakes 
Ts-^numb'ring  fands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry; 
Where  one  on  his  fide  fights,  thoufands  will  fly. 

Bujhy.  Farewel  at  ©nee ;  for  once,  for  all,  and  ever. 

Green* 
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Green.  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 

Bagot.  I  fear  me,  never.  [Exeunt* 


SCENE      TIL 

The  Wilds  in   Glofterjbire.     Enter  Bolingbroke,  and 
Northumberland. 

Boling.  How  far  is  it,  my  lord,  to  Berkley  now  ? 

North.  Believe  me,  noble  lord, 
I  am  a  (tranger  here  in  Glolterfhire. 
Thefe  high  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  ways, 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearifome  : 
And  yet  your  fair  difcourfe  hath  been  as  fugar, 
Making  the  hard  way  fweet  and  d electable. 
But,  I  bethink  me,  what  a  weary  way, 
From  Ravenfpurg  to  Coftvvold,  will  be  found 
In  Rofs,  and  Willoughby,  wanting  your  company; 
Which,  I  proteft,  hath  very  much  beguiFd 
The  tedioufnefs  and  procefs  of  my  travel : 
But  theirs  is  fweeten'd  with  the  hope  to  have 
The  prefent  benefit  that  I  podefs : 
And  hope  to  joy,  is  little  lefs  in  joy, 
Than  hope  enjoy'd :  by  this,  the  weary  lords 
Shall  make  their  way  feem  (hore ;  as  mine  hath  dose 
By  light  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  company. 

Boling.  Of  much  lefs  value  is  my  company, 
Than  your  good  words.     But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Harry  Percy. 
North.  It  is  my  fon,  young  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  my  brother  Worcefter,  whencefoever. — 
Harry,  how  fares  your  uncle  ? 

Percy.  I  had  thought,  my  lord,    to  have  learn'd  hi* 

health  of  you. 
North.  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  queen  ? 
Percy.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  he  hath  forfook  the  court, 
Broken  his  ftafT  of  office,  and  difpers'd 
The  houfehold  of  the  king. 

North.  What  was  his  reafon  ? 
He  was  not  fo  refolv'd,  when  lail  we  fpake  together. 

Percy. 
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Percy.  Becaufe  your  lordfhip  was  proclaimed  traitor. 
But  he,  my  lord,  is  gone  to  Ravenfpurg, 
To  offer  fervice  to  the  duke  of  Hereford ; 
And  fent  me  o'er  by  Berkley  to  difcover 
What  power  the  duke  of  York  had  levy'd  there  ; 
Then  with  direction  to  repair  to  Ravenfpurg. 

North.  Have  you  forgot  the  duke  of  Hereford  boy  ? 

Percy.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  for  that  is  not  forgot, 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember:   to  my  knowledge, 
I  never  in  my  life  did  190k  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now  ;  this  is  the  duke. 

Percy.  My  gracious  lord,  I  tender  you  my  fervice, 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young  j 
W7hich  elder  days  {hall  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  fervice  and  defert. 

Boling.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy :  and  be  fure, 
I  count  myfelf  in  nothing  elfe  fo  happy, 
As  in  a  foul  remembring  my  good  friends ; 
And,  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  love, 
It  mail  be  flill  thy  true  love's  rccompeuce  : 
My  heart  this  covenant  makes,  my  hand  thus  Tea's  it. 

North.  How  far  is  it  to  Berkley  ?  A*d  what  ftir 
Keeps  good  old  York  there,  with  his   nen  of  war  ? 

Percy.  There  (lands  the  cattle,  by  yon  tuft  of  trees, 
iMann'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  1  h'<ve  heard  : 
And   in   it   are  the  lords  of  York-,    Berkley,  and  Sey- 
mour ; 
None  elfe  of  name,  and  noble  eftimate. 

Enter  Ross,  and  Willoughby. 

North.  Here  come  the  lords  of  Rofs*  and  Willoughby, 
Bloody  with  fpurring,  fiery-red  with  hafte. 

Boling.  Welcome  my  lords :  I  wot,  your  love  pur  Cues 
A  baniih'd  traitor;  all  my  treafury 
Is  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which,  more  enrich'd, 
Shall  be  your  love  and  labour's  recompence. 

Rofs.  Your  prefence  makes  us  rich,  mofr.  noble  lord. 

Wlilo.   And  far  furmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 
•Boling.  Evermore  thanks,  the  exchequer  of  the  poor; 
V/hich,  'till  my  infant  fortune  comes  to  years, 
Stands  for  my  bounty,     But  who  comes  here  ? — 

Enter 
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Enter  Berkley. 

North.  It  is  my  lord  of  Berkley,  as  I  guefs. 

Berk.  My  lord  of  Hereford,  my  mefTage  is  to  you, 

Boling.  My  lord,  my  anfwer  is  to  Lancafrer  ; 
And  I  am  come  to  feek  that  name  in  England  : 
And  I  muft  find  that  title  in  your  tongue, 
Before  I  make  reply  to  aught  you  fay. 

Berk.  Miftake  me  not,  my  lord  ;  'tis  not  my  mean- 
ing, 

To  raze  one  title  of  your  honour  out : 

To  you,  my  lord,  I  come  (what  lord  you  will) 

From  the  mod  glorious  of  this  land, 

The  duke  of  York  ;  to  know,  what  pricks  you  on 

To  take  advantage  of  the  abfent  time, 

And  fright  our  native  peace  with  felf-born  arms. 

Enter  York,  attended. 

Boling.  I  mall  not  need  tranfport  my  words  by  you  ; 
Here  comes  his  grace  in  perfon. — My  noble  uncle  ! 

[Kneels. 

York.  Shew  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee, 
Whofe  duty  is  deceivable  and  falfe. 

Boling.  My  gracious  uncle  1 

York.   Tut,   tut! 
Grace  me  no  grace,  nor  uncle  me  no  uncle : 
I  am  no  traitor's  uncle;  and  that  word — grace, 
In  an  ungracious  mouth,  is  but  profane. 
Why  have  thofe  banifh'd  and  forbidden  legs 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  duff  of  England's  ground  ? 
But  more  than  why — Why  have  they  dar'd  to  march 
So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bofom ; 
Frighting  her  pale-fac'd  villages  with  war, 
And  ofientation  of  defpifed  arms  ? 
Com'ft  thou  becaufe  the  anointed  king  is  hence  ? 
Why,  foolifh  boy,  the  king  is  left  behind, 
And  in  my  loyal  bofom  lies  his  power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  lord  of  fuch  hot  youth, 
As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  father,  and  myfelf, 
Refcu'd  the  Black  Prince,  that  young  Jvlars  of  men, 
From  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thoufand  French  ; 

Oh. 
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Oh,  then,  how  quickly  mould  this  arm  of  mine, 
Now  prifoner  to  the  palfy,  chaftife  thee, 
And  minifter  correction  to  thy  fault  J 

Boling.  My  gracious  uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault  % 
On  what  condition  Hands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

Tork.  Even  in  condition  of  the  worfl  degree-1 — <- 
In  grofs  rebellion,  and  detefted  treafon  : 
Thou  art  a  baniuYd  man,  and  here  art  come, 
Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time, 
In  braving  arms  againft  thy  fovereign; 

Boling.  As  I  was  baniuYd,  I  was  banifh'd  Hereford  ; 
But  as  I  come,  I  come  for  Lancafter. 
And,  noble  uncle,  I  befeech  your  grace, 
Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye : 
You  are  my  father,  for,  methinks,  in  you 
I  fee  old  Gaunt  alive  !   O,  then,  my  father  ! 
Will  you  permit  that  I  (hail  ftand  condemn'd 
A  wand'ring  vagabond  :  my  right3  and  royalties 
Pluck'd  from  my  arms  perforce,  and  given  away 
To  upltart  unthrifts  ?  Wherefore  was  I  born  ? 
If  that  my  coufin  king  be  king  of  England, 
It  mufl:  be  granted,  I  am  duke  of  Lancafter. 
You  have  a  fon,  Aumerle,  my  noble  kinfman  ; 
Had  you  firft  dy'd,  and  he  been  thus  trod  down, 
He  mould  have  found  his  uncle  Gaunt  a  father, 
To  roufe  his  wrongs,  and  chafe  them  to  the  bay. 
I  am  deny'd  to  fue  my  livery  here, 
And  yet  my  letters-patent  give  me  leave: 
My  father's  goods  are  all  diftrain'd,  and  fold  ; 
And  thefe,  and  all,  are  all  amifs  employ'd. 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  1  am  a  fubjecl:, 
And  challenge  law  :  Attornies  are  deny'd  me  ; 
And  therefore  perfonally  I  lay  my  claim 
To  my  inheritance  of  free  defcent. 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  been  too  much  abus.M. 

Rofs.  It  (lands  your  grace  upon,  to  do  him  right. 

JVillo.  Bafe  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great. 

Tork.  My  lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  you  this — - 
I  have  had  reeling  of  my  coufin's  wrongs, 
And  labour'd  all  i  could  to  do  him  right  : 
But  in  this  kind  to  come,  in  braving  arms, 

Be 
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Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  way, 
To  find  out  right  with  wrong — it  may  not  be  ; 
And  you,  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind, 
Cherifb  rebellion,  and  are  rebels  all. 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  fworn,  his  coming  is 
But  for  his  own  :  and,  for  the  right  of  that, 
We  all  have  itrongly  fworn  to  give  him  aid  ; 

And  let  him  ne'er  fee  joy,  that  breaks  that  oath. 
York.  Well,  well,  I  fee  the  iflue  of  thefe  arms ; 

I  cannot  mend  it,  I  mufl  needs  confefs, 

Becaufe  my  power  is  weak,  and  all  ill  left  : 

But,  if  I  could,  by  Him  that  gave  me  life, 

I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  floop 

Unto  the  fovereign  mercy  of  the  king ; 

But,  fince  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  you, 

I  do  remain  as  neuter.     So,  fare  you  well ; 

Unlefs  you  pleafe  to  enter  in  the  caftle, 

And  there  repofe  you  for  this  night. 

Boling.  An  offer,  uncle,  that  we  will  accept. 

But  we  muft  win  your  grace,  to  go  with  us 

To  Briftol  caftie ;  which,  they  (ay,  is  held 

By  Buftvy,  Bagot,  and  their  complices, 

The  caterpillars  of  the  commonwealth, 

Which  I  have  fworn  to  weed,  and  pluck  away. 

York.    It  may  be,  I  will  go  with  you  : but  yet  I'll 

paufe ; 

For  I  am  loath  to  break  our  country's  laws. 

Nor  friends,  nor  foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are  : 

Things  part  redrefs,  are  now  with  me  paft  care. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE    IV. 

In  Wales.     Enter  Salisbury,  and  a  Captain. 

Cap.  My  lord  of  Salisbury,  we  have  ftaid  ten  days, 
And  hardly  kept  our  countrymen  together, 
And  yet  we  hear  no  tidings  from  the  king ; 
Therefore  we  will  difperfe  ourfelves :  farewel. 
,  Sal.  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  trufty  Welfhman ; 

D  The 
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The  king  repofeth  all  his  confidence  in  thee. 

Cap.  'Tis  thought,  the  king  is  dead ;  we  will  not  Hay. 
The  bay-trees  in  our  country  all  are  wither'd, 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  ftars  of  heaven  ; 
The  pale-fac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth, 
And  lean  loo  k'd  prophets  whifper fearful  change; 
Rich  men  lock  fad,  and  ruffians  dance  and  leap — 
The  one,  in  fear  to  lofe  what  they  enjoy, 
The  other,  to  enjoy  by  rage  and  war  : 
Thefe  iigns  forerun  the  death  of  kings — 
Farewel ;  our  countrymen  are  gone  and  fled, 
As  well  affur'd,  Richard  their  king  is  dead.  {Exits 

Sal.  Ah,  Richard  !  with  eyes  of  heavy  mind, 
I  fee  thy  glory,  like  a  (hooting  liar, 
Fall  to  the  bafe  earth  from  the  firmament ! 
Thy  fun  fets  weeping  in  the  lowly  welt, 
Witnefling  ftorros  to  come,  woe,  and  unreft : 
Thy  friends  are  fled,  to  wait  upon  thy  foes ; 
And  crofsly  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    III.      SCENE    I. 

Bolingbroke'j  Camp  at  Brijlol  Enter  BolinG- 
broke,  York,  Northumberland,  Ross,  Per- 
cy, Willoughby,  with  Bushy  and  Green, 
Prifoners. 

Bolingbroke. 
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,ring  forth  thefe  men. ■ 
Bumy,  and  Green,  I  will  not  vex  your  fouls 
(Since  prefently  your  fouls  mu ft  part  your  bodies) 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives, 
For  'twere  no  charity  ;  yet,  to  wafh  your  blood 
From  off  my  hands,  here,  in  the  view  of  men, 
I  will  unfold  fome  caufes  of  your  death. 
You  have  milled  a  prince,  a  royal  king, 
A  happy  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments, 
By  you  unhappy'd  and  disEgur'd  clean. 
You  have,  in  manner,  with  your  finful  hours, 

Made 
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Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  queen  and  him ; 
Broke  the  pofTeflion  of  a  royal  bed, 
AndTtain'd  the  beauty  of  a  fair  queen's  cheeks 
With  tears  drawn  from  her  eyes  by  your  foul  wrongs* 
Myfelf— a  prince,  by  fortune  of  my  birth  ; 
Near  to  the  king  in  blood  ;  and  near  in  love, 

'Till  you  did  make  him  mifinterpret  me 

Have  floop'd  my  neck  under  your  injuries, 

And  figh'd  my  Englifh  breath  in  foreign  cloudy 

Eacing  the  bitter  bread  of  banifhment  : 

Whillf.  you  have  fed  upon  my  fignories, 

Difpark'd  my  parks,  and  fell'd  my  forefl  woods ; 

From  mine  own  windows  torn  my  houfehold  coat, 

Raz'd  out  my  imprefs,  leaving  me  no  fign — 

Save  men's  opinions,  and  my  living  blood— 

To  mew  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 

This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this, 

Condemns  you  to  the  death  : — See  them  deliver'd  over 

To  execution  and  the  hand  of  death. 

Bujhy.  More  welcome  is  the  ilroke  of  death  to  me, 
Than  Bolingbroke  to  England. — Lords,  farewel. 

Green,  My  comfort  is — that  heaven  will  take  our  fouls, 
And  plague  injuftice  with  the  pains  of  hell. 

holing.  My  lord  Northumberland,  fee  them  difpatch'd.-— 
Uncle,  you  fay,  the  queen  is  at  your  houfe ; 
For  heaven's  fake,  fairly  let  her  be  entreated; 
Tell  her,  I  fend  to  her  my  kind  commends ; 
Take  fpecial  care  my  greetings  be  deliver'd. 

Tork.  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  difpatch'd 
With  letters  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 

Boling.  Thanks,  gentle  uncle. — Come,  lords,  away  ; 
[To  fight  with  Glendower  and  his  complices ;] 
A  while  to  work,  and,  after,  holiday.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    II. 

The  Coajl  of  Wales.  A  Caftle  in  View.  Flourijh  :  Drums 
and  Trumpets.  Enter  King  Richard,  Aumerle, 
Bijhop  of  Car-lisle,  and  Soldiers. 

K.  Rich.  Barkloughly  caftle  call  you  this  at  hand? 
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dum.  Yea,  my  lord.     How  brooks  your  grace  the  air, 
After  your  late  tolling  on  the  breaking  feas  ? 

K.  Rich.  Needs  rnufl.  I  like  it  well :  I  weep  for  joy, 
To  (land  upon  my  kingdom  once  again- 
Dear  earth,  I  do  falute  thee  with  my  hand, 
Though  rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horfes'  hoofs: 
As  a  long-parted  mother  with  her  child 
Plays  fondly  with  her  tears,  and  fmiles  in  meeting; 
So,  weeping,  fmiling,  greet  I  thee,  my  earth. 
And  do  thee  favour  with  my  royal  hands. 
Feed  not  thy  fovereign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth, 
Nor  with  thy  fweets  comfort  his  rav'nous  fenfe  : 
But  let  thy  fpiders,  that  fuck  up  thy  venom, 
And  heavy- gaited  toads,  lie  in  their  way  ; 
Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet, 
Which  with  ufurping  fleps  do  trample  thee. 
Yield  flinging  nettles  to  mine  enemies: 
And  when  they  from  thy  bofom  pluck  a  flower, 
Guard  it,  I  pray  thee,  with  a  lurking  adder  ; 
Whofe  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 
Throw  death  upon  thy  fovereign's  enemies.' 
Mock  not  my  fenfelefs  conjuration,  lords; 
This  earth  (hall  have  a  feeling,  and  thefe  flones 
Prove  armed  foldiers,  ere  her  native  king 
Shall  faulter  under  foul  rebellions  arms. 

Bijbop.  Fear  not,  my  lord  ;  that  Power,  that  made  you 
king, 
Hath  power  to  keep  you  king,  in  fpightof  ail. 
The  means  that  heaven  yields  mull  be  embrac'd, 
And  not  neglecled  ;  elfe  if  heaven  would, 
And  we  would  not  heaven's  offer,  we  refufe 
The  proffer'd  means  of  fuccour  and  redrefs. 

Aum.  He  means,  my  lord,  that  we  are  too  remifs; 
Whilft  Bolingbroke,  through  our  fecurity, 
Grow  flrongand  great,  in  fubflance,  and  in  friends. 

K.Rich.  Di  lcomfor  table  co  u  fin  !  know'fl:  thou  nor, 
That,  when  the  fearching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world, 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unfeen, 
In  murders,  and  in  outrage,  bloody  here; 
But,  when  from  under  this  terreftrial  ball, 

He 
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He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eaftern  pines, 

And  darts  his  light  through  every  guilty  hole, 

Then  murders,  treafons,  and  detefted  fins, 

The  cloak  of  night  being  pluck'd  from  off  their  backs, 

Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themfelves  ? 

So  when  this  thief,  this  'raitor,  Bolingbroke 

Who  all  this  while  hath  revell'd  in  the  night, 

Whilft  we  were  wandering  with  the  antipodes 

Shall  fee  us  rifing  in  our  throne  the  eaft, 

His  treafons  will  fit  blufhing  in  his,  face, 

Not  able  to  endure  the  fight  of  day, 

But,  felf-afTrighted,  tremble  at  his  fin. 

Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  fea 

Can  wafh  the  balm  from  an  anointed  king  ; 

The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depofe 

The  deputy  elected  by  the  Lord  : 

For  every  man  that  Bolingbroke  hath  preft, 

To  lift  (hrewd  fteel  againft  our  golden  crown, 

Gou  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heavenly  pay 

A  glorious  angel :  then,  if  angels  fight, 

Weak  men  mult  fall ;  for  heaven  ftiil  guards  the  right. 

Enter:  Salisbury. 

Welcome,  my  lord  ;  How  far  off  lies  your  power  ? 

Sal.  Nor  near,  nor  further  off,  my  gracious  lord, 
Than  this  weak  arm  :   Difcomfort  guides  my  tongue, 
And  bids  me  fpeak  of  nothing  but  defpair. 
One  day  too  late,  I  fear  my  noble  lord, 
Hath  clouded  all  thy  happy  days  on  earth  : 
Oh,  call  back  yeflerday,  bid  time  return, 
And  thou  (halt  have  twelve  thoufand  fighting  men ! 
To-day,  to-day,  unhappy  day  too  late, 
O'erthrows  thyjoy;s,  friends,  fortune,  and  thy  ftate; 
For  all  the  Welmmen,  hearing  thou  wert  dead, 
Are  gone  to  Bolingbroke,  difpers'd,  and  fled. 

Aum.  Comfort,  my  liege;  Why  looks  your  grace  fo 
pale  I 

K.  Rich.  But  now  the  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  men 

Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled  ; 
And,  'till  fo  much  blood  thither  come  again, 

Have  I  not  reafon  to  look  pale,  and  dead  ? 
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All  fouls  that  will  be  fafe,  fly  from  my  fide; 

For  time  hath  fet  a  blot  upon  my  pride. 

Jum.  Comfort,  my  liege  ;  remember  who  you  arf , 
K.  Rich.  I  had  forgot  myfelf :  Am  I  not  king? 

Awake,  thou  coward  majefty  !  thou  fleepeft. 

Is  not  the  king's  name  forty  thoufand  names  ? 

Arm,  arm,  my  name?  a  puny  fubject  {hikes 

At  thy  great  glory. — Look  not  to  the  ground, 

Ye  favourites  of  a  king  ;  Are  we  not  high  ? 

High  be  our  thoughts  :  I  know,  my  uncle  York 

Hath  power  enough  to  ferve  our  turn.     But  who 

Comes  here  ? 

Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop.  More  health  and  happinefs  betide  my  liege,. 
Than  can  my  care-tun'd  tongue  deliver  him  ! 

K.  Rich.  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  prcpar^  $ 
The  wcrft  is  worldly  lofs,  thou  canft  unfold. 
Say,  is  my  kingdom  loft  I  why,  'twas  my  care; 
And  what  lofs  is  it,  to  be  rid -of  care  ? 
Strives  Bolingbroke  to  be  as  great  as  we  ? 
Greater  he  (hall  not  be ;  if  he  ferve  God, 
We'll  ferve  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  fo: 
Revolt  our  fubjecls  ?  that  we  cannot  mend  ; 
They  break  their  faith  to  God,  as  well  us  : 
Cry,  woe,  deftruclion,  ruin,  lofs,  decay ; 
The  worft  is — death,  and  death  will  hnve  his  day. 

Scroop.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  highnefs  is  fo  arm'd 
To  bear  the  tidings  of  calamity. 
Like  an  unfeafonable  ftormy  day, 
Which  makes  the  filver  rivers  drown  their  fbores, 
As  if  the  world  were  all  diffolv'd  to  tears  j 
So  high  above  his  limits  fwell  the  rage 
Of  Bolingbroke%  covering  your  fearful  land 
With  hard  bright  Heel,  and  hearts  harder  tfian  fteeJ. 
White  beards  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairlefs  fcalps 
Againfl  thy  majefty ;  boys,  with  women's  voices, 
Strive  r^  fpeak  big,  and  clafp  their  female  joints 
In  ftifr  unwieldy  arms  aga'inft  thy  crown : 
Thy  very  beadfmen  learn  to  bend  theirbows 
Of  double-fatal  yew  againft  thy  ftate  j 

Yeaf 
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Yea,  diffoff  women  manage  rufty  bills 
Againft  thy  feat :  both  young  and  old  rebel, 
And  all  goes  worfe  than  I  have  power  to  tell. 

K,  Rich.  Too  well,  too  well,  thou  tell'ft  a  tale  (o  ill. 
Where  is  the  earl  of  Wiltftiire  ?  where  is  Bagot  ? 
What  is  become  of  Bufhy  ?  where  is  Green  ? 
That  they  have  let  the  dangerous  enemy 
Meafure  our  confines  with  fuch  peaceful  fteps  ? 
If  we  prevail,  their  heads  (hall  pay  for  it. 
I  warrant,  they  have  made  peace  with  Boliogbroke. 

Scroop,  Peace  have  they  made  with  him,  indeed,   my 
lord. 

A'.  Rich.  O  villains,  vipers,  damn'd  without  redemp- 
tion i 
Dogs,  eafily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man  ! 
Snakes,  in  my  heart  blood  warm'd,  that  fting  my  heart ! 
Three  JudafTes,  each  one  thrice  worfe  than  Judas  1 
Would  they  make  peace  ?  terrible  hell  make  war 
Upon  their  fpotted  fouls  for  this  offence ! 

Scroop*  Svveet  love,  I  fee,  changing  his  property, 
Turns  to  the  foureft  and  mod  deadly  hate : — 
Again  uncurfe  their  fouls  ;  their  peace  is  made 
With  heads,    and  not   with  hands :    thofe   whom   you 

curfe, 
Have  felt  the  word  of  death's  deftroying  wound, 
And  lie  full  low;  grav'd  in  the  hollow  ground. 

Jum.  Is  Bufhy,  Green,  and  the  earl  of  Wihfhire  dead  ? 

Scroop,    Yea,  ail  of  them  at  Briltol  loft  their  heads. 

Aum,  Where  is  the  duke  my  father  with  his  power  ? 

K.  Rich,   No  matter  where;  of  comfort  no  man  fpeak  : 
Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  and  epitaphs; 
Make  duft  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  forrow  on  the  bofom  of  the  earth. 

Let's  chufe  executors,  and  talk  of  wills  ; 

And  yet  not  fo — for  what  can  we  bequeath, 
Save  our  depofed  bodies  to  the  ground  ? 
Our  lands,  our  lives,  and  all  are  Bolingbroke's, 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own,  but  death  ; 
And  that  fmall  model  of  the  barren  earth, 
Which  ferves  as  pafte  and  cover  to  our  bones. 
For  heaven's  fake,  l$t  us  fit  upon  the  ground, 
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And  tell  fad  ftories  of  the  death  of  kings : 

How Tome  have  been  depos'd,  fome  flain  in  war; 
Some  haunted  by  the  ghofts  they  have  depos'd  ; 
Some  poifon'd  by  their  wives,  (ome  fleeping  kill'd  ; 
All  murder'd: — For  within  the  hollow  crown, 
That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  king, 
Keeps  Death  his  court :  and  there  the  antic  fits, 
Scoffing  his  Hate,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp ! 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  fcene 
To  monarchic,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  looks; 

Infufing  him  with  felf  and  vain  conceit 

As  if  this  fiefh,  which  walls  about  our  life, 
Were  brafs  impregnable  ;  and,  humour'd  thus, 
Comes  at  the  lafT,  and  with  a  little  pin 
Bores  through  his  caftle  wall,  and — farewel  king ! 
Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flem  and  blood 
With  .j'emn  reverence;  throw  away  refpec*t, 
Tradition,,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty, 
For  you  have  but  mijftook  me  all  this  while: 
I  live  on  bre^d  like  you,  feel  want,  tafte  grief, 
Need  friends  ;— Subjeaed  thus, 
How  can  you  fay  to  me — I  am  a  king  ? 

Carl,  My  lord,  wife  men  ne'er  wail  their  prefent  woes, 
But  prefently  prevent  the  way  .  10  wail. 
To  fear  the  toe.  11 nee  fear  oppreneth  ftrength, 
Gives,  in  your  weaknefs,  ftrength  unto  your  foe, 
And  fo  your  follies  fight  againft  yourfeif. 
Fear,  and  be  flain  ;  no  worfe  can  come,  to  fight : 
And  fight  and  die,  is  death  deftroying  death  ; 
Where  fearing  dying,  pays  death  fervile  breath. 

Jium.  My  father  hath  a  power,  inquire  of  him  ; 
And  learn  to  make  a  body  of  a  limb. 

]£>  Rich.  Thou  chid'ft  me  well : — Proud  Bolingbroke, 
I  come 
To  change  blows  with  thee  for  our  day  of  doom. 
This  ague- fit  of  fear  is  ever- blown  ; 

An  eafy  tafk  it  is,  to  win  our  own. 

Say,  Scroop,  where  lies  our  uncle  with  his  power  ? 
Speak  fweetly,  man,  although  thy  looks  be  four. 

Scroop.  Men  judge  by  the  complexion  of  the  iley 
The  ftate  and  inclination  of  the  day  j 

So 
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So  may  you  by  my  dull  and  heavy  eye, 

My  tongue  hath  but  a  heavier  tale  to  fay. 

I  play  the  torturer,  by  fmall  and  fmall, 

To  lengthen  out  the  worft  that  muft  be  fpoken  :-— 

Your  uncle  York  hath  join'd  with  Bolingbrokes 

And  all  your  northern  caftles  yielded  up, 

And  all  your  fouthern  gentlemen  in  arms 

Upon  his  party. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  haft  faid  enough. 

Bemrew  thee,  coufin,  which  did  ft  lead  me  forth 

z  [To  Aumerle. 

Of  that  fweet  way  I  was  in  to  defpair ! 
What  fay  you  now  ?  What  comfort  have  we  now  ? 
By  heaven,  I'll  hate  him  everlaftingly, 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 
Go,  to  Flint  caflle ;  there  I'll  pine  away ; 
A  king,  woe's  Have,  mall  kingly  woe  obey. 
That  power  I  have,  difcharge;  and  let  them  go 
To  ear  the  land  that  hath  fome  hope  to  grow, 
For  I  have  none : — Let  no  man  fpeak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  counfel  is  but  vain. 
Aum.  My  liege,  one  word. 
K,  Rich.  He  does  me  double  wrong, 
That  wounds  me  with  the  flatteries  of  his  tongue. 
Difcharge  my  followers,  let  them  hence  ; — Away, 
From  Richard's  night,  to  Bolingbroke's  fair  day.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

The  Camp  of  Bolingbroke,  before  Flint  Caftle.  Enter 
with  Drum  and  Colours,  Bolingbroke,  York, 
Northumberland,  and  Attendants. 

Baling.  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn, 
The  Welfhmen  are  difpers'd  ;  and  Salilbury 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  king,  who  lately  landed, 
With  fome  few  private  friends  upon  this  coafr. 

North.  The  news  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  lord  ; 
Richard,  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 

York.  It  would  befeem  the  lord  Northumberland, 
To  fay — king  Richard  : — Alack  the  heavy  day, 
When  fach  a  facred  king  mould  hide  his  head  I 

North. 
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North.  Your  grace  miftakes  ;  only  to  be  brief, 
Left  I  his  title  out. 

York.  The  time  hath  been, 
Would  you  have  been  fo  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  fo  brief  with  you,  to  fhorten  you, 
For  taken  fo  the  head,  the  whole  head's  length. 

Baling*  Miftake  not,  uncle,  farther  than  you  mould. 

York*  Take  not,  good  coufin,  farther  than  you  (houlcri 
Left  you  miflake  :    The  heavens  are  o'er  your  head. 

Boling.  I  know  it,  uncle,  and  oppofeaot 
Alyfelf  againft  their  will. — But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Percy. 

Welcome,  Harry  ;  what  will  not  this  cattle  yield  ? 

Percy.  The  caftle  royally  is  mann'd,  my  lord, 
Againft  thy  entrance. 

Boling.  Royally  !  Why,  it  contains  ho  king  ? 

Percy.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 
It  doth  contain  a  king ;  king  Richard  lies 
Within  the  limits  of  yon  lime  and  flone : 
And  with  him  lord  Aumerle,  lord  Salitbury, 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop  ;   befides  a  clergyman 
Of  holy  reverence,  who,   I  cannot  learn. 

North.  Belike,  it  is  the  bifhop  of  Carlifle. 

Boling.  Noble  lord,  [ To  No R T H • 

Go  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  caftle ; 
Through  brazen  trumpet  fend  the  breath  of  parle 
Into  his  ruin'd  ears  and  thus  deliver  : 
Harry  of  Bolingbroke,  on  both  his  knees, 
Doth  kifs  king  Richard's  hand  ; 
And  fends  allegiance,  and  true  faith  of  heart, 
To  his  moft  royal  perfon  :  hither  come 
Even  at  his  feet  to  lay  my  arms  and  power ; 
Provided  that,  my  banifhment  repealed, 
And  lands  reftor'd  again,  be  freely  granted': 
If  not,  1*11  ufe  the  advantage  of  my  power, 
And  lay  the  fummer's  dull  with  mowers  of  blood, 
Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  flaughter'd  Englifhmen  : 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  Bolingbroke 
It  is,  fuch  crimfon  temped  mould  bedrench 
The  frefh  green  lap  of  fair  king  Richard's  land, 

My 
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My  (looping  duty  tenderly  (hall  (hew. 

Go,  fignify  as  much  ;  while  here  we  march 

Upon  the  grafTy  carpet  of  this  plain — 

Let's  march  without  the  noife  of  threat'ning  drum, 

That  from  this  cattle's  totter'd  battlements 

Our  fair  appointments  may  be  well  perus'd. 

Mcthinks,  king  Richard  and  myfelf  (hould  meet 

With  no  lefs  terror  than  the  elements 

Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  thund'ring  (hock 

At  meeting  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  heaven. 

Be  he  the  fire,  I'll  be  the  yielding  water  : 

The  rage  be  his,  while  on  the  earth  I  rain 

My  waters;  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him. 

March  on,  and  mark  king  Richard  how  he  looks. 

A  Parle  founded,  and  anfwered  by  another  Trumpet  with* 
in,     Fhurijh.      Enter  on  the  Walls  King  Richard 
the'  Biftjop  ^Carlisle,  Aumeru,  Scroop,  and 
Salisbury. 

York.  See,  fee,  king  Richard  doth  himfelf  appear 
As  doth  the  blufhing  difcontented  fun 
From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  eaft ; 
When  he  perceives,  the  envious  clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  glory,  and  to  ftain  the  tracr. 
Of  his  bright  paiTage  to  the  Occident. 
Yet  looks  he  like  a  king  ;  behold,  his  eye, 
/s  bright  as  is  the  eagle's,  lightens  forth 
Controlling  majefty :  Alack,  alack,  for  woe, 
That  any  harm  mould  ftain  fo  fair  a  (how  ! 

K.  Rich,  We  are  amaz'd  ;  and  thus  long  have  we  flood 
To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  knee,     [To  North* 
Becaufe  we  thought  ourfelf  thy  lawful  king: 
And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joints  forget 
To  pay  their  awful  duty  to  our  prefence  ? 
If  we  be  nor,  (hew  us  the  hand  of  God 
That  hath  difmifs'd  us  from  our  rtewardftiip  ; 
For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone 
Can  gripe  the  facred  handle  of  our  fceptre, 
Unlefs  he  do  prophane,  fteal,  or  ufurp. 
And  though  you  think,  that  all,  as  you  have  done, 
Have  torn  their  fouls,  by  turning  thena  from  us, 

And 


48  KING    RICHARD    II. 

And  we  are  barren,  and  bereft  of  friends : 
Yet  know — my  mafler,  omnipotent, 
Is  muit'ring  in  his  clouds,  on  our  behalf, 
Armies  of  peitilence  ;  and  they  (hall  ftrike 
Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot, 
That  lift  your  vafTal  hands  againft  my  head, 
And  threat  the  glory  of  my  precious  crown. 
Tell  Bolingbioke  (for  yond*,  methinks,  he  is) 
That  every  flride  he  makes  upon  my  land, 
Is  dangerous  treafon  :  He  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  teftament  of  bleeding  war  ; 
But  ere  the  crown  he  looks  for  live  in  peace, 
Ten  thoufand  bloody  crowns  of  mothers'  fons 
Shall  ill  become  the  flower  of  England's  face  ; 
Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid-pale  peace 
To  fcarlet  indignation,  and  bedew 
Her  pafhire's  grafs  with  faithful  Englifh  blood. 

North.  The  King  of  heaven  forbid,  our  lord  the  king 
Should  fo  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  rufh'd  upon  !  Thy  thrice-noble  couiln, 
Harry  Bolingbioke,  doth  humbly  kifs  thy  hand, 
And  by  the  honourable  tomb  he  {wears, 
That  {lands  upon  thy  royal  grand  fire's  bones  ; 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods, 
Currents  that  fpring  from  one  moft  gracious  head  ; 
And  by  :he  bury'd  hand  of  warlike  Gaunt ; 
And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himfelf, 
Comprifmg  nil  that  may  be  fworn  or  faid — 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  farther  fcope, 
Than  for  his  lineal  royalties,  and  to  beg 
Enfranchifement  immediate  on  his  knees  : 
Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once, 
Hi?  glittering  arms  he  will  cornmeod  to  ruff, 
His  barbed  deeds  to  (tables,  and  his  heart 
To  faithful  (ervice  of  your  majeily. 
Thii  fwears  he,  as  he  is  a  prince,  is  juft; 
And,  as  I  am  a  gentleman    i  credit  him. 

K.  Rich.    Noithum!;  ;Jand,    fay — thus  the  king  re- 
turns : 

His  noble  coufin  is  right  welcome  hither  ; 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 

Shall 
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Shall  be  accomplifh'd  without  con  tradition  : 

With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  haft, 

Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  commends.— 

We  do  debafe  ourfelf,  coufin,  do  we  not,  [To  Aumerle. 

To  look  fo  poorly,  and  to  fpeak  fo  fair  ? 

Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland,  and  fend 

Defiance  to  the  traitor,  and  fo  die  ? 

Aum.  No,  good  my  lord  ;  let's  fight  with  gentle  words, 
'Till  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpful  fwords. 

Ar.  Rich,  Oh  God  !  oh  God !  that  e'er,  this  tongue  of 
mine, 
That  laid  the  fentence  of  dread  banifhment 
On  yon  proud  man,  mould  take  it  off  again 
With  words  of  footh  !  Oh,  that  I  were  as  great 
As  is  my  grief,  or  letter  than  my  name! 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been  ! 
Or  not  remember  what  I  muft  be  now  ! 
Swell'!!  thou,  proud  heart  ?  I'll  give  thee  fcope  to  beat, 
Since  foes  have  fcope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me. 

Jum.  Northumberland  comes  back  from  Bolingbroke. 

K.  Rich.  What  muft  the  king  do  now  ?   Muft  he  fub- 
mit  ? 
The  king  fhal!  do  it.     Muft  he  be  depos'd  ? 
The  king  (hall  be  contented  :   muft  he  lofe 
The  name  of  king  ?  'o  God's  name,  let  it  fo  : 
I'll  give  my  jewels  for  a  fet  of  beads  ; 
My  gorgeous  palace,  for  a  hermitage ; 
My  gay  apparel,   for  an  alms-man's  gown  ; 
My  figur'd  goblets,  for  a  difti  of  wood  ; 
My  fceptre,   for  a  palmer's  walking  ftaff; 
My  fubjecls,   for  a  pair  of  carved  faints ; 
And  my  large  kingdom,  for  a  little  grave, 
A  iittle  little  grave,   an  obfcure  grave  :  — 
Or  I'll  be  bury'd  in  the  king's  highway, 
Some  way  of  common  trade,  where  fubjecls'  feet 
May  hourly  trample  on  their  fovereign's  head  : 
For  on  my  heart  they  tread,  now  whil'ft  I  live  ; 

And,  bury'd  once,  why  not  i.'pon  my  head  r 

Aumerle,  thou  weep'ft  ;   my  tender-hearted  coufin  ! — 
We'll  make  foul  weather  with  defpifed  tears  ; 
Our  fighs,  and  they;  mail  lodge  the  fummer  corn, 

And 
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And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  land. 
Or  (hall  we  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes, 
And  make  fome  pretty  match  with  fhedding  tears  t 
As  thus; — To  drop  them  ftill  upon  one  place, 
'Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  cf  graves 
Within  the  earth  ;  and,  therein  laid — There  ties 
Two  kin/men,  digg'd  their  graves  with  weeping  eyes  ? 
Would  not  this  ill  do  well :-— Well,  well,  I  fee 
I  talk  but  idly,  aad  thou  mock  at  me. 

[North,  advances* 
Mod  mighty  prince,  my  lord  Northumberland, 
What  fays  king  Boiingbroke  ?  will  his  majefty 
Give  Richard  leave  to  live  'rill  Richard  die  X 
You  make  a  leg,  and  Boiingbroke  fays — Ay. 

North.  My  lord,  in  the  bafe  court  he  doth  attend 
To  fpeak  with  you  ;  may't  pleafe  you  to  come  down. 

K.  Rich.  Down,  down,  I  come ;   like  glift'ring  Phae- 
ton, 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  jades. 

[North,  retires  to  Bol. 
Jn  the  bafe  court  ?  Bafe  court,  where  kings  grow  bafe, 
To  come  at  traitors'  calls,  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  bafe  court  ?   Come  down  ?  Down,  court !   down, 

king ! 
For  night-owls  fhrkk,  where  mounting  larks  fhould  fing. 

[ Exeunt,  from  above. 

Boling.  What  fays  his  majefty  ? 

North.  Sorrow  and  grief  of  heart 
Makes  him  fpeak  fondly,  like  a  frantic  man  : 
Yet  he  is  come.  \_Enter  Richard,  &V.  below. 

Boling.  Stand  all  apart, 
And  (hew  fair  duty  to  his  majefty. — 
My  gracious  lord —  [Kneels. 

K.  Rich.  Fair  coufin,  you  debafe  your  princely  knee, 
To  make  the  bafe  earth  proud  with  kitting  it : 
Me  rather  had,  my  heart  might  feel  your  love, 
Than  my  unpleas'd  eye  fee  your  courtefy. 
Up,  coufin,  up ;  your  heart  is  up,  I  know, 
Thus  high  at  leaft,  although  your  knee  be  low. 

[ Touching  his  own.  Head. 

Baling.  My  gracious  lord,  I  come  but  tor  mine  own. 

K>  Rich. 
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K.  Rich.  Your  own  is  your's,  and  I  am  your's,  and 
all. 

Baling.  So  far  be  mine,  my  mod  redoubted  lord, 
As  my  true  fervice  (hall  deferve  your  love. 

K.Rich,    Well  you  deferve: — They  well  deferve  to 
have, 
That  know  the  ftrongeft  and  fureft  way  to  get. — 
Uncle,  give  me  your  hand  :  nay,  dry  your  eyes ; 
Tears  (hew  their  love,  but  want  their  remedies.— 
Coufin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father, 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 
What  you  will  have,  I'll  give,  and  willing  too; 
For  do  we  moft,  what  force  will  have  us  do. — 
Set  on  towards  London  : — Coufin,  is  it  fo  I 

Boling.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Then  i  muft  not  fay,  No.  \_FlouriJh.  Exeunt. 


SCENE    IV. 

Langhy.      The  Duke  of  York'j    Garden,      Enter  the 
Queen,    and  two  Ladies. 

Queen,  What  fport  (hall  we  devife  here  in  this  garden, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  ? 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll  play  at  bowls. 

Queen.  'Twill  make  me  think,  the  world  is  full  o£ 
rubs, 
And  that  my  fortune  runs  againft  the  bias. 

Lady.  Madam,  we'll  dance. 

Queen.  My  legs  can  keep  no  meafure  in  delight, 
When  my  poor  heart  no  meafure  keeps  in  grief: 
Therefore,  no  dancing,  girl ;  forae  other  fport# 

Lady.  Madam,  we  will  tell  tales. 

Queen.  Of  forrow,  or  of  joy  ? 

Lady.  Of  either,  madam. 

Queen.  Of  neither,  girl: 
For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanting, 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  forrow  ; 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  had, 
It  adds  more  forrow  to  my  want  of  joy : 

For 
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For  what  I  have,  I  need  not  to  repeat ; 
And  what  I  want,  it  boots  not  to  complain. 

Lady.  Madam,  I'll  fing. 

Queen.  'Tis  well,  that  thou  haft  caufe  ; 
Bur  thou  (hould'fl  pleafe  me  better,  would'/t  thou  weep. 

Lady.  I  could  weep,  madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 

Queen.  And  I  could  weep,  would  weeping  do  me  good? 
And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 
But  flay,  here  come  the  gardeners  : 
Let's  ftep  into  the  fhadow  of  thefe  trees,— 
My  wretchednefs  unto  a  row  of  pins, 

Enter  a  Gardener,  and  two  Servants. 

They'll  talk  of  (late ;  for  every  one  doth  {o 
Againft  a  change  ;  Woe  is  fore-run  with  woe. 

[ghieen,  and  Ladies,  retire* 

Gard.  Go,  bind  thou  up  yon'  dangling  apricocks, 
Which,  like  unruly  children,  make  their  fire 
Stoop  with  oppreflion  of  their  prodigal  weight ; 
Give  fome  fupportance  to  the  bending  twigs. — 
Go,  thou,  and,  like  an  executioner, 
Cut  off  the  heads  of  too  fail  growing  fprays, 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  commonwealth  : 

All  muft  be  even  in  our  government. 

You  thus  employ'd,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noifome  weeds,  that  without  profit  fuck 
The  foil's  fertility  from  wholefome  flowers. 

Serv.  Why  fhould  we,  in  the  compafs  of  a  pale, 
Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion, 
Shewing,  as  in  a  model,  our  firm  date  r 
When  our  fea-walled  garden,  the  whole  land, 
Is  fall  of  weeds;  her  faired  flowers  chok'd  up, 
Her  fruit-trees  all  unprun'd,  her  hedges  ruin'd, 
Her  knots  diforder'd,  and  her  wholefome  herbs 
Swarming  with  caterpillars  ? 

Gard.  Hold  thy  peace  :  — 
He  that  harh  fuffer'd  this  diforder'd  fpring, 
Hath  now  himfelf  met  with  ihe  fall  of  leaf  : 
The  weeds,  that  his  broad  fpreading  leaves  did  fhelter, 
That  feem'd,  in  eating  him,  to  hold  him  up, 

Are 
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Are  pulPd  up,  root  and  all,  by  Bolingbroke  \ 
I  mean  die  earl  of  Wtttftiire,  Bufhy,  Green. 

Serv.  What,  are  they  dead  ? 

Gard.  They  are  ;  and  Bolingbroke 
Hath  feiz'd  the  wafteful  king. — What  pity  is  it, 
That  he  had  noi  fo  trimm'd  and  drefs'd  his  land, 
As  we  this  garden  !   who  at  time  of  year 
Do  wound  the  bark,  the  fkin  of  our  fruit-trees; 
Left,  being  over- proud  with  fap  and  blood, 
With  too  much  riches  it  confound  itfelf: 
Had  he  done  fo  to  great  and  growing  men, 
They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  tafle 
Their  fruits  of  duty.     All  fuperfluous  branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live : 
Had  he  done  fo,  himfelf  had  borne  the  crown^ 
Which  wade  and  idle  hours  hath  quite  thrown   down, 

Serv.  What,  think  you  then,  the  king  (hall  be  depos'd? 

Gard.  Deprefs'd  he  is  already  ;  and  depos'd, 
'Tis  doubt,  he  will  be  :  Let;  jrs  came  laft  nignt 
To  a  dear  friend  of  the  good  auke  of  York's, 
That  tell  black  tidings. 

£hteen.  Oh,  I  am  prefs'd  to  de?.th,  through  want  of 
fpeaking  ! —  [Coming  from  her  Conceahnent. 

Thou  old  Adam's  likenefs,  fet  to  drefs  this  garden, 
How  dares  thy  harm,  tongue  found  this  unpleallngnews  ? 
What  Eve,  what  ferpent  hath  iuggcfted  thee 
To  make  a  fecond  fall  of  curfed  man  ? 
Why  doll:  thou  fay,  king  Richard  is  depofs'd  ? 
Dar'll  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  than  earth, 
Divine  his  downfal  ?  Say,  where,  when,  and  how, 
Cam'ft  thou  by  thefe  ill  tidings  ?  fpeak,  thou  wretche 

Gard.  Pardon  me,  madam  :  litt'ejoy  have  I, 
To  breathe  thefe  news,  yet,  what  I  fay,  is  true. 
King  Richard,  he  is  iu  the  mighty  hold 
Of  Bolingbroke;  their  fortune^  both  are  weigh'd 
In  your  lord's  fcale  is  nothing  but  hii  ifelf. 
And  forne  few  vanities  that  make  n:m  light; 
But  in  the  balance  of  gi >~at  BolingbruKe, 
Befides  himfelf,  aveallihe  Englifh  peer,s, 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  king  Richard  down. — 
Poll  you  to  London,  and  you'll  find  it  fo; 

E  I  fpeak 
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I  fpeak  no  more  than  every  one  doth  know. 

Queen.  Nimble  mifchance,  that  art  fo  light  of  foot, 
Doth  not  thy  embaflage  belong  to  me, 
And  am  I  laft  that  knows  it  ?  oh,  thou  think'ft 
To  ferve  me  lair,  that  I  may  longeft  keep 
Thy  forrow  in  my  breaft. — Come,  ladies,  go, 
To  meet  at  London  London's  king  in  woe. — 
What,  was  I  born  to  this !  that  my  fad  look 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolingbroke!  — 
Gardener,  for  telling  me  thefe  news  of  woe, 
I  would,  the  plants,  thou  graft'it.  may  never  grow. 

\Exmnt  Queen  and  Ladies. 

Gard.  Poor  queen  !  fo  that  thy  Hate  might  benoworie, 
I  would  my  fkjrll  were  fubject  to  thy  curfe.— 
Here  did  (lie  drop  a  tear  ;  here,  in  this  place, 
I'll  fet  a  bank  Qi  rue,   four  herb  of  grace  : 
Rue,  even  for  ruth,  here  fhortly  (hall  be  feen, 
In  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  queen. 

Exeunt  GARD.'and  Serv. 


ACT      IV.       SCENE     I. 

London.  The  Parliament- Houfe.  Enter  Bolingbroke, 
Aumerle,  Northumberland,  Percy,  Fitz- 
water,  Surrey,  Bifiop  of  Carlisle,  Abbot  of 
Westminster,  Herald,  Officers,  and  Bagot. 

Bolingbroke. 

\^j  all  forth  Bagot  : 

Now,  Bagot,  freely  fpeak  thy  mind; 

What  thou  doft  know  of  noble  GlofTer's  death ; 

Who  wrought  it  with  the  king,  and  who  performed 

The  bloody  office  of  his  timelefs  end, 

Bagot.  Then  fet  before  my  face  the  lord  Aumerle. 

Bol'ing.  Coufin,  Rand  forth,  and  look  upon  that  man. 

Bagot.  My  lord  Aun-erle,  I  know,  your  daring  tongue 
Scorns  to  unfay  what  once  it  hath  deliver'd. 
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In  that  dead  time  when  G letter's  death  was  plotted, 

I  heard  you  fay — Is  not  my  arm  of  length, 

That  r each eth  from  the  rcftful  Englijh  court 

As  far  as  Calais,  to  my  uncle's  head? 

Amongft  much  other  talk,    that  very  time, 

I  heard  you  fay,  You  rather  had  refufe 

The  offer  of  an  hundred  thoufand  crowns , 

Than  Bolingbroke  return  to  England', 

Adding  withal,  how  hleft  this  land  would  be, 

In  this  your  coufm's  death, 

Aum.  Princes,  and  noble  lords, 
What  anfwer  mall  I  make  to  this  bafe  man  ? 
Shall  I  fo  much  dishonour  my  fair  ftars, 
On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chaftifement  ? 
Either  Imuft,  or  have  my  honour  foil'd 
With  the  attainder  of  his  fland'rous  lips. —  — - 
There  is  my  gage,  the  manual  feal  of  death, 
That  marks  thee  out  for  hell  :   Thou  lieft,  and 
I  will  maintain  what  thou  haft  faid,  is  falfe, 
In  thy  heart-blood,   though  being  all  too  bafe 
To  (lain  the  temper  of  my  knightly  fword. 

Baling,  Bagot,  forbear,  thou  malt  not  take  it  up. 

Aum.  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  beft 
In  all  this  prefence,  that  hath  mov'd  me  fo.     . 

Fitzw.  If  that  thy  valour  ftand  on  fympathies, 
There  is  my  gage,  Aurnerle,  in  gage  to  thine  : 
By  that  fair  fun  that  thews  me  where  thou  ftand'fr, 
I  heard  thee  fay,  and  vauntingly  thou  fpak'/t  it, 
That  thou  wert  caufe  of  noble  Glofler's  death. 
If  thou  deny'ft  it,  twenty  times  thou  lieft ; 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falfehood  to  thy  heart, 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point. 
.  Aum.  Thou  dar'ft  not,  coward,  live  to  fee  the  day. 

Fitzw.  Now,  by  my  foul,  I  would  it  were  this  hour. 

Aum.  Fitzwater,   thou  art  damn'd  to  hell  for  this. 

Percy.  Aumerle,  thou  lieft;  his  honour  is  as  true, 
In  this  appeal,  as  thou  art  all  unjuft  : 
And,  that  thou  art  (o,  there  I  throw  my  gage, 
To  prove  it  on  thee  to  the  extremeft  point 
Of  mortal  breathing  ;  fehie  it,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Aum.  And  if  I  do  nor,  may  my  hands  rot  off, 

E  2  And 
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And  never  brandifh  more  revengeful  Heel 
Over  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foe  ! 

Another  Lord,    I  take  the  earth  to  the  like,  forfworii 
Aumerle  ; 
And  fpur  thee  on  with  full  as  many  lies 
As  may  be  hollowed  in  thy  treacherous  ear 
From  fin  to  fin  :  there  is  my  honour's  pawn  ; 
Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Aum.  Who  fets  me  elfe  ?  by  heaven,  I'll  throw  at  all : 
I  have  a  thoufand  fpirits  in  one  bread, 
To  anfwer  twenty  thoufand  fuch  as  you. 

Surrey.  My  lord  Fitzwater,  I  do  remember  well 
The  very  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fitzw.   'Tis  very  true  :  you  were  in  prefence  then  5 
And  you  can  witnefs  with  me,  this  is  true. 

Surrey.  As  falfe,  by  heaven,  as  heaven  itfelf  is  true. 

Fitzw.  Surrey,  thou  liefr. 

Surrey.  Di (honourable  boy  ! 
That  lie  mail  lye  fo  heavy  on  my  fword, 
That  it  mall  render  vengeance  and  revenge, 
'Till  thou  the  lie-giver,  and  that  lie,  do  lye 
In  earth  as  quiet  as  thy  father's  fcull. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  my  honour's  pawn  5 
Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Fitzw.  How  fondly  doft  thou  fpur  a  forward  horfe  I 
If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breathe,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  wildernefs, 
And  fpit  upon  him,  whillt  I  fay,  he  lies, 
And  lies,  and  lies  !  there  is  my  bond  of  fath, 
To  tie  thee  to  my  ftrong  correction.1 
As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 
Aumerle  is  guilty  of  my  true  appeal  : 
Befides,  I  heard  the  banim'd  Norfolk  fay, 
That  thou,  Aumerle,  did  ft  fend  two  of  thy  men. 
To  execute  the  noble  duke  at  Calais. 

Aum.  Some  honeft  Chriftian  truft  me  with  a  gage, 
That  Norfolk  lies  ;  here  do  I  throw  down  this, 
If  he  may  be  repeaJ'd  to  try  his  honour. 

Boling.  Thefe  differences  (hall  all  reft  under  gage,. 
'Till  Norfolk  be  repeal 'd  :  repealed  he  (hall  be, 
And,  though  mine  enemy,  reftor'J  again 

To 
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To  all  his  land  and  fignories ;  when  he's  return'd, 
Againft  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  trial. 

Carl.  That  honourable  day  fhall  ne'er  be  feen — 
Many  a  time  hath  banifh'd  Norfolk  fought 
For  Jefu  Chrift ;  in  glorious  Chriftian  field 
Streaming  the  enfign  of  the  Chriftian  crofs, 
Again  ft  black  Pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens  : 
And,  toil'd  with  works  of  war,  retir'd  himfelf 
To  Italy ;  and  there,  at  Venice,  gave 
His  body  to  that  pleafant  country's  earth, 
And  his  pure  foul  unto  his  captain  Chrift, 
Under  whofe  colours  he  bad  fought  fo  long. 

Boling.  Why,  bifhop,  is  Norfolk  dead  ? 

Carl.  As  fure  as  I  live,  my  lord. 

Boling.  Sweet  peace  conduct  his  fweet  foul  to  the  bofcra 
Of  good  old  Abraham  !  —Lords  appellants, 
Your  differences  fhall  all  reft  under  gage, 
'Till  we  ailign  you  to  your  days  of  trial. 

Enter  York,  attended, 

York.  Great  duke  of  Lancafter,  I  Come  to  thee 
From  plume-pluck'd  Richard  ;  who  with  willing  foul 
Adopts  thee  heir,  and  his  high  fceptre  yields 
To  the  pofTeflion  of  thy  royal  hand  : 
Afcend  his  throne,  defcending  now  from  him — 
And  long  live  Henry,  of  that  name  the  fourth  ! 

Boling.  In  God's  name,  Til  afcend  the  regal  throne, 

Carl.  Marry,  God  forbid  !  — 
Worft  in  this  royal  prefence  may  I  fpeak. 
Yet  beft  befeeming  me  to  fpeak  the  truth. 
Would  God,  that  any  in  this  noble  prefence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
Of  noble  Richard  ;  then  true  noblcnefs  would 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  fo  foul  a  wrong. 
What  fubjecr.  can  give  fentence  on  his  king  ? 
And  who  fits  here,  that  is  not  Richard's  fubject  ? 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  to  hear, 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  feen  in  them: 
And  mall  the  figure  of  God's  majefty, 
His  captain,  Ik-ward,  deputy  elect, 

E  3  Anointed, 
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Anointed,  crowned,  planted  many  years, 

Be  judg'd  by  fubjecr.  and  inferior  breath, 

And  he  himfelf  not  prefenr  ?  O,  forbid  it,  God, 

That,  in  a  Chriftian  climate,  fouls  refin'd 

Should  (hew  fo  heinous,  black,  obfcene  a  deed  ! 

I  fpeak  to  fubjecls,  and  a  fubjec"t  fpeaks, 

Stirr'd  up  by  heaven  thtfs  boldly  for  his  king. 

My  lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  king, 

Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford's  king  : 

And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophefy — 

The  blood  of  Englilh  fliall  manure  the  ground, 

And  future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  act; 

Peace  fliall  go  deep  with  Turks  and  infidels, 

And,  in  this  feat  of  peace,  tumultuous  wars 

Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind  confound  ; 

Diforder,  horror,  fear,  and  mutiny, 

Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  call'd 

The  field  of  Golgotha  and  dzzd  men's  fcuils. 

O,  if  you  rear  this  houfe  againft  this  houfe, 

It  will  the  wofulleft  divifion  prove, 

That  ever  fell  upon  this  cui  fed  earth  : 

Prevent,  refift  it,  let  it  not  be  fo, 

Left  children's  children  cry  againft:  you — woe! 

North,  Well  have  you  argu'd,fir;  and,  for  your  pains, 
Of  capital  treafon  we  aneil  you  here  : — 
My  lord  of  Wellminfter,  be  it  your  charge 
To  keep  him  fafely  tili  his  day  of  trial. — 
May't  pleafe  you,  lords,  to  grant  the  commons'  fuit  ? 

Baling,  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common  view 
He  may  furrendec;  fo  we  fhail  proceed 
Without  fufpicion. 

York,  I  will  be  his  conduct.  [Exit, 

Boling,  Lords,  you  that  are  here  under  our  arrefr, 
Procure  your  jfureties  for  your  days  of  anfwer :  — 
Little  are  we  beholden  to  your  love,  [To  Carlisle. 

And  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

Re- enter  York,  with  King  Richard. 

K.  Rich.  Alack,  why  am  I  fent  for  to  a  king, 
Before  I  have  fhook  off  the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reign'd  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  learn'd 

Tq 
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Toinfinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee  : — 

Give  forrow  leave  a  while  to  tutor  me 

To  this  fubmiiTion.     Yer.  I  well  remember 

The  favours  of  thefe  men  :   Were  they  not  mine  ? 

Did  they  not  fometime  cry,  all  hail  !   to  me  ? 

So  Judas  did  to  Chrifr. :  but,  he  in  twelve, 

Found  truth  in  all,  but  one;  I,  in  twelve  thoufand,  none, 

God  fave  the  king  ! — Will  no  man  fay,  amen  r 

Am  I  both  prieft  and  clerk  ?  well  then,  amen. 

God  fave  the  king  !  although  I  be  not  he  ; 

And  yet,  amen,  if  heaven  do  think  him  me. — 

To  do  whatfervice,  am  1  fent  for  hither  ?  « 

York,  To  do  that  office,  of  thine  own  good  will, 

Which  tirefl  majefty  did  make  thee  offer • 

The  refignationof  thy  (late  and  crown 
To  Henry  Bolingbroke. 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  the  crown  -.—Here,  coufin,  feize  the 
crown ; 
Here,  coufin,  on  this  fide,  my  hand;  on  that  fide,  thine. 
Now  is  this  golden  crown  like  a  deep  well, 
That  owes  two  buckets  filling  one  another; 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  air, 
The  other  down,  unfeen,  and  full  of  water  : 
That  bucket  down,  and  full  of  tears,  am  I, 
Drinking  mjr  griefs,  whiift  yon  mount  up  on  high. 

Baling.  I  thought,  you  had  been  willing  to  refign. 

K.  Rich.  My  crown,  I  am  ;  but  ftiil  my  griefs  are  mine : 
You  may  my  glories  and  my  it.-ue  depofe, 
But  not  my  griefs;  frill  am  I  king  of  ihore. 

Baling.  Part  of  your  cares  you  give  me  with  your  crown. 

K.  Rich.  Your  cares  fet  up,  do  not  pluck  my  cares  down. 
My  care  is — lofs  of  care,  by  old  care  done  ; 
Your  care  is — gain  of  care,  by  new  care  won  i 
The  cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  away  ; 
They  tend  the  crown,  yet  dill  with  me  they  flay. 

Boling.  Are  you  contented  to  rtfign  the  crown  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  no;— no,  ay  ;— for  I  muft  nothing  be  ; 
Therefore  no  no,  for  I  rellgn  to  thee. 
Mow  mark  me  how  1  will  undo  myfelf  :-— 
I  give  this  heavy  weight  from  off  my  head, 
And  this  un  wieldly  fceptre  from  my  hand, 

E  4  The 
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The  pride  of  k'mgly  fvvay  from  out  my  heart  ; 
With  mine  own  tears  I  wafti  away  my  balm, 
Wirh  mine  own  hands  1  give  away  my  crown, 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  facred  ftate, 
With  mine  own  breath  releafe  all  duteous  oaths  : 
All  pomp  and  majefly  I  doth  forfwear ; 
My  manors,  rents,  revenues,  I  forego ; 
My  acls,  decrees,  and  flatutes,  I  deny : 
God  pardon  ail  oaths,  that  are  broke  to  me  ! 
God  keep  all  vows  unbroke,  are  made  to  thee ! 
Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'd ; 
And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  haft  all  achievM  ! 
Long  may'ft  thou  live  in  Richard's  feat  to  fit, 
And  food  lie  Richard  in  an  earthy  pit ! 
God  fave  king  Henry,  unking'd  Richard  fays, 
And  fend  him  many  years  of  fun  fhine  days  !—» 
WThat  more  remains  ? 

North.  No  more,  but  that  you  read 
Thefe  accufations,  and  thefe  grievous  crimes, 
Committed  by  your  perfon,  and  your  followers, 
Againft  the  ffat.e  and  profit  of  this  land  ; 
That,  by  confefling  them,  the  fouls  of  men 
May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  depos'd. 

K.  Rich    Mult  I  do  fo  ?  and  mull  I  ravel  out 
My  weav'd-up  follies  ?  Gentle  Northumberland, 
If  thy  offences  were  upon  record, 
Would  it  not  fhame  thee,  in  fo  fair  a  troop, 
To  read  a  lecture  of  them  ?  If  thou  would'it, 
There  fhould'ft  thou  find  one  heinous  article- 
Containing  the  depofing  of  a  king, 
And  cracking  the  flrong  warrant  of  an  oath — 
Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damnM  in  the  book  of  heaven:— 
Nay,  all  of  you,  that  fland  and  look  upon  me, 
Whilil  that  my  wretchednefs  doth  bait  myfclf— 
Though  fome  of  you,  with  Pilate,  warn  your  hands, 
Shewing  an  outward  pity;  yet  you  Pilates 
Have  here  deliver'd  me  to  my  four  crofs, 
And  water  cannot  waQi  away  your  iin. 

Noitb.  My  lord,  difpatch ;  read  o'er  thefe  articles. 

K.  Rich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  I  cannot  fee  : 
And  yet  falt-water  blinds  them  not  fo  much, 

But 
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But  they  can  fee  a  fort  of  traitors  here. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eyes  upon  myfelf, 
I  find  myfelf  a  traitor  with  the  reft  : 
For  I  have  given  here  my  foul's  confent, 
To  undeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  king; 
Make  glory,  bafe ;  a  fovereign,  a  flave  ; 
Proud  majefty,  a  fubjecr. ;  ftate,  a  peafant. 

North,  My  lord 

K.  Rich.  No  lord  of  thine,  thou  naught,  infultingman 
Nor  no  man's  lord  ;  I  have  no  name,  no  title — 
No,  not  that  name  was  given  me  at  the  font— 
But  'tis  ufurp'd  : — Alack  the  heavy  day, 
That  I  have  worn  fo  many  winters  out, 
And  know  not  now  what  name  to  call  myfelf  I 
Oh,  that  I  were  a  mockery  king  of  fnow, 
Standing  before  the  fun  of  Bolingbroke, 
To  melt  myfeit  away  in  water-drops  ! — 
Good  king — jreat  king — (and  yet  not  greatly  good) 
And  if  my  word  be  fterling  yet-  in  England,  [To  Boxing* 
Let  it  command  a  minor  hither  ftraight; 
That  it  may  fhcw  me  what  a  face  I  have, 
Since  it  is  bankrupt  of  his  majefty. 

fooling.  Go  forne  of  you  and  fetch  a  looking  glafs. 

North.  Read  o'er  this  paper,  while  the  glafs  doth  come, 

K.  Rich.   Fiend  i  thou  torment'ft  me  ere  I  come  to  hell. 

Baling.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  lord  Northumberland. 

North.  The  commons  will  not  then  be  fatisfy'd. 

K.  Rich.  They  (hall  be  fatisfy'd;  I'll  read  enough, 
When  ldo  fee  the  very  book  indeed 
Where  all  my  fins  are  writ,  and  that's — myfelf. 

E liter  one,  with  a  Glafs. 

Give  me  that  glafs,  and  therein  will  I  read — 

No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ?  hath  forrow  {truck 

So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine, 

And  made  no  deeper  wounds'? — Oh,  flattering  glafs  ! 

Like  to  my  followers  in  profperity, 

Thou  doft  beguile  me  ! — Was  this  face  the  face 

That  every  day  under  his  houfehold  roof 

Did  keep  ten  thoufand  men  I  Was  this  the  face 

That, 
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That,  like  the  fun,  did  make  beholders  wink? 
Was  this  the  face,  that  fac'd  fo  many  follies, 
And  was  at  laffc  out-fac'd  by  Bolingbroke  ? 
A  brittle  glory  fhineth  in  this  face  : 

\DaJhes  the  Glafs  againji  the  Ground. 
As  brittle  as  the  glory,  is  the  face. 

For  there  it  is,  crack'd  in  an  hundred  drivers 

.Mark,  filent  king,  the  moral  of  this  fport — 
How  foon  my  forrow  hath  deftroy'd  my  face. 

Boling.  The  fhadow  of  your  forrow  hath  deftroy'd 
The  fhadow  of  your  face, 

K.  Rich.  Say  that  again. 
The  fhadow  of  my  forrow  ?  Ha  !  let's  fee  : — 
7  Hs  very  true,  my  grief  lies  all  within ; 
And  thefe  external  manners  of  lament 
Are  merely  (hadows  to  the  unfeen  grief, 
That  fwells  with  filence  in  the  tortur'd  foul; 
There  lies  the  fnbftance  :  and  I  thank  thee,  king, 
For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giv'ft 
Me  caufe  to  Wail,  but  teacheft  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  caufe-     I'll  beg  one  boon, 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it  ? 

Boling.  Name  it,  fair  cou  fin. 

K,  Rich.  Fair  cou  fin !  Why,  I  am  greater  than  a  king  : 
For,  when  I  was  a  king,  my  flatterers 
Were  then  but  fubjecls  ;  being  now  a  fubjecl, 
I  have  a  king  here  to  my  flatterer. 
Being  fo  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg. 

Boling.  Yet  afk. 

K.  Rich.  And  mail  I  have  ? 

Boling.  You  (hall. 

K.  Rich.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go. 

Boling.  Whither? 

K.  Rich.  Whither  you  will,  fo  I  were  from  your.fights. 

Boling.  Go  fome  of  you,  convey  him  to  the  Tower. 

K.  Rich.  Oh,    good!    Convey? — Conveyors   are  you 
all, 
That  rife  thus  nimbly  by  a  trucking's  fall.  [Exit. 

Boling.  On  Wednefday  next,  we  foiemnly  fet  down 

Our 
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Our  coronation ;  lords,  prepare  yourfelves. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Abbot,   Bijbop  of  Carlisle, 
and  Aumerle. 

Abbot,  A  woeful  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

Carl.  The  woe's  to  come;   the  children  yet  unborn 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  (harp  to  them  as  thorn. 

Aum.  You  holy  clergymen,  is  there  no  plot 
To  rid  the  realm  of  this  pernicious  blot  ? 

Abbot.  Before  I  freely  fpeak  my  mind  herein, 
You  mall  not  only  take  the  fa.rament 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  alfo  to  effect 
Whatever  I  fhall  happen  to  devife  : — 
I  fee,  your  brows  are  full  of  difcontent, 
Your  hearts  of  forrow,  and  your  eyes  or.  tears; 
Come  home  with  me  to  fupper,  and  I'll  lay 
A  plot,  fhall  fhew  us  all  a  merry  clay.  Exeunt. 


ACT     V.       SCENE     I. 

A  Street  in  London.     Enter  ghieen,  and  Ladies. 

Shieen. 

1    his  way  the  king  will  come  ;  this  is  the  way 
To  Julius  Csefar's  ili-ere(Sted  tower, 
To  whofe  flint  bofom  my  condemned  lord 
Is  cjoom'd  a  prifoner  by  proud  Bolingbroke  : 
Here  let  us  reft,  if  this  rebellions  earth 
Have  any  retting  for  her  true  king's  o^een. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  Guards. 

But  foft,  but  fee,  or  rather  do  not  fee,     . 
My  fair  rofe  whither  :  Yet^look  up  ;   behold; 
That  you  in  pity  may  cfiflblve  to  dew, 

And  warn  him  frefh  again  with  true-love  tears. 

Ah,  thou,  the  model  where  old  Troy  did  Hand  ; 

[To  King  PvicHARD. 
Thou  mr.p  of  honour;  thou  king  Richard's  tomb, 
And'  not  king  Richard  ;  thou  mod  beauteous  inn, 
Why  mould  hard-favoui'd  grief  be  lodg'd  in  thee, 

When 
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When  triumph  is  become  an  ale*houfe  gued  ? 

K,  Rich*  Join  not  with  grief,  fair  woman,  do  not  fa, 
To  make  my  end  too  fudden  :  learn,  good  foul, 
To  think  our  former  date  a  happy  dream  ; 
From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shews  us  but  this :  I  am  fworn  brother,  fweet, 
To  grim  necefTity  ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  league  'till  death.     Hie  thee  to  France, 
And  cloifrer  thee  in  fome  religious  houfe: 
Our  holy  lives  mud  win  a  new  world's  crown, 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  dricken  down. 

§hieen>  What,  is  my  Richard  both  inuhape  and  mind 
Trans form'd,  and  weakened  ?  Hath  Bolingbroke 
Defpos'd  thine  intellect  ?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart  ? 
The  lion,  dying,  thrudeth  forth  his  paw, 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  elfe,  with  rage 
To  be  o'erpower'd  ;  and  wilt  thou,  pupil-like, 
Take  thy  correction  mildly  ?  kifs  the  rod  ? 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  bafe  humility, 
Which  art  a  lion,  and  a  king  of  beads  ? 

K.  Rich.  A  king  of  beads,  indeed;  if  aught  but  beads, 
I  had  been  fritTa  happy  king  of  men. 
Good  fometime  queen,  prepare  thee  hence  for  France  : 
Think,  I  am  dead;  and  that  even  here  thou  tak'd, 
As  from  my  death-bed,  my  lad  living  leave. 
In  winter's  tedious  nights,  fit  by  the  fire 
With  good  old  folks;  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woeful  ages,  long  ago  betid  : 
And,  ere  thou  bid  good  night,  to  quit  their  grief, 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  me, 
And  fend  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds. 
For  why,  the  fenfelefs  brands  will  fympathize 
The  heavy  accent  of  thy  moving  tongue, 
And,  in  compafTion,  weep  the  fire  our : 
And  fome  will  mourn  in  adies,  fome  coal-black, 
For  the  depofing  of  a  rightful  king. 

Enter  Northumberland,  attended. 

North.  My  lord,  the  mind  of  Bolingbroke  is  chang'd ; 

You  mud  to  Pomfret,  not  unto  the  Tower. 

And,  madam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  you  ; 

With 
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With  all  fwift  fpeed,  you  muft  away  to  France. 

K.  Rich.  Northumberland,  thou  ladder  wherewithal 
The  mounting  Bolingbroke  afcends  my  throne — 
The  time  (hall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
More  than  it  is,  ere  foul  fin,  gathering  head, 
Shall  break  into  corruption :  thou  malt  think, 
Though  he  divide  the  realm,  and  give  thee  half, 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all ; 
And  he  (hall  think  that  thou,  which  know'ft  the  way 
To  plant  unrightful  kings,  wilt  know  again, 
Being  ne'er  fo  little  urg'd,  another  way 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  the  ufurped  throne. 
The  love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear ; 
That  fear,  to  hate;  and  hate  turns  one,  or  both, 
To  worthy  danger,  and  deferved  death. 

North,  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there  an  end. 
Take  leave,  and  part ;  for  you  muft  part  forthwith. 

K.  Rich.  Doubly  divore'd  ? — Bad  men,  ye  violate 
A  two-fold  marriage  ;  'twixt  my  crown  and  me ; 
And  then,  betwixt  me,  and  my  married  wife. — 
Let  me  unkifs  the  oath  'twixt  thee  and  me ;  [To  the  Queen. 
And  yet  not  fo,  for  with  a  kifs  'twas  made. — 
Part  us,  Northumberland ;   I  towards  the  north, 
Where  fhivering  cold  and  licknefs  pines  the  clime  : 
My  wife  to  France ;  from  whence,  fet  forth  in  pomp, 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  fweet  May, 
Sent  back  like  Hollowmas,  or  ihort'fr.  of  day. 

Queen.  And  mud  we  be  divided  ?  mull  we  part  ? 

K.  PJch,  Ay,  hand   from  hand,   my  love,   and  heart 
from  heart. 

Queen.  Bmifh  us  both,  and  fend  the  king  with  me. 

North.  That  were  fome  love,  but  little  policy. 

Queen.  Then  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  me  go. 

K.  Rich.  So  two,  together  weeping,  make  one  woe. 
Weep  thou  for  me  in  France,  I  for  thee  here  ; 
Better  far  oft,  than — near,  be  ne'er  the  near'. 
Go,  count  thy  way  with  fighs  *,  I,  mine  with  groans. 

Queen.  So  longed  way  (hall  have  the  lougeflt  moans. 

K.  Rich.  Twice  for  one  ftep  I'll  groan,  the  way  being 
(horr, 
And  piece  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  heart. 

Come, 
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Come,  come,  in  wooing  forrow  let's  be  brief, 
Since,  wedding  it,  there  is  fuch  length  in  grief. 
One  kifs  (hall  flop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part  ;-— 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  heart.     [They  kife, 

§>ueen.  Give  memitie  own  again  ;  'twere  no  good  pa'?t9 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  heart.     [Kife  again* 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  be  gone, 
That  I  may  ftrive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan. 

K.  Rich.  We  make  woe  wanton  with  this  fond  delay  : 
Once  more,  adieu  ;  the  reft  let  forrow  fay.  {Exeunt* 


SCENE     II. 

The  Duke  of  YorkV   Palace.     Enter  York,    and   his 
D  ut  chefs. 

Dutch.  My  lord,  you  told  me,  you  would  tell  the  red, 
When  weeping  made  you  break  the  ftory  off 
Of  our  two  coufins  coming  into  London. 

York.  Where  did  I  leave  ? 

Dutch.  At  that  fad  ftap,  my  lord, 
Where  rude  mifg .  vern'd  hands,  from  window  tops, 
Threw  duft  and  rubbifh  on  king  Richard's  head. 

York.  Then,  as  I  faid,  the  duke,  great  Bolingbroke — 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  fteed, 
"Which  his  afpiring  rider  feem'd  to  know— 
With  flow,  but  ftately  pace,  kept  on  his  courfe, 
While  all  tongues  cry'd — God  fave  thee,  Bolingbroke! 
You  would  have  thought,  the  very  windows  fpake, 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
Through  cafements  darted  their  defiring  eyes 
fUpon  his  vifage ;  and  that  all  the  walls, 
With  painted  imag'ry,  had  ixaid  at  once — :. 
Jefu  preferte  thee  !  welcome,  Bolingbroke  ! 
Whilil  he,  from  one  fide  to  the  other  turning,  - 
Bare-headed,  lower  than  his  proud  deed's  neck, 
Befpake  ;hem  thus — I  thank  you,  countrymen  : 
And  thus  ir-ill  doing,  thus  he  pad  along. 

Dutch.  Alas,  poor  Richard  !  where  rides  he  the  while? 

York* 


KING    RICHARB    II.  67 

York.  As,  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 
After  a  well-grac'd  actor  leaves  the  ftage, 
Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 
Even  fo,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eyes 
Did  fcowl  on  Richard  ;  no  man.cry'd,  God  fave  him  I 
No  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home  : 
But  duft  was  thrown  upon  his  facred  head ; 
Which  with  fuch  gentle  forrow  he  (hook  off — 
His  face  ftill  combating  with  tears  and  fmiles, 
The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience — - 
That  had  not  God,  for  fome  ftrong  purpofe,  fteel'd 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  muft  perforce  have  melted, 
And  barbarifm  itfelf  have  phied  him. 
But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  thefe  events; 
To  whofe  high  will  we  bound  our  cairn  contents. 
To  Bolingbroke  are  we  fworn  fubjecls  now, 
Whofe  (late  and  honour  I  for  aye  allow. 

Enter  Aumerle, 

Dutch.  Here  comes  my  fon  Aumerle. 

York.   Aumerle  that  was  ; 
But  that  is  loft,  for  being  Richard's  friend, 
And,  madam,  you  muft  call  him  Rutland  now  : 
I  am  in  parliament  pledge  for  his  truth, 
And  lafting  fealty  to  the  new-made  king. 

Dutch.  Welcome,  my  fon:   Who  are  the  violets  now, 
That  ftrew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  fpring  ? 

Aum.  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care  not ; 
God  knows,  I  had  as  lief  be  none,   as  one. 

York.  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new  fpring  of  time, 
Left  you  be  cropt  before  you  come  to  prime. 
What  news  from  Oxford  ?  hold  thofe  jufts  and  triumphs  I 

Aum,  For  aught  I  know,  my  lord,  they  do. 

Yojk.  You  will  be  there,  I  know, 

Aum.  If  God  prevent  me  not ;   I  purpofe  fo. 

York.  What  feal  is.  that,  that  hangs  without  thy  bofom  ? 
Yea,  look'ft  thou  pale  r*  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Aum.  My  lord,  'tis  nothing. 

York.  No  matter  then  who  fees  it : 
I  will  be  fatisfied,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Aum. 
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Aum,  I  do  befeech  your  grace  to  pardon  me  % 
It  is  a  matter  of  fmall  confequence, 
Which  for  fome  reafons  I  would  not  have  feen. 

York.  Which  for  fome  reafons,  fir,  I  mean  to  fee. 
I  fear,  I  fear 

Dutch.  What  mould  you  fear  ? 
'Tis  nothing  but  fome  bond,  that  he  is  enter'd  into 
For  gay  apparel,  againft  the  triumph. 

York.  Bound  to  himfeif  ?  what  doth  he  with  a  bond 
That  he  is  bound  to  ?   Wife,  thou  art  a  fool,— » 
Boy,  let  me  fee  the  writing. 

Aum.  I  do  befeech  you,  pardon  me :  I  may  not  (hew  it. 

York.  I  will  be  fatisried  ;  let  me  fee  it,  I  fay. 

[Snatches  it,    and  roads. 
Treafon,  foul  treafon  ! — villain  !   traitor !    Have  ! 

Dutch.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 

York.  Ho  !   who  is  within  there  ?  faddfe  my  horfe. 
Heaven,  for  his  mercy  !   what  treachery  is  here  ! 

Dutch.  Why,  what  is  it,  my  lord  ? 

York.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  fay ;   faddle  my  horfe  :— 
Now  by  mine  honour,  by  my  life,   my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain. 

Dutch.  What's  the  matter  ? 

York.  Peace,  foolifh  woman. 

Dutch.  I  will  not  peace  : — What  is  the  matter,  fon  ^ 

Jum.  Good  mother,  be  content  ;  it  is  no  more 
'Than  my  poor  life  mult  anfwer. 

Dutch.  Thy  life  anfwer  ! 

Enter  Servant,  with  Boots. 

York.  Bring  me  my  boots,  I  will  unto  the  king. 

Dutch.  Strike  him,  Aumerle. Poor  boy,  thou  art 

amaz'd  : 

Hence,-  villain  j   never  more  come  in  my  fight. 

[Speaking  to  the  Servant. 
York.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  lay. 
Dutch.  Why,  York,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  trefpafs  of  thine  own  ? 
Have  we  more  fons  ?  or  are  we  like,  to  have  ? 
Is  not  my  teeming  dake  drunk  up  with  time  \ 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  fon  from  mine  age, 

And 
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And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name  ? 
Is  he  not  like  thee  ?  is  he  not  thine  own  ? 

York.  Thou  fond  mad  woman, 
Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dnrk  confpiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'en  the  facrament, 
And  interchangeably  fet  down  their  hands, 
To  kill  the  king  at  Oxford. 

Dutch,  He  (hall  be  none  ; 
We'll  keep  him  here  :  Then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 

York.  Away,  fond  woman  !  were  he  twenty  times 
My  fon,  I  would  appeach  him. 

Dutch.  Had  ft  thou  groan'd  for  him, 
As  I  have  done,  thou'dft  be  more  pitiful. 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind;  thou  doft  fufpect, 
That  I  have  been  difloyal  to  thy  bed, 
And  that  he  is  a  baftard,  not  thy  fon  : 
Sweet  York,  fweet  hufband,  be  not  of  that  mind  : 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  may  be, 
Not  like  to  me,  or  any  of  my  kin, 
And  yet  I  love  him. 

York.  Make  way,  unruly  woman.  [Extt* 

Dutch.  After,  Aumerle  :  mount  thee  upon  his  horfe  ; 
Spur,  poft  ;  and  get  before  him  to  the  king, 
And  beg  thy  pardon  ere  he  do  accufe  thee. 
I'll  not  be  long  behind  ;  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  fail  as  York  : 
And  never  will  I  rife  up  ftpm  the  ground, 
'Till  Bolingbroke  have  pardon'd  thee :  Away.      [Exeunt. 


SCENE      III. 

7he  Court  at   Windfor-Caftle.      Enter  Bolingbroke, 
Percy,  and  other  Lords. 

Boling.  Can  no  man  tell  of  my  unthrifty  fon  ? 
'Tis  full  three  months,  fince  I  did  fee  him  laft  :— 
If  any  plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  he. 
I  would  to  heaven,  my  lords,  he  might  be  found  : 
Inquire  at  London,  'mongft  the  taverns  there, 

F  For 
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For  there,  they  fay,  he  daily  doth  frequent, 
With  unreftrainedloo(e  companions  ; 
Even  fuch,  they  fay,  as  {land  in  narrow  lanes, 
And  beat  our  watch,  and  rob  our  paffengers  : 
While  he,  young,  wanton,  and  effeminate  boy, 
Takes  on  the  point  of  honour,  to  fupport 
So  diffolute  a  crew. 

Percy,  My  lord,  fome  two  days  fince  I  faw  the  prince  5 
And  told  him  of  thefe  triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

Boling,  And  what  faid  the  gallant  ? 

Percy.  Hisanfwer  was— he  would  unto  the  Hews  ; 
And  from  the  common'ft  creature  pluck  a  glove, 
And  wear  it  as  a  favour ;  and  with  that 
He  would  unhorfe  the  luftieft  challenger. 

Boling.  As  diffolute,  as  defperate  :   yet,  through  both 
I  fee  fome  fparkles  of  a  better  hope, 
Which  elder  days  may  happily  bring  forth. 
But  who  comes,  here  ? 

Enter  Aumerle,  amazed, 

Aum,  Where  is  the  king  ? 

Boling,  What  means 
Our  coufin,  that  he  Hares  and  looks  fo  wildly  ? 

Aum.  God  fave  your  grace  !   I  do  befeech  your  majefly, 
To  have  fome  conference  with  your  grace  alone. 

Boling.  Withdraw  yourfelves,  and  leave  us  here  alone. — ■ 
What  is  the  matter  with  our  coufin  now? 

Aum,  For  ever  snay  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth, 

[Kneels. 
My  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth, 
Unlefs  a  pardon,  ere  1  rife,  or  fpeak. 

Boling.  Intended,  or  committed,  was  this  fault  ? 
If  but  the  firft,  how  heinous  ere  it  be, 
To  win  thy  after- love,  I  pardon  thee. 

Aum,  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  key, 
That  no  man  enter  'till  my  tale  be  done. 

Boling.  Have  thy  defire.  [York  within, 

York,  My  liege,  beware ;  look  to  thyfelf ; 
'  Thou  haft  a  traitor  in  thy  prefence  there. 

Boling.  Villain,  I'll  make  thee  fafe.  [Drawing. 

Aum. 
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Aunu  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand  ; 
Thou  hail  no  caufe  to  fear. 

To?k.  Open  the  door,  fecure,  fool-hardy  king: 
Shall  I,  for  love,  fpeak  treafon  to  thy  face  ? 
Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 

The  King  opens  the  door,  enter  York. 

Baling.  What  is  the  matter,  uncle  ?  fpeak  ; 
Recover  breath  ;  tell  us  how  near  is  danger, 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

York.  Perufe  this  writing  here,  and  thou  (halt  know  . 
The  treafon  that  my  hafte  forbids  me  fliow. 

Aum.  Remember,  as  thou  read'fr,  thy  promife  pafl; 
I  do  repent  me  ;  read  not  my  name  there, 
My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand. 

York.  'Twas,  villain,  ere  thy  hand  did  fet  it  down. — 
I  tore  it  from  the  traitor's  bofom,  king  ; 
Fear,  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence  : 
Forget  to  pity  him,  left  thy  pity  prove 
A  ferpent  that  will  fling  thee  to  the  heart. 

Bollng.  O  heinous,  ftrong,  and  bold  confpiracy  ! — ■ 
O  loyal  father  of  a  treacherous  fon  ! 
Thou  (beer,  immaculate,  and  filver  fountain. 
From  whence  this  ftream  through  muddy  pafTagss, 
Hath  held  his  current,  and  defil'd  himfelf ! 
Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  to  bad ; 
And  thy  abundant  goodnefs  fhall  excufe 
This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digrefling  fon. 

York.  So  /hall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawd ; 
And  he  mail  fpend  mine  honour  with  his  fhame, 
As  thriftlefs  fons  their  fcraping  fathers'  gold. 
Mine  honour  lives  when  his  dishonour  dies, 
Or  my  fham'd  life  in  his  dishonour  lies  : 
Thou  kill'ft  me  in  his  life ;  giving  him  breath, 
The  traitor  lives,  the  true  man's  put  to  death. 

[Dut  chefs  within. 

Dutch*  What,  ho,  my  liege !  for  heaven's  fake,  let  me  in. 

Baling.  What  fhrill-voic'd  fuppliant  makes  this  eager 
cry  ? 

Dutch,  A  woman,  and  thine  aunt,  great  king ;  'tis  I. 
Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  door; 

F  2     v  A  beggar 
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A  beggar  begs,  that  never  begg'd  before. 

Boling.  Our  fcene  is  alter'd  ;  from  a  ferious  thing, 
And  now  chang'd  to  the  Beggar  and  the  King.— 
My  dangerous  coufin,  let  your  mother  in  ; 
I  know,  fhe's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  fin. 

York.  If  thou  do  pardon,  whofoever  pray, 
More  fins,  for  this  forgivenefs,  profper  may. 
This  fefter'd  joint  cut  ofF,  the  reft  refts  found ; 
This,  let  alone,  will  all  the  reft  confound. 

Enter  But  chefs. 

Dutch.  Oking  !  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  man; 
Love,  loving  not  itfelf,  none  other  can. 

Tori.  Thou  frantic  woman,  what  doft  thou  do  here  ? 
Shall  thy  old  dugs  once  more  a  traitor  rear  ? 

Dutch.  Sweet  York,  be  patient :  here  me,  gentle  liege. 

[Kneels. 

Boling.  Rife  up,  good  aunt. 

Dutch.  Not  yet,  I  thee  befeech, 
For  ever  will  I  kneel  upon  my  knees, 
And  never  fee  day  that  the  happy  fees, 
'Till  thou  give  joy  ;  until  thou  bid  me  joy, 
By  pardoning  Rutland,  my  tranfgrefting  boy. 

Aum.  Unto  my    mother's  prayers,  I  bend  my  knee, 

[Kneels. 

York.  Againft  them  both,   my  true  joints  bended  be. 

[Kneels. 
Ill  may'ft  thou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace  ! 

Dutch.  Pleads  he  in  earned:  I  look  upon  his  face  ; 
His  eyes  do  drop  no  tears,  his  prayers  are  in  jeft  ; 
His  words  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our  bread  : 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  deny'd  ; 
We  pray  with  heart,  and  foul,  and  all  befide  : 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rife,  I  know  ; 
Our  knees  (hall  kneel  'till  to  the  ground  they  grow  : 
His  prayers  are  full  of  falfe  hypocrify  ; 
Ours,  of  true  zeal  and  deep  integrity. 
Our  prayers  do  out- pray  his  ;  then  let  them  have 
That  mercy,  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

Boling.  Good  aunt,  ftand  up. 

Dutch.  Nay,  do  not  fay— ftand  up ; 

But, 
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But,  pardon,  flrft;  and  afterwards,  ftand  up. 
An  if  I  were  thy  nurfe,  thy  tongue  to  teach, 
Pardon — fhould  be  the  flrft  word  of  thy  fpeech. 
I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  'till  now  ; 
Say — pardon,  king  ;  let  pity  teach  thee  how : 
The  word  is  fhort,  but  not  fo  (hort  as  fweet ; 
No  word  like,  pardon,  for  kings'  mouths  fo  meet, 

Turk.  Speak  it  in  French,  king  ;  fay,  pardoxnez  may. 

Dutch.  Dolt  thou  teach  pardon  pardon  to  deftroy  ? 
Ah,  my  four  huiband,  my  hard-hearted  lord, 
That  fet'ft  the  word  itfelf  againft  the  word  ! — 
Speak,  pardon,  as  'tis  current  in  our  land  ; 
The  chopping  French  we  do  not  under/land. 
Thine  eye  begins  to  fpeak,  fee  thy  tongue  there  : 
Or,  in  thy  piteous  heart  plant  thou  thine  ear; 
That,  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do  pierce, 
Pity  may  move  thee  pardon  to  rehearfe. 

Baling.  Good  aunt,  Hand  up. 

Dutch.  I  do  not  fue  to  ftand, 
Pardon  is  all  the  fuit  I  have  in  hand. 

Baling.  I  pardon  him,  as  heaven  (hall  pardon  me. 

Dutch.  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee  ! 
Yet  am  I  fick  for  fear  :  fpeak/it  again  ; 
Twice  faying  pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twain, 
But  makes  one  pardon  ftrong. 

Baling.   With  all  my  heart 
I  pardon  him.  -  , 

Dutch.  A  god  on  earth  thou  art. 

Baling.    But  for  our  truftj  brother-in-law — and  the 
abbot, 
With  all  the  reft  of  that  comforted  crew— 
Deftruclion  ftraight  (hall  dog  them  at  the  heels. — 
Good  uncle,  help  to  order  feveral  powers 
To  Oxford,  or  where-e'er  thefe  traitors  are  : 
They  (hall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  fwear, 
But  I  will  have  them,  if  once  I  know  where. 
Uncle,  farewel  : — and  coufm  too  adieu  : 
Your  mother  well  hath  pray'd,  and  prove  you  true. 

Dutch.  Come,  my  old  (on ;  I  pray  heaven  make  thee 
new.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE     IV. 
Enter  Ex  ton,  and  a  Servant. 
Extrt.  Did  ft    thou  not  mark  the  king,  what  words  he 


fpak 


Have  I  no  friend,  will  rid  me  of  this  living  fear  t 
Was  it  nor  (o  > 

Serv.  Thofe  were  his  very  words. 

Exton.  Have  1  no  friend?  quoth  he  :  he  fpake  it  twiee, 
And  urg'd  it  twice  together  ;  did  he  not  ? 

Serv,  He  did. 

Exton.'  And,  fpeaking  it,  he  wiftly  look'd  on  me  ; 
As  who  fhould  fay— I  would,  thou  wert  the  man 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart ; 
Meaning,  the  king  at  .Pomfret.     Come,  let's  go  ; 
I  am  the  king's  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE     V. 
The  Prifsn  at  Pomfret- Cqftle.    Enter  King  Richard. 

K.  Rich.  I  have  been  ftudying  how  to  compare 
This  prifon,  where  1  live,  unto  the  world  : 
And,  for  becaufe  the  world  is  populous, 
And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  myfelf, 
I  cannot  do  ir ;— Yet  I'll  hammer  it  out. 
My  brain  I'll  prove  the  female  to  my  foul ; 
My  foul,  the  father  ;  and  thefe  two  beget 
A  generation  of  ftill-breeding  thoughts, 
And  thefe  fame  thoughts  people  this  little  world  ; 
In  humours,  like  the  people  of  this  world, 
For  no  thought  is  contented.     The  better  fort — 
As  thoughts  of  things  divine — are  intermix'd 
With  fern  pies,  and  do  fet  the  word  itfelf 
Againft  the  word  : 

As  thus — Come,  Utile  ones',  and  then  again — ■ 
It  is  as  hard  to  come,  ms  for  a  camel 
To  thread  the  poftern  of  a  needle's  eye. 
Thoughts  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 

Unlikely 
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Unlikely  wonders:  how  thefe  vain  weak  nails 

May  tear  a  paflage  through  the  flinty  ribs 

Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prifon  walls  ; 

And,  for  they  cannot,  die  in  their  own  pride. 

Thoughts  tending  to  content,  flatter  themfelves — 

That  they  are  not  therirlt  of  fortune's  flaves, 

Nor  (hall  not  be  the  laft;  Like  filly  beggars, 

Who,  fitting  in  the  flocks,  refuge  their  mams — 

That  many  have,  and  others  muft  fit  there  : 

And  in  this  thought  they  find  a  kind  of  eafe, 

Bearing  their  own  misfortune  on  the  back 

Of  fuch  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 

Thus  play  I,  in  one  perfon,  many  people, 

And  none  contented  :  Sometimes  am  I  king; 

Then  treafon  makes  me  wifh  myfelf  a  beggar, 

And  fo  I  am  :  Then  crufhing  penury 

Perfuades  me,  I  was  better  when  a  king ; 

Then  am  I  king'd  again  :  and,  by  and  by, 

Think,  that  I  am  unking'd  by  Bolingbroke, 

And  ftraight  am  nothing  :— But,  whate'er  I  am, 

Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is, 

With  nothing  (ball  be  pleas'*},  'till  he  be  eas'd 

With  being  nothing. — Mufick  do  I  hear  ?  {Mufick. 

Ha,  ha  I  keep  time: — How  four  fweet  mufick  is, 

When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept  ? 

So  is  it  in  the  mufick  of  men's  lives. 

And  here  have  i  the  daintinefs  of  ear, 

To  hear  time  broke  in  a  diforder'd  fixing ; 

But,  for  the  concord  of  my  Hate  and  time, 

Had  not  an  ear  to  hear  my  true  time  broke. 

1' wafted  time,  and  now  doth  time  wafte  me. 

For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numb'ring  clock  : 

My  thoughts  are  minutes  ;  and,  with  llghs,  they  jar 

Their  watches  to  mine  eyes,  the  outward  watch, 

Whereto  my  finger,  like  a  dials  point, 

Is  pointing  (till,  in  cleanfing  them  from  tears. 

Now,  fir,  the  found,  that  tells  what  hour  it  is, 

Are  clamorous  groans,  that  ftrike  upon  my  heart, 

Which  is  the  bell :  So  fighs,  and  tears,  and  groans, 

Shew  minutes,  times,  and  hours: — but  my  time 

Runs  polling  on  in  Bolingbroke 's  proud  joy, 

While  » 
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While  I  Hand  fooling  here,  his  Jack  o'  the  clock. 
This  mufick  mads  me,  let  it  found  no  more  ; 
For,  though  it  have  holpe  madmen  to  their  wits, 
In  me,  it  feems,  it  will  make  wife  men  mad. 
Yet,  bleiTing  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me  I 
For  'tis  a  fign  of  love ;  and  love  to  Richard 
Is  a  ftraiige  brooch  in  this  all-hating  world. 

Enter  Groom, 

Groom.  Hail,  royal  prince  ! 

K.  Rich.  Thanks,  noble  peer  ; 
The  cheapeft  of  us  is  ten  groats  too  dear. 
What  art  thou  ?   and  how  Cornell:  thou  hither, 
Where  no  man  ever  conies,  but  that  fad  dog 
That  brings  me  food,  to  make  misfortune  live  ? 

Groom.  I  was  a  poor  groom  of  thy  liable,  king, 
When  thou  wert  king  ;  who,  travelling  towards  York, 
With  much  ado,  at  lengh  have  gotten  leave 
To  look  upon  my  fometime  royal  mailer's  face. 
O,  how  it  yern'd  my  heart,  when  I  beheld, 
In  London  ftreets,  that  coronation  day, 
When  Bolingbroke  rode  on  roan  Barbary !  - 
That  horfe,  that  thou  fo  often  hath  beftrid ; 
That  horfe,   that  I  fo  carefully  have  drefs'd  ! 

K.  Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary  ?  tell  me,  gentle  friend, 
How  went  he  under  ? 

Groom.  So  proudly,  as  if  he  difdam'd  the  ground, 

AT.  Rich.   So  proud,  that  Bolingbroke  was  on  his  back  J 
That  jade  hath  eat  bread  from  my  royal  hand  ; 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him. 
Would  he  not  Humble  ?    Would  he  not  fall  down 
(Since  pride  muft  have  a  fall),  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man,  that  did  ufurp  his  back  ? 
Forgivenefs,  horfe  !  why  do  I  rail  on  thee, 
Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  man, 
Waft  born  to  bear  ?  I  was  not  made  a  horfe  5 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burden  like  an  afs, 
Spur-gall'd,  and  tir'd,  by  jauncing  Bolingbroke. 

Enisr 
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Enter  Keeper,  with  a  Dijh» 

Keep.  Fellow,  give  place  ;  here  is  no  longer  fhy. 

[To  the  Groom. 

K.  Rich.  If  thou  love  me,    'tis  time  thou  wert  away. 

Groom.  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  (hall 
fay.  [Exit. 

Keep.  My  lord,   will'r  pleafe  you  to  fall  to  ? 

K.  Rich.  Tafte  of  it  firft,  as  thou  wert  wont  to  do. 

Keep.  My  lord,  I  dare  not ;   Sir  Pierce  of  Exton, 
Who  late  came  from  the  king,  commands  the  contrary. 

K.  Rich.  The  devil  take  Henry  of  Lancafter,  and  thee  ! 
Patience  is  (tale,  and  I  am  weary  of  ft.    [Beats  the  Keeper. 

Keep,  Help,  help,  help  1 

Enter  Exton,  and  Servants. 

K.  Rich.  How  now  ?   what  means  death  in  this  rude 
afTault  ? 
Villain,  thine  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  infrrument. 

[Snatching  a  Weapon >   and  killing  one* 
Go  thou  and  fill  another  room  in  hell.  [Kills  another. 

[Exton  flrikes  him  down. 
That  hand  (hall  burn  in  never-quenching  fire, 
That  ftaggers  thus  my  perfon. — Exton,   thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  king's  blood  flain'd  the  king's  own  land. 
Mount,  mount,  my  foul  !   thy  feat  is  up  on  high; 
Whilfi:  my  grofs  flefh  finks  downward,  here  to  die.  [Dies. 

Exon.  As  full  of  valour,  as  of  royal  blood  : 
Both  have  I  fpilt ;  Oh,  would  the  deed  were  good  I 
For  now  the  devil,  that  told  me— I  did  well, 
Says,  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell. 
This  dead  king  to  the  living  king  I'll  bear; — 
Take  hence  the  reit,  and  give  them  burial  here.   [Exeunt. 


SCENE     VI. 

The  Court  at  Windfor*     Flour i/b :    Enter  Boling  broke, 
York,  with  other  Lords  and  Attendants. 

Boling.  fcind  uncle  York,  the  lateft  news  we  hear, 
Is — that  the  rebels  have  confum'd  with  fire 

G  Cur 
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Our  town  of  Cicefter  in  Glofterfhire ; 

But  whether  they  be  ta'en,  or  flain,  we  hear  not. 

tor  Northumberland. 

Welcome,  my  lord  :   What  is  the  news  ? 

North.  Firft  to  thy  facred  ftate  vifh  I  all  happinefs. 
The  next  news  is — I  have  to  London  fent 
The  heads  of  Salifbury,   Spencer,   Blunt,  and  Kent : 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  large  difcourfed  in  this  paper  here.   \Prefenting  a  Paper. 

Boling.  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  tor  thy  pains  ; 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right  worthy  gains. 

Enter  Fitzwater. 

Fitzw.  My  lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  fent  to  London 
The  heads  of  Brocas,   and  Sir  Bennet  Seely; 
Two  of  the  dangerous  conforted  traitors, 
That  fought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 

Boling.  Thy  pains,  Fitzwater,   (hall  not  be  forgot ; 
Right  noble  is  thy  merit,  well  I  wot. 

Enter  Percy,  with  the  Bifliop  c/~  Carl  isle. 

Percy.  The  grand  confpirator,  abbot  of  Weftminfter, 
With  clog  of  confeience,  and  four  melancholy, 
Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  grave  : 
But  here  is  Carlifte  living,  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doom,  and  fentence  of  his  pride. 

Boling.  Carlifle,  this  is  your  doom  : 

Choofe  out  feme  fecret  place,  fome  reverend  room, 
More  than  thou  haft,  and  with  it  joy  thy  life  ; 
So,  as  thou  hVft  in  peace,  die  free  from  ftrife: 
For  though  mine  enemy  thou  haft  ever  been, 
High  fparks  of  honour  in  thee  have  I  feen. 

Enter  Ex  ton,  with  a  Coffin, 

Exton,  Great  king,  within  this  coffin  I  prefent 
Thy  bury'd  fear  :    herein  all  breathlefs  lies 
The  mighteft  of  thy  greateft  enemies, 
Kichard  of  JBourdeaux,  by  me  hither  brought. 

Boling. 
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Baling.  Exton,  I  thank  thee  not ;  for  thou  haft  wrought 
A  deed  of  (Under,  with  thy  fatal  hand, 
Upon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  land. 

Exton,  From  your  own  mouth,  my  lord,  did  I  this 
deed. 

Baling.-  They  love  not  poifon,  that  do  poifon  need, 
Nor  do  I  thee  ;  though  I  did  wifh  him  dead, 
I  hate  the  murderer,    love  him  murdered. 
The  guilt  of  conference  take  thou  for  thy  labour, 
But  neither  my  good  word,  nor  princely  favour: 
With  Cain  go  wander  through  the  (hade  of  night, 

And  never  (hew  thy  head  by  day  nor  light. 

Lord?,   I  proteft,  my  foul  is  full  of  woe, 
That  blood  mould  fpriskle  me,  to  make  me  grow: 
Come,  mourn  with  me  for  what  I  do  lament, 
And  put  on  fallen  black  incontinent ; 
IM  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy  Land, 

To  warn  this  blood  off  from  my  guilty  hand  : • 

March  fadly  after ;   grace  my  mournings  here, 

In  weeping  after  this  untimely  bier.  [Exeunt  cmnes. 


THE    END, 
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PART         I. 


DRAMATIS 

MEN. 

King  Henry  the  Fourth, 

Henry,  Prince  of  f Vales,  1    c  .     ^. 

t~         rw     r  t        a      \  Sons  to  the  Kwr, 
John,  Duke  of  Lancafier,  3  6 

Earl  of  Worcefter, 

Earl  of  Northumberland, 

Henry  Percy,  fumamed  Hotspur. 

Edmund  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March* 

Scroop,  Archbifhop  of  York, 

Archibald,  Earl  of  Douglas. 

Owen  Glendower. 

Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Earl  of  IVeJimoreland, 

Sir  Walter  Blunt, 

Sir  John  Falstaff. 

Poins. 

Gadshill. 

Peto. 

Bardolph. 

W  O  M  E  N. 

Lady  Percy,  Wife  to  Hotfpur,  Sifler  to  Mortimer. 

Lady  Mortimer,  Daughter  to  Glendower,   and  Wife  to 

Mortimer, 
Quickly,  Hoftefs  of  a  Tavern  in  Eaf  cheap. 
Sheriff,  Vintner,  Chamberlain,  Drawers,  Two  Carriers  tra- 
vellers,  and  Attendants,  &c. 

Scene,  England. 
The  perfons  of  the  drama  were  originally  collected  by  Mr. 
Rowe,  who  has  given  the  title  of  Duke  of  Lancajler  to  Prince 
John,  a  miftake  which  Shakfpeare  has  been  no  where  guilty  of  in 
the  firji  part  of  this  play,  though  in  thefecond  he  has  fallen  into 
the  fame  error.  K.  Henry  IV.  was  himfelf  the  lalt  perfon  that 
ever  bore  the  title  of  Duke  of  Lancafier.  But  all  his  fons  ('till 
they  had  peerages,  as  Clarence,  Bedford,  Gloucejler)  were  dilVin- 
guifhed  by  the  name  of  the  royal  houfe,  as  John  of  Lancajler, 
Humphrey  of  Lane  after,  Sec.  and  in  that  proper  ftyle,  the  prefent 
John  (who  became  afterwards  fo  illuitrious  by  the  title  of  Duke 
of  Bedford)  is  always  mentioned  in  the  play  before  us.     Stee- 
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HENRY      IV. 

ACT      L 

SCENE  I.     The  Court  In  London. 

Enter  King  Henry,    Earl  of  Westmoreland,   Sir 
Walter  Blunt,  and  others. 

K.  Henry. 

SO  fliaken  as  we  are,  fo  wan  with  care, 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant, 
And  breathe  fhort-wincled  accents  of  new  broils 
To  be  commenc'd  in  ftronds  afar  remote. 
No  more  the  thirfiy  entrance  of  this  foil 
Shall  daub  her  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood  ; 
No  more  fhall  trenching  war  channel  her  fields, 
Nor  bruife  her  flowrets  with  the  armed  hoofs 
Of  hoftile  paces  :  thofe  oppofed  eyes, 
Which — like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heaven, 

All  of  one  nature,  of  one  fubftance  bred 

Did  lately  meet  in  the  inteftine  fhock 

And  furious  clofe  of  civil  butchery, 

Shall  now,  in  mutual,  well-befeeming  ranks, 

March  all  one  way  ;  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 

i*gai nil  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies  : 

'The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ill-lheathed  knife, 

No  more  fhall  cut  his  maiter.     Therefore,  friends. 

As  far  as  to  the  fepulchre  of  Chrift 

(Whofe  foldier  now,  under  whole  blefTed  crcfs 

We  are  impreffed  and  engaged  to  fight) 

Forthwith  a  power  of  Englifh  we  fhall  levy  ; 

Whofe  arms  were  moulded  in  their  mothers'  wombs 

To  chafe  thefe  pagans,  in  thofe  holy  fields, 

Over  whofe  acres  vvalk'd  thofe  blefTed  feet, 

A?,  Wh 
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Which,  fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  were  naijj'd., 
For  our  advantage,  oa  the  bitter  crofs. 
But  this  our  purpoie  is  a  twelve-month  old, 
And  bootlefs  'tis  to  tell  yon — we  will  go  : 
Therefore  we  meet  not  now. — Then  let  me  hear 
Of  you,  my  gentle  coufin  Weftmoreland, 
What  yefternight  our  council  did  decree, 
In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience. 

Weft,  My  liege,  this  hafte  was  hot  in  queftion, 
And  many  limits  of  the  charge  fet  down 
But  yefternight :  when,  all  athwart,  there  came 
Apofl  from  Wales,  loader*  with  heavy  news ; 
Whofe  worft  was — that  the  noble  Mortimer, 
Leading  the  men  of  Herefordfhire  to  fight 
Againftthe  irregular  and  wild  Glendower, 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Welchman  taken, 
And  a  thoufand  of  his  people  butchered  : 
Upon  whofe  dead  corpfe  there  was  fuchmifufe, 
Such  beaflly,  fh^meleis  transformation, 
By  thefe  Welchwomen  done,  as  may  not  be, 
Without  much  fhame,  retold  or  fpoken  of. 

K,  Henry,    It  feems    then,   that  the  tidings   of  this 
broil 
Brake  off  our  bufinefs  for  the  Holy  land. 

ff  eft.  This,   match'd  with  other,  did,  my  gracious 
lord  ; 
For  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  news 
Came  from  the  north,  and  thus  it  did  import. 
On  Holy-rood  day,  the  gallant  Hotipur  there, 
Ycund  Harry  Percy,  and  brave  Archibald, 
That  ever  valiant  and  approved  Scot, 
At  Holmedon  met, 

Where  they  did  fpend  a  fad  and  bloody  hour ; 
As  by  diicharge  of  their  artillery, 
And  i'hape  of  likelihood,  the  news  was  told  ; 
For  he  that  brought  it,  in  the  very  heat 
And  pride  of  their  contention  did  take  horfe, 
Uncertain  of  the  iflue  any  way. 

K.  Henry.  Here  is  a  dear  and  true  induftrious  friend, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horfe, 

StainV 
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Stain  d  witn  the  variation  of  each  foil 

Betwixt  that  Holmedon  and  this  feat  of  ours ; 

And  he  hath  brought  us  finooth  and  welcome  news. 

The  earl  of  Douglas  is  discomfited  ; 

Ten  thoufand  bold  Scots,  two  and  twenty  knights, 

Balk'd  in  their  own  blood,  did  Sir  Walter  fee 

On  Holmedon's  plains  :  of  prifoners^  Hotfpur  took 

Mordake  the  earl  of  Fife,  and  eld  eft  lbn 

To  beaten  Douglas  ;  and  the  earls 

Of  Athol,  Murray,  Angus,  and  Menteith. 

And  is  not  this  an  honourable  fpoil  ? 

A  gallant  prize  ?  ha,  coufin,  is  it  not  ? 

W'eft.   Faith,  'tis  a  conqueftfor  a  prince  to  boaft  of, 

K.  Henry.  Yea,  there  thou  mak'ft  me  fad,  and  rnak'ft 
me  fin 
In  envy  that  my  lord  Northumberland 
Should  be  the  father  of  lb  bleft  a  lbn  : 
A  fon,  who  is  the  theme  of  honour's  tongue ; 
Amongft  a  grove,  the  very  ftraiteft  plant ; 
Who  is  fweet  fortune's  minion,  and  her  pride  : 
Whilft  I,  by  looking  on  the  praife  of  him, 
See  riot  and  difhonourftain  the  brow 
Of  my  young  Harry.     O,  that  it  could  be  prov'd, 
That  lb  me  night- tripping  fairy  had  exchang'd 
In  cradle-cloths  our  children  where  they  lay, 
And  call'd  mine — Percy,  his — Plantagenet ! 
Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  mine. 
But  let  him   from  my  thoughts  : — What  think  you, 

coz', 
Of  this  young  Percy's  pride  ?  the  prifoners, 
Which  he  in  this  adventure  hath  furpris'd, 
To  his  own  ufe  he  keeps  ;  and  fends  me  word, 
I  fhall  have  none  but  Mordake,  earl  of  Fife. 

Weft.  This  is  his  uncle's  teaching,  this  is  Worcefler... 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  aipe&s  ; 
Which  makes  him  prune  himfelf,  and  brifhle  up 
The  creft  of  youth  againft  your  dignity. 

K,  Henry.  But  I  have  fent  for  him  to  arifwer  this  ; 
And,  for  this  caufe,  a  while  we  mult  neglect 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  Jerufalem. 

A  3  Coufin, 
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Coufift,  on  Wednefday  next  our  council  we 
Will  hold  at  Windfor,  fo  inform  the  lords  i 
But  come  yourfelf  with  fpeed  to  us  again ; 
For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to  be  done, 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

Weji.  I  will,  my  liege.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  II.    An  Apartment  belonging  to  the  Prince* 
Enter  Henry,  Prince  oflVales,  and  Sir  John  Falst  AFF. 

Fal.  Now,  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad  ? 

P.  Henryi  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted,  with  drinking  of 
old  fack,  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  {upper,  and 
fleeping  upon  benches  after  noon,  that  thou  hail  for- 
gotten to  demand  that  truly  which  thou  wouldft 
truly  know.  What  a  devil  haft  thou  to  do  with  the 
time  of  the  day  ?  Unlefs  hours  were  cups  of  fack,  and 
minutes  capons,  and  clocks  the  tongues  of  bawds, 
and  dials  the  figns  of  leaping-houfes,  and  the  blelTecl 
fun  himfelf  a  fair  hot  wench  in  flame-colour' d  taffeta; 
I  fee  no  reafon,  why  thou  fhouldft  be  fo  fuperfluous, 
to  demand  the  time  of  the  day, 

Fal.  Indeed,  you  come  near  mc  now,  Hal :  for  we, 
that  take  purfes,  go  by  the  moon  and  feven  ftars ;  and 
not  by  Phoebus — he,  that  wand'' ring  knight  fo  fair \  And, 
f  pray  thee,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  king — as,  God 
lave  thy  grace  (majefty,  I  fhould  fay  ;  for  grace  thou 
wilt  have  none) 

P.  Henry.  What  !   none  ? 

Fal.  No,  by  my  troth;  not  fo  much  as  will  ferve  to 
be  prologue  to  an  egg  and  butter. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  how  then?  come,  roundly,  roundly, 

Fal.  Marry,  then,  fweet  wag,  when  thou  art  my 
king,  let  not  us,  that  are  fquires  of  the  night's  body,  be 
call'd  thieves  of  the  day's  beauty  ;  let  us  be — Diana's 
forefter?,  gentlemen  of  the  made,  minions  of  the 
moon :  And  let  men  fay,  we  be  men  of  good  govern- 
ment; being  govern'd  as  the  fea  is,  by  our  noble  and 
•  chafle  miftrefs  the  moon,  under  whofc  countenance 
we      ■  ideal. 

P.  Henry. 
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P.  Henry*  Thou  fay'fl  well  ;  and  it  holds  well  too  : 
the  fortune  of  us,  that  are  the  moon's  men,  doth 
ebb  and  flow  like  the  fea ;  being  govern'd  as  the  lea 
is,  by  the  moon.  As,  for  proof,  now  :  A  purfe  of 
gold  moll  refolutely  fnatch'd  on  Monday  night,  and 
moil  diilblutely  fpent  on  Tuefday  morning ;  got 
with  {"wearing — lay  by  ;  and  fpent  with  crying — bring 
in  :  now,  in  as  low  an  ebb  as  the  feot  of  the  ladder; 
and,  by  and  by,  in  as  high  a  flow  as  the  ridge  of  the 
gallows. 

FaL  By  the  lord,  thou  fay'ft  true,  lad.  And  is 
not  my  hoilefs  of  the  tavern  a  mofl  fweet  wench  ? 

P.  Henry,  As  the  honey  of  Hybla,  my  old  lad  of 
the  caille.  And  is  not  a  SufF  jerkin  a  mofl  fweet  robe 
of durance? 

FaL  How  now,  how  now,  mad  wag  ?  what,  in  thy 
quips,  and  thy  quiddities  ?  what  a  plague  have  I  to  do 
with  a  buff  jerkin? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my 
hoilefs  of  the  tavern  ? 

FaL  Well,  thou  hail  call'd  her  to  a  reckoning  many 
a  time  and  oft. 

P,  Henry.  Did  I  ever  call  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 

FaL  No  ;  I'll  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  hail  paid  all 
there. 

P.  Henry.  Yea,  and  elfewhere,  Co  far  as  my  coin 
would  ilretch ;  and,  where  it  would  not,  I  have  us'd 
my  credit. 

FaL  Yea,  and  fa  us'd  it,  that,  were  it  not  here  ap- 
parent that  thou  art  heir  apparent — But,  I  pr'ythee, 
fweet  wag,  fhall  there  be  gallows  (landing  in  England 
when  thou  art  king  ?  and  refolution  thus  fobb'd  as  it 
w,  with  the  rufly  curb  of  old  father  antick  the  law  } 
Do  not  thou,  when  thou  art  king,  hang  a  thief. 

P.  Henry.   No  ;  thou  (halt. 

FaL  Shall  I  ?  O  rare  !  By  the  Lord,  I'll  be  a  bravo 
judge. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  judgeft  falfe,  already :  I  mean, 
thou  fhalt  have  the  hanging  of  the  thieves,  and  fo 
become  a  rare  hangman. 
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FaL  Well,  Hal,  well ;  and  in  fome  fort  it  jumps 
with  my  humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  court,  t 
can  tell  you. 

P.  Henry.  For  obtaining  of  fuits  ? 

FaL  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  fuits ;  whereof  the  hang-* 
man  hath  no  lean  wardrobe.  'Sblood,  I  am  as  me- 
lancholy as  a  gib  cat,  or  a  lugg'd  bear. 

P.  Henry.  Or  an  old  lion  ;  or  a  lover's  lute. 

FaL  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  Lihcolnfhire  bagpipe. 

P.  Henry.  What  fay 'ft  thou  to  a  hare,  or  the  me- 
lancholy of  Moor-ditch  ? 

FaL  Thou  haft  the  molt  unfavoury  fimilies ;  and 
art,  indeed,  the  molt  comparative,  rafcallieft — fweet 
young  prince — But,  Hal,  I  pr'ythee,  trouble  me  no 
more  with  vanity.  I  would  to  God,  thou  and  I  knew 
where  a  commodity  of  good  names  were  to  be  bought : 
An  old  lord  of  the  council  rated  me  the  other  day  in 
the  ftreet  about  you,  fir ;  but  I  mark'd  him  not :  and 
yet  he  talk'd  very  wifely  ;  but  I  regarded  him  not : 
and  yet  he  talk'd  wifely,  and  in  the  ftreet  too. 

P.  Henry.  Thou  did'lt  well ;  for  wifdom  cries  out 
in  the  ftreets,  and  no  man  regards  it. 

Fal.  O,  thou  halt  damnable  iteration ;  and  art, 
indeed,  able  to  corrupt  a  faint.  Thou  haft  done  much 
harm  upon  me,  Hal — God  forgive  thee  for  it !  Before 
1  knew  thee,  Hal,  I  knew  nothing  ;  and  now  am  I, 
if  a  man  fhould  fpeak  truly,  little  better  than  one  of 
the  wicked.  I  muft  give  over  this  life,  and  I  will  give 
it  over  ;  by  the  lord,  an  I  do  not,  I  am  a  villain  ;  I'll 
be  damn'd  for  never  a  king's  fon  in  Chriftendom. 

P.  Henry.  Where  fhall  we  take  a  purfe  to-morrow, 
Jack  ? 

FaL  Where  thou  wilt,  lad,  I'll  make  one;  an  I  do 
not,  call  me  villain,  and  barUe  me. 

P.  Henry.  I  fee  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee  ; 
from  praying,  to  purfe -taking. 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  'tis  my  vocation,  Hal  ;  'tis  na 
fin  for  a  man  to  labour  in  his  vocation.  Poins  ! — 
Now  fhall  we  know,  if  Gadfhill  have  let  a  match.  O, 
if  men  were  to  be  fav'd  by  merit,  what  hole  in  hert 
were  hot  enough  for  him  ? 

Enter 
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Enier  Poins. 

This  is  the  mofl  omnipotent  villain,  that  ever  cry'd, 
Stand,  to  a  true  man. 

P.  Henry.  Good  morrow,  Ned. 

Poins,  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hal. — What  fays  Mon- 
fieur  Remorfe  ?  What  fays  Sir  John  Sack-and-Sugar  ? 
jack,  how  agrees  the  devil  and  thee  about  thy  foul, 
that  thou  foldefl  him  on  Good-friday  laft,  for  a  cup 
of  Madeira,  and  a  cold  capon's  leg? 

P.  Henry.  Sir  John  Hands  to  his  word,  the  deviL 
fhall  give  his  bargain;  for  he  was  never  yet  a  breaker 
of  proverbs,  He  will  give  the  devil  his  due. 

Poins.  Then  art  thou  damn'd  for  keeping  thy  word 
with  the  devil. 

P.  Henry.  Eife  he  had  been  damn'd  for  cozening  the 
devil. 

Poms.  But,  my  lads,  my  lads,  to-morrow  morning, 
by  four  o'clock,  early  at  Gads-Hill  :  There  are  pil- 
grims going  to  Canterbury  wich  rich  offerings,  and 
traders  riding  to  London  with  fat  purfes :  I  have  vi- 
fors  for  you  all,  you  have  horfes  for  yourlelves  : 
Gadfhill  lies  to-night  in  Rochefter ;  I  have  befpoke 
fnpper  to-morrow  night  in  Eaftcheap.  We  may  do  it 
as  iecure  as  ileep:  It  you  will  go,  I  will  fluff  your 
purfes  full  of  crowns;  if  you  will  not,  tarry  at  home, 
and  be  hang'd. 

Fal.  Here  ye,  Yedward  ;  if  I  tarry  at  home,  and  go 
not,  I'll  hang  you  for  going. 

Poins.  You  will,  chops  ? 

Fal.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one  ? 

P.  Henry.  Who,  I  rob?  I  a  thief?  not  I,  by  my 
faith. 

Fal.  There's  neither  honefty,  manhood,  nor  good 
fellowfhip  in  thee  ;  nor  thou  cam'lt  not  of  the  blood 
royal,  if  thou  dar'ft  not  ftand  for  ten  fhillings. 

P.  He?iry.  W^ell  then,  once  in  my  days  I'll  be  a 
mad -cap. 

Fal.  Why,  that's  well  faid. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  come  what  will,  I'll  tarry  at  home. 

Fal. 
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FaL  By  the  lord,  I'll  be  a  traitor  then,  when  thou 
art  king. 

P.  Henry.  I  care  not. 

Polns.  Sir  John,  I  pr'ythee,  leave  the  prince  and 
me  alone ;  1  will  lay  him  down  fuch  reafons  for  this 
adventure,  that  he  (hall  go. 

FaL  W ell,  mayft  thou  have  the  fpirit  of  perfua- 
fion,  and  he  the  cars  of  profiting,  that  what  thou 
fpeakefl  may  move,  and  what  he  hears  may  be  be- 
lieved, that  the  true  prince  may  (for  recreation  fake) 
prove  a  falfe  thief;  for  the  poor  abufes  of  the  time 
want  countenance.  Farewel  :  You  mall  find  me  in 
Eaftcheap. 

P.  Henry.  Farewel,  thou  latter  fpring  !  farewel, 
All-hallown  fnmmer  !  [Exit  Falstaff. 

Poms,  Now,  my  good  fweet  honey  lord,  ride  with 
us  to-morrow;  I  have  a  jeft  to  execute,  that  I  cannot 
manage  alone.  FalflafF,  Bardolph,  Peto,  and  Gad- 
fhill,  mail  rob  thofe  men  that  we  have  already  way- 
laid ;  yourfelf,  and  I,  will  not  be  there  :  and  when 
they  have  the  booty,  if  you  and  I  do  not  rob  them, 
cut  this  head  from  my  fhonlders. 

P.  Henry.  But  how  fhall  we  part  with  them  in  fet- 
ting  forth  f 

Poms.  Why,  we  will  fet  forth  before  or  after  them, 
and  appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at 
our  pleafnre  to  fail  ;  and  then  will  they  adventure 
upon  the  exploit  themfelves :  which  they  fhall  have 
no  fooner  achieved,  but  we'll  fet  upon  them. 

P.  Henry.  Ay,  but,  'tis  like,  that  they  will  know 
us,  by  our  horfes,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every  other 
appointment,  to  be  ourfelves. 

Poms.  Tut !  our  horfes  they  fhall  not  fee,  I'll  tie 
them  in  the  wood  ;  our  vilors  we  fhall  change,  after 
we  leave  them  ;  and,  iirrah,  I  have  cafes  of  buckram 
for  the  nonce,  to  inmafk  our  noted  outward  gar- 
ments. 

P.  Henry.  But  I  doubt,  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 

Poms.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be 
as  true-bred  cowards  as  ever  turn'd  back;  and  for  the 

third, 
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third,  if  he  fight  longer  than  he  fees  reafon,  Til  fcr- 
iwear  arms.  The  virtue  of  this  jeft  will  be,  the  in- 
comprehensible lies  that  this  fame  fat  rogue  will  tell 
us,  when  we  meet  at  fupper  :  how  thirty,  at  lead,  he 
fought  with  ;  what  wards,  what  blows,  what  extre- 
mities he  endured;  and  in  the  reproof  of  this,  lies  the 

jeft. 

P.  Henry,  Well,  I'll  go  with  thee  ;  provide  us  all 
things  necefTary,  and  meet  me  to-morrow  night  in 
Eaftcheap;  there  Til  fup.     Farewel. 

Poins.  Farewel,  my  lord.  [Exit  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idlenefs : 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  fun; 
"Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  clouds 
To  fmdther  up  his  beauty  from  the  world, 
That,  when  he  pleafe  again  to  be  himfelf, 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wonder' d  at, 
By  breaking  through'the  foul  and  ugly  mills 
Of  vapours,  that  did  feern  toftrangle  him. 
If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 
To  fport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work; 
But,  when  they  feldom  come,  they  wifh'd  for  come, 
And  nothing  pleafeth  but  rare  accidents. 
So,  when  this  loofe  behaviour  I  throw  off, 
And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promifed, 
By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am, 
By  lb  much  mall  I  falfify  men's  hopes; 
And,  like  bright  metal  on  afullen  ground, 
My  reformation,  glittering  o'er  my  fault, 
Shall  fhewmore  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes, 
Than  that  which  "hath  no  foil  to  fet  it  off. 
I'll  fo  offend,  to  make  offence  a  ikill ; 
Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  leafl  I  will.      [Exit, 

SCENE     III.     An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Northumberland,  Worcester, 
Hotspur,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  others. 
X,  Henry.  Myblood  hath  been  too  cold  and  temperate, 

Unapt 
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Unapt  to  ftk  at  thefe  indignities. 

And  you  have  found  me  ;  for,  accordingly, 

You  tread  upon  my  patience  :  but,  be  fure, 

I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  myfelf, 

Mighty,  and  to  be  fear'd,  than  my  condition; 

Which  hath  been  fmooth  as  oil,  foft  as  young  down, 

And  therefore  loft  that  title  of  refpedr, 

Which  the  proud  foul  ne'er  pays,  but  to  the  proud. 
Wor .  Our  houfe,  my  fovereign  liege,  little  deferves 

The  fcourge  of  greatnefs  to  be  ufed  on  it ; 

And  that  fame  greatnefs  too  which  our  own  hands 

Have  holp  to  makefo  portly. 

North.  My  lord 

K.  Henry.  Worcefter,  get  thee  gone,  for  I  do  fee 

Danger  and  difobedience  in  thine  eye  : 

O,  fir,  your  prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 

And  majefty  might  never  yet  endure 

The  moody  frontier  of  a  fervant  brow. 

You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us ;  when  we  need 

Your  ufe  and  counfel,  we  fhall  fend  for  you 

[Exit  Worcester, 
You  were  about  to  fpeak.  [To  Northumb. 

North.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 
Thofe  prifoners  in  your  highnefs'  name  demanded, 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took, 
Were,  as  he  fays,  not  with  fuch  ftrength  deny'd 
As  is  deliver'd  to  your  majefty  : 
Either  envy,  therefore,  or  mifprifion, 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  fon. 

Hot,  My  liege,  I  did  deny  no  prifoners. 
But,  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done, 
When  I  was  dry  wjith  rage,  and  extreme  toil, 
Breathlefs  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  fword, 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  and  trimly  drefs\is 
Frefh  as  a  bridegroom  ;  and  his  chin,  new  reap'd, 
Shew'd  like  a  ftubble  land  at  harveft-home  : 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner  ; 
And  'twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb  he  held 
A  pouncet-box,  which  ever  and  anon 
He  gave  his  nofe3  and  took't  away  again  $ 

Wh» 
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Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there. 

Took  it  in  fnuff : — and  flill  he  fmil'd,  and  talk'd  ; 

And,   as  the  ibkliers  bare  dead  bodies  by, 

HecallM  them — -untaught  knaves,  unmannerly, 

To  bring  a  flovenly  unhandfome  corfe 

Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility. 

With  many  holiday  and  lady  terms 

He  queftion'd  me  ;  among  the  reft  demanded 

My  priibners,  in  your  majefty's  behalf. 

I  then,  all  fmarting,  with  my  wounds  being  cold, 

To  be  fo  pefter'd  with  a  popinjay, 

Out  of  my  grief  and  my  impatience, 

Anfwer'd,  neglectingly,  I  know  not  what; 

He  fhould,  or  he  fhould  not ;  for  he  made  me  mad, 

To  fee  him  fhine  fo  brifk,  and  fmell  fo  fweet, 

And  talk  fo  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman, 

Of  guns,   and  drums,    and  wounds    (God   fave  the 

mark  !) 
And  telling  me,  the  ibvereign'ft  thing  on  earth 
WTas  parmacity,  for  an  inward  bruife  ; 
And  that  it  was  great  pity,  fo  it  was, 
That  villanous  falt-petre  fhould  be  digg'd 
Out  of  the  bowels  of  theharmlefs  earth, 
\Vhich  many  a  good  tall  fellow  had  deftroyM 
So  cowardly;  and,  but  for  the  fe  vile  guns, 
He  would  himfelf  have  been  a  foldier. 
This  bald  unjointed  chat  of  his,  my  lord, 
I  anfwer'd  indirectly,  as  I  faid  ; 
And,  I  befeech  you,  let  not  his  report 
Come  current  for  an  accufation, 
Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  majefty. 

Blunt.  The  circumftance  conftder'd,  good  my  lord, 
Whatever  Harry  Percy  then  had  faid, 
To  fuch  a  perfon,  and  in  fuch  a  place, 
At  fuch  a  time,  with  all  the  reft  retold, 
May  reafonably  die,  and  never  rife 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  than  he  faid,  fo  he  unfay  it  now. 

K.  Henry,  Why,  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prifoners  ; 
J3ut  with  provifo,  and  exception — 

That 
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That  we,  at  our  own  charge,  fhall  ranfom  ftraight 
His  brother-in-law,  the  foolifh  Mortimer  ; 
Who,  on  my  foul,  hath  wilfully  betray 'd 
The  lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  fight 
Againftthe  great  magician,  damn'd  Glcndowcf; 
Whofe  daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  marry'd.     Shall  our  coffers  then 
Be  empty'd,  to  redeem  a  traitor  home  ? 
Shall  we  buy  trcafon  ?   and  indent  with  fears, 
When  they  have  loft  and  forfeited  themfelves  } 
No,  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  ftarve; 
For  I  fhall  never  hold  that  man  my  friend, 
Whofe  tongue  ihall  afk  me  for  one  penny  cofl 
To  ranfom  home  revolted  Mortimer. 

Hot.  Revolted  Mortimer  ! 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  fovereign  liege, 
But  by  the  chance  of  war  ; — To  prove  that  true. 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue,  for  all  thofe  wounds, 
Thofe  mouthed  wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took. 
When,  on  the  gentle  Severn's  fedgy  bank, 
In  fingle  opposition,  hand  to  hand, 
He  did  confound  the  beft  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendower: 
Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did  they 

drink, 
Upon  agreement,  of  fwift  Severn's  flood  ; 
Who  then,  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks, 
Kan  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds, 
And  hid  his  crifp  head  in  the  hollow  bank 
Blood-ftained  with  thefc  valiant  combatants. 
Never  did  bare  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  wounds ; 
Nor  never  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  lb  many,  and  all  willingly  : 
Then  let  him  not  be  flander'd  with  revolt. 

K.  Henry.  Thou   doll  belie  him,   Percy,  thou   doft 
belie  him, 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendower; 
I  tell  thee,  he  durit  as  well  have  met  the  devil  alone, 
As  Owen  Glendower  for  an  enemy. 

Art 
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Art  not  alham'd  ?  But,  firrah,  henceforth 

Let  me  not  hear  you  ipeak  of  Mortimer  : 

Send  me  your  prifoners  with  the  fpeedieft  means, 

Or  you  fhall  hear  in  iuch  a  kind  from  me 

As  will  difpleafe  you. — My  lord  Northumberland, 

We  licenfe  your  departure  with  your  fon  : 

Send  us  your  prifoners,  or  you'll  hear  of  it. 

[Exit  King  Henrv. 

Hot,  And  if  the  devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  fend  them  : — I  will  after  ftraight, 
And  tell  him  fo  ;  for  I  will  eaie  my  heart, 
Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  head. 

North,  What,  drunk  with  choler  !  fray,  and  paufe  a 
while; 
Here  comes  your  uncle. 

Re-enter  Worcester. 

Hot.  Speak  of  Mortimer ! 
Yes,  I  will  lpeak  of  him;  and  let  my  foul 
Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him  : 
Yea,  on  his  part,  I'll  empty  all  thefe  veins, 
And  (lied  my  dear  blood  drop  by  drop  i'  the  duft, 
But  I  will  lift  the  down-trod  Mortimer 
As  high  i'  the  air  as  this  unthankful  king, 
As  this  ingrate  and  canker' d  Bolingbroke. 

North,  Brother,  the  king  hath  made  your  nephew 
mad.  [To  Worcestep., 

IVor,  Who  ftrook  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone  ? 

Hot,  He  will,  forfooth,  have  all  my  prifoners : 
And  when  I  urg'd  the  ranfom  once  again 
Of  my  wife's  brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale 
And  on  my  face  he  turn'd  an  eye  of  death, 
Trembling  even  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

ffor,  I  cannot  blame  him ;  Was  he  not  proclaim'd, 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  blood  ? 

North,  He  was ;  I  heard  the  proclamation  : 
And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  king 
(Whofe  wrongs  in  us  God  pardon  !)  did  fet  forth 
Upon  his  I  rim  expedition  ; 
From  whence  he,  intercepted,  did  return 

B  To 
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To  be  deposed,  and,  fhortly,  murdered. 

IVor.  And  for  whofe  death,  we  in  the  world's  wide 
mouth 
Live  fcandaliz'd,  and  foully  fpoken  of. 

Hot.  But,  foft,  I  pray  you  ;  Did  king  Richard  then 
Proclaim  my  brother  Edmund  Mortimer 
Heir  to  the  crown  ? 

North.  He  did;  myfelf  did  hear  it. 

Hot.  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  coufin  king, 
That  wiflrd  him  on  the  barren  mountains  ftarv'd. 
But  fhall  it  be,  that  you — that  fet  the  crown 
Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man  ; 
And,  for  his  fake,  wear  the  detefted  blot 
Of  murd'rous  fubordination — fhall  it  be, 
That  you  a  world  of  curfes  undergo  ; 
Being  the  agents,  or  bafe  fecond  means, 
The  cords,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangman  rather  ? 
O,  pardon  me,  that  I  defcend  fo  low 
To  mew  the  line,  and  the  predicament, 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  fubtle  king. — 
Shall  it,  for  fhame,  be  fpoken  in  thefe  days, 
Or  fill  up  chronicles  in  time  to  come, 
That  men  of  your  nobility,  and  power, 
Did  ?gage  them  both  in  an  unjuft  behalf— 
As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it !  have  done— 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  fweet  lovely  rofe, 
And  plant  this  thorn,  this  canker,  Bolingbroke  ? 
And  fhall  it,  in  more  fhame,  be  further  fpoken, 
That  you  are  fool'd,  difcarded,  and  fhook  off 
By  him,  for  whom  thefe  fhames  ye  underwent  ? 
No;  yet  time  ferves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  banifli'd  honours,  and  reftore  yourfelves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again  : 
Revenge  the  jeering,  and  difdain'd  contempt, 
Of  this  proud  king  ;  who  fludies,  day  and  night, 
To  arifwer  all  the  debt  he  owes  to  you, 
Even  with  the  bloody  payment  of  your  deaths.. 
Therefore,  I  fay- — *T 

Wor»  Peace,  coufin,  fay  no  more  : 
And  now  I  will  unc*afb  a  fecret  book, 

And 
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And  to  your  quick-conceiving  difcontenrs 
I'll  read  you  matter,  deep,  and  dangerous  ; 
As  full  of  peril,  and  advent'rous  fpirit, 
As  to  o'er-walk  a  current,  roaring  loud, 
On  the  unfteadfaft  footing  of  a  fpear. 

Hot.  If  he  fall  in,  good  night : — or  link  or  fwim  :~* 
Send  danger  from  the  eaffc  unto  the  weft, 
So  honour  crofs  it  from  the  north  to  fouth, 
And  let  them  grapple;'— Oi  the  blood  more  ftirs, 
To  roufe  a  lion,  than  to  ftart  a  hare. 

North.  Imagination  of  fome  great  exploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Hot.  By  heaven,  methinks,  it  were  an  eafy  leap. 
To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  moon  ! 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 
Where  fathom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground, 
And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  by  the  locks ; 
So  he,  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear, 
Without  corrival,  all  her  dignities  : 
But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  fellowfhip  ! 

Wor.  He  apprehends  a  world  of  figures  here, 
But  not  the  form  of  what  he  fhould  attend.—* 
Good  coufln,  give  me  audience  for  a  while* 

Hot.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Wor.  Thole  fame  noble  Scots, 
That  are  your  prifoners 

Hot.  Til  keep  them  all; 
By  heaven,  he  fhall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them  ; 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  fave  his  foul,  he  fhall  not : 
I'll  keep  them  by  this  hand. 

Wor.  You  Hart  away, 
And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purpofes. — » 
Thofe  prifoners  you  fhall  keep. 

Hot.  Nay,  I  will;  that's  flat: 

He  faid,  he  would  not  ranfom  Mortimer ; 
Forbad  my  tongue  to  fpeak  of  Mortimer ; 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  afleep, 
And  in  his  ear  I'll  holla — Mortimer  ! 
Nay,  I'll  have  a  ftarling  fhall  be  taught  to  fpeak 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him, 
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To  keep  his  anger  ftill  in  motion. 

IVor*  Hear  you,  coufin  ;  a  word. 

Hot.  All  fludies  here  I  folemly  defy, 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bolingbroke : 
And  that  fame  fword-and-buckler  prince  of  Wales— 
But  that  I  think  his  father  loves  him  not, 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  fome  mifchance, 
I'd  have  him  poifon'd  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

Wor.  Farewel,  kinfman !  I  will  talk  to  you, 
When  you  are  temper'd  to  attend. 

North,  Why,  what  a  wafp -flung  and  impatient  fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood ; 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own  ! 

Hot.  Why,  look  you,    I  am  whipp'd  and  fcourg'd 
with  rods, 
Nettled  and  flung  with  pifmires,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  politician,  Bolingbroke. 
In  Richard's  time — What  do  you  call  the  place?— 
A  plague  upon't ! — it  is  in  Gloflerlhire  ;— 
?Twas  where  the  mad-cap  duke  his  uncle  kept, 

His  uncle  York  ; where  I  firfl  bow'd  my  knee 

Unto  this  king  of  fmiles,  this  Bolingbroke, 
When  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ravenfpurg. 

North.  At  Berkley  caflle. 

Hot.  You  fay  true  : 

Why,  what  a  candy'd  deal  of  courtefy 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me  ! 
Lcx^ — when  his  infant  fortune  came  to  age — 
And — gentle  Harry  Percy — and  kind  coufin — 

O,    the  devil  take   fuch  cozeners ! God    forgive 

me  ! 

Good  uncle,  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done. 

If  or.  Nay,  If  you  have  not,  to't  agin  ; 
We'll  flay  your  leifure. 

Hot.  I  have  done,  i'faith. 

Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottifh  prifoners. 
Deliver  them  up  without  their  ranfom  ftraight, 
And  make  the  Douglas'  ion  your  only  mean 
For  powers  in  Scotland  ;  which — for  divers  reafons, 
Which  I  fhall  fend  you  written — be  affnr'd, 
Will  eafily  be  granted. — You,  my  lord— [To  North. 

Your 
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Your  Ton  in  Scotland  being  thus  employ'd— * 
Shall  fecretly  into  the  bofoin  creep 
Of  that  fame  noble  prelate,  well  belov'd, 
The  archbifhop. 

Hot.  Of  York,  is't  not  ? 

Wor.  True  ;  who  bears  hard 
His  brother's  death  at  Briflol,  the  lord  Scroop. 
I  fpeak  not  this  in  eftimation, 
As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  fet  down  ; 
And  only  flays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occafion  that  fhall  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  Ifmell  it;  upon  my  life,  it  will  do  well. 

North.  Before  the  game's  a  foot,  thou  ftill  let' ft  flip. 

Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  choofe  but  be  a  noble  plot  :— 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland,  and  of  York, 
Tojoin  with  Mortimer,  ha  ? 

IVor.  And  fo  they  fhall. 

Hot.  In  faith,  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim'd. 

IVor.  And  'tis  no  little  reafon  bids  us  fpeed, 
To  fave  our  heads  by  railing  of  a  head  : 
For,  bear  ourfelves  as  even  as  we  can, 
The  king  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt; 
And  think  we  think  ourfelves  unfatisfy'd, 
'Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home. 
And  fee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  ftrangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does;  we'll  be  revenged  on  him. 

If  or.  Couiin,  farewel  : — No  further  go  in  this, 
Than  I  by  letters  fhall  direct  your  courfe. 
When  time  is  ripe  (which  will  be  fuddenly) 
I'll  fleal  to  Glendower,  and  lord  Mortimer  ; 
Where  you  and  Douglas,  and  our  power  at  once 
(As  I  will  fafhion  it),  fhall  happily  meet, 
To  bear  our  fortunes  in  our  own  ftrong  arms, 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North.  Farewel,  good  brother:  We  fhall  thrive,  I  truft. 

Hot.  Uncle,  adieu  : — O,  let  the  hours  be  fhort ! 
Till  fields,  and  blows,  and  groans,  applaud  our  fport ! 

[Exeunt* 
B  3  ACT 


20  FIRST  PART  OP 


ACT  II. 

SCENE    I.     An  Inn-Yard  at  Rochefter. 

Enter  a  Carrier,  with  a   Lantern  in  his  hand, 

I  Carrier, 

Heigh  ho  !  An't  be  not  four  by  the  day,  I'll  be 
hang'd  :  Charles'  wain  is  over  the  new  chimney,  and  yet 
our  horfe  not  pack'd.     What,  oilier  ! 

Oft,  [PPithin.~]  Anon,  anon. 

i  Car,  I  pr'ythee,  Tom,  beat  Cut's  faddle,  put  a 
few  flocks  in  the  point ;  the  poor  jade  is  wrung  in  the 
withers  out  of  all  eels. 

Enter  amther  Carrier* 

1  Car,  Peafe  and  beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a  dog, 
and  that  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades  the  bots  : 
this  houfe  is  turn'd  upfide  down,  fince  Robin  oilier 
dy'd. 

i  Car,  Poor  fellow  !  never  joy'd  fince  the  price 
of  oats  rofe ;  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

2  Car.  I  think,  this  be  the  moll  villanous  houfe  in 
all  London  road  for  fleas  :  I  am  flung  like  a  tench. 

i  Car.  Like  a  tench  !  by  the  rnafs,  there  is  ne'er  a 
king  in  Chriftendom  could  be  better  bit  than  I  hav# 
been  fince  the  fir  ft  cock. 

2  Car,  Why,  they  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  jourden, 
and  then  we  leak  in  your  chimney  ;  and  your'cham- 
ber-lie  breeds  fleas  like  a  loach. 

i  Car.  What,  oilier !  come  away,  and  be  hang'd, 
come  away. 

2  Car.  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  razes  of 
ginger,  to  be  delivered  as  far  as  Charing-Crofs. 

i  Car,  'Odsbody  !  the  turkies  in  my  pannier  are 
♦quite  flarv'd. — What,  oftler  ! — A  plague  on  thee  !  haft 
thou  never  an  eye  in  thy  head  ?  canft  not  hear  ?  An 
re  not  as  good  a  deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate 
of  thee,  I  am  a  very  villain.— Come,  and  be  hang'd: — 
Haft  no  faith  in  thee  \ 

Enter 


King  henry  iv.  2.1 

Enter  Gad  skill* 

Gadf  Good  morrow,  carriers.     What's  o'clock  ? 

Car.  I  think,  it  be  two  o'clock. 

Gadf,  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  lantern,  to  fee  my 
gelding  in  the  liable. 

i  Car.  Nay,  foft,  I  pray  ye-;  I  know  a  trick  worth 
two  of  that,  i'faith. 

Gadf,  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thine. 

2  Car.  Ay,  when,  canft  tell? — Lend  me  thy  lantern, 
quoth  a? — marry,  I'll  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 

Gadf.  Sirrah  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to 
come  to  London  ? 

2  Car,  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle,  I 
warrant  thee. — Come,  neighbour  Mugges,  we'll  call 
up  the  gentlemen  ;  they  will  along  with  company,  for 
they  have  great  charge.  [Exeunt  Carriers. 

Enter  Chamberlain . 

Gadf  What,  ho  !  chamberlain  ! 

Chamb.  At  hand,  quoth  pick-purfe. 

Gadf,  That's  even  as  fair  as — at  hand,  quoth  the 
chamberlain  :  for  thou  varied  no  more  from  picking 
of  purfes,  than  giving  direction  doth  from  labouring; 
thou  layelt  the  plot  how. 

Chamb.  Good  morrow,  mailer  Gadfhill.  It  holds 
current,  that  I  told  you  yeilernight :  There's  a  frank- 
lin in  the  wild  of  Kent,  hath  brought  three  hundred 
marks  with  him  in  gold  :  I  heard  him  tell  it  to  one  of 
his  company,  la  ft  night  at  fupper  ;  a  kind  of  auditor; 
one  that  hath  abundance  of  charge  too,  God  knows 
what.  They  are  up  already,  and  call  for  eggs  and 
butter  :  They  will  away  prefently. 

Gadf,  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  faint  Nicholas' 
clerks,  I'll  give  thee  this  neck. 

Chamb.  No,  I'll  none  of  it :  I  pr'ythee,  keep  that 
for  the  hangman;  for,  I  know,  thou  worfhip'ft  faint 
Nicholas  as  truly  as  a  man  of  falfehood  may. 

Gadf  What  talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  the  hangman  ?  If 
I  hang,  I'll  make  a  fat  pair  of  gallows :  for,  if  I  hang, 
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old  Sir  John  hangs  with  me ;  and  thou  know'ft,  he's 
no  ftarvelling.  Tut !  there  are  other  Trojans  that 
thou  dream'fl  not  of,  the  which,  for  fport  fake,  are 
content  to  do  the  profeflion  fome  grace  ;  that  would, 
if  matters  fhould  be  look'd  into,  for  their  own  credit 
fake,  make  all  whole.  I  am  join'd  with  no  foot  land- 
rakers,  no  long-flaff,  fix-penny  linkers ;  none  of  thefe 
mad,  muflachio,  purple-hu'd  malt-worms  :  but  with 
nobility,  and  tranquillity ;  burgomaflers,  and  great 
oneyers;  fuch  as  can  hold  in;  fuch  as  will  ftrike 
fooner  than  fpeak,  and  fpeak  fooner  than  drink,  and 
drink  fooner  than  pray  :  And  yet  I  lie;  for  they  pray 
continually  unto  their  faint,  the  commonwealth  ;  or, 
lather,  not  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her  ;  for  they  ride 
up  and  down  on  her,  and  make  her  their  boots. 

Cham.  What,  the  commonwealth  their  boots  ?  will 
fhe  hold  out  water  in  foul  way  ? 

Gadf.  She  will,  fhe  will ;  juflice  hath  liquor' d  her. 
We  ileal  as  in  a  caflle,  cock- Jure  ;  we  have  the  receipt 
of  fern-feed,  we  walk  invifible, 

Cham.  Nay,  by  my  faith ;  I  think,  you  are  more 
beholden  to  the  night,  than  to  fern-feed,  for  your 
walking  invifible. 

Gadf.  Give  me  thy  hand  :  thou  (halt  have  a  fhare 
in  our  purchafe,  as  I  am  a  true  man. 

Cham.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  you  are  a  falfe 
thief. 

Gadf.  Go  to 5  Homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  men. 
- — Bid  the  oilier  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the  ftable. 
Farewel,  you  muddy  knave.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  II.     The  Road  by  Gads-Hi/L 
Enter    Prince    Henry,    Poins,   and    Peto. 
Poms.  Come,  fhelter,  fhelter;  I  have  remov'd  Fal- 
■.ftaft's  horfe,  and  he  frets  like  agumm'd  velvet. 
.    P.  Henry.  Stand  clofe. 

Enter  FalsTAFF. 

Val.  Poins  !  Poins,  and  be  hangM  !  Poins  ' 

P,  Heiu"\ 
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P.Henry.  Peace,    ye  fat-kidney'd  rafcal  j  What  a 
brawling  doit  thou  keep  ? 
Fal.  What,  Poins  !   Hal  ! 

P.Henry.  He  is  walk'd  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill; 
I'll  go  feek  him. 

Fal.  I  am  accurft  to  rob  in  that  thief's  company  : 
the  rafcal  hath  remov'd  my  horfe,  and  ty'd  him  I  know 
not  where.  If  I  travel  but  four  foot  by  the  fquare 
further  afoot,  I  (hail  break  my  wind.  Well,  I  doubt 
not  but  to  die  a  fair  death  for  all  this,  if  I  'fcape 
hanging  for  killing  that  rogue.  I  have  forfworn  his 
company  hourly  any  time  this  two  and  twenty  year, 
and  yet  I  am  bewitch'd  with  the  rogue's  company.  If 
the  rafcal  have  not  given  me  medicines  to  make  me 
love  him,  I'll  be  hang'd;  it  could  not  be  elfe  ;  I  have 
drunk  medicines. — Poins! — Hal! — a  plague  upon 
you  both  ! — Bardolph  ! — Peto  ! — I'll  ftarve  ere  I'll 
rob  a  foot  further.  An  'twere  not  as  good  as  a  deed 
as  drink,  to  turn  true  man,  and  to  leave  thefe  rogues, 
I  am  the  verieft  varlet  that  ever  chew'd  with  a  tooth. 
Eight  yards  of  uneven  ground,  is  threefcore  and  ten 
miles  afoot  with  me;  and  the  ftony-hearted  villains 
know  it  well  enough  :  A  plague  upon't,  when  thieves 
cannot  be  true  one  to  another  !  {they  whiftle.~\  Whew  ! 
— A  plague  upon  you  all!  Give  me  my  horfe,  you 
rogues;  give  me  my  horfe,  and  be  hang'd. 

P.  Henry.  Peace,  ye  fat-guts  !  lie  down  ;  lay  thine 
ear  clofe  to  the  ground,  and  lift  if  thou  canil  hear  the 
tread  of  travellers. 

Fal.  Have  you  any  levers  to  lift  me  up  again,  being 
down  ?  'Sblood,  I'll  not  bear  mine  own  flefh  fo  far 
afoot  again,  for  all  the  coin  in  thy  father's  exchequer. 
What  a  plague  mean  ye,  to  colt  me  thus  } 

P.  Henry.  Thou  Heft,  thou  art  not  coked,  thou  art 
uncolted. 

Fal.  I  pr'ythee,  good  prince  Hal,  help  me  to  my 
horfe  ;  good  king's  ion. 

F.  Henry.  Out,  you  rogue  !  fhall  I  be  your  oftler  ? 

Fal.  Go,  hang  thyfelf  in  thine  own  heir-apparent 
garters  !   If  I  be  ta'en,  I'll  peach  for  this.     An  I  have 

not 
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not  ballads  made  on  you  all,  and  fung  to  filthy  tunes, 
let  a  cup  of  fack  be  my  poifon  :  When  a  jeft  is  fo 
forward,  and  afoot  too  ! — I  hate  it. 

Enter  Gadshill. 

Gadf.  Stand. 

Fal.  So  I  do,  againft  my  will. 

Poms.  O,  'tis  our  fetter  ;  I  know  his  voice. 

Bard.  What  news  ? 

Gadf.  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye ;  on  with  your  vifors ; 
there's  money  of  the  king's  coming  down  the  hill,  'tis 
going  to  the  king's  exchequer. 

FaU  You  lie,  you  rogue  ;  'tis  going  to  the  king's 
tavern. 

Gadf.  There's  enough  to  make  us  all. 

Fal.  To  be  hang'd. 

P.  Henry.  Sirs,  you  four  fhall  front  them  in  the 
narrow  lane  ;  Ned  Poins,  and  I,  will  walk  lower ;  if 
they  'fcape  from  your  encounter,  then  they  light  on 
us. 

Peio.  But  how  many  be  there  of  them  ? 

Gadf.  Some  eight,  or  ten. 

Fal.  Zounds  !  will  they  not  rob  us  ? 

P.  Henry.  What,  a  coward,  Sir  John  Paunch  ? 

Fal.  Indeed,  I  am  not  John  of  Gaunt,  your  grand- 
father \  but  yet  no  coward,  Hal. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  we  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Poins.  Sirrah  Jack,  thy  horle  Hands  behind  the 
hedge;  when  thou  need'ft  him,  there  thou  fhalt  find 
him.     Farewel,  and  Hand  faft. 

Fal.  Now  cannot  I  ftrike  him,  if  I  mould  be  hang'd. 

P.  Hen.  Ned,  where  are  our  difguifes  ? 

Poins.  Here,  hard  by  ;  Hand  clofe. 

Fal.  Now,  my  matters,  happy  man  be  his  dole,  fay 
I ;  every  man  to  his  bulinefs. 

Enter  Travellers. 

Trav.  Gome,     neighbour;  the  boy  fhall  lead   our 
fiorfes  down  the  hill  :  we'll  walk  afoot  a  while,  and 
our  Ires. 

Thieves. 
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Thieves.  Stand. 

Trav.  Jem  blefs  us  ! 

Fal.  Strike;  down  with  them;  cut  the  villains* 
throats :  Ah !  whorefon  caterpillars  !  bacon-fed 
knaves !  they  hate  us  youth  :  down  with  them  ;  fleece 
them. 

Trav.  O,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours,  for 
ever. 

Fal.  Hang  ye,  gorbellied  knaves ;  Are  ye  undone  ? 
No,  ye  fat  chuffs  ;  I  would,  your  ftore  were  here  I 
On,  bacons,  on  !  What,  ye  knaves  ?  young  men  mull 
live  :  You  are  grand-jurors,  are  ye  ?  We'll  jure  ye, 
i' faith.  [Here  they  rob  and  bind  them*     [Exeunt. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  and  Poins. 

P.  Hen.  The  thieves  have  bound  the  true  men  :  Now 
could  thou  and  I  rob  the  thieves,  and  go  merrily  to 
London,  it  would  be  argument  for  a  week,  laughter 
for  a  month,  and  a  good  jell  for  ever. 

Poins.  Stand  clofe,  I  hear  them  coming. 

Enter  Thieves  again. 

Fal.  Come,  my  mailers,  let  us  lhare,   and  then  to 
horfe  before  day.  An  the  prince  and  Poins  be  not  two 
arrant  cowards,  there's  no  equity  llirring  :  there's  no 
more  valour  in  that  Poins,  than  in  a  wild  duck, 
P.  Henry.  Your  money. 
Poins.  Villains  ! 

\As  they  are  Jharing,  the  Prince  and  Poins  Jet  7ipon 
them.     They  all  rim  away ;  and  Fal  staff,  after 
a  Blow  or  two,  runs  away  too,  leaving  the  Booty  behind 
him.~\ 
P.  Henry.  Got  with  much  eafe.  Now  merrily  to  horfe: 
The  thieves  are  fcatter'd,  and  pofTefs'd  with  fear 
So  flrongly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other  ; 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. 
Away,  good  Ned.     FalftafFfweats  to  death, 
And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along: 
Wer't  not  for  laughing,  I  fhould  pity  him. 

Poins.  How  the  rouge  roar'd  !  '    [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III.     Warkworth.     A  Roam  in  the  Cajlle. 

Enter  Hotspur,  reading  a  Letter. 

Bat,  for  mine  own  part,  my  lord,  I  could  be  well  con- 
tented to  be  there,  in  refpetl  of  the  love  I  bear  your  houfe. — 
He  could  be  contented — .Why,  is  he  not  then  ?  In  re- 
flect of  the  love  he  bears  our  houfe  : — he  fhews  in  this, 
he  loves  his  own  barn  better  than  he  loves  our  houfe. 
Let  me  fee  fome  more.  The  pur p of e  you  undertake,  is 
dangerous — Why,  that's  certain  ;  'tis  dangerous  to  take 
a  cold,  to  fleep,  to  drink  :  but  I  tell  you,  my  lord  fool, 
out  of  this  nettle,  danger,  we  pluck  this  flower,  fafety. 
"The  purpofe  you  undertake,  is  dangerous;  the  friends  you  have 
named,  uncertain-,  the  time  itfelf,  unforted;  and  your  whole 
plot  too  light,  for  the  counterpoize  of  fo  great  an  oppofition. — 
Say  you  fo,  fay  you  fo  ?  I  fay  unto  you  again,  you  are 
a  fhallow  cowardly  hind,  and  you  lie.  What  a  lack- 
brain  is  this  !  by  the  Lord,  our  plot  is  a  good  plot,  as 
ever  was  laid  ;  our  friends  true  and  conftant  :  a  good 
plot,  good  friends,  and  full  of  expectation:  an  excellent 
plot,  very  good  friends.  What  a  froity-fpirited  rogue 
is  this !  Why,  my  lord  of  York  commends  the  plot,  and 
the  general  courfe  of  the  a&ion.  By  this  hand,  If  I 
were  now  by  this  rafcal,  I  could  brain  him  with  his 
lady's  fan.  Is  there  not  my  father,  my  uncle,  and 
niyfelf  ?  lord  Edmund  Mortimer,  my  lord  of  York, 
and  Owen  Glendower  ?  is  there  not,  befides,  the 
Douglas  ?  Have  I  not  all  their  letters,  to  meet  me  in 
arms  by  the  ninth  of  the  next  month  ?  and  are  they 
not,  fome  of  them,  let  forward  already  ?  What  a  pagan 
rafcal  is  this  !  an  infidel  !  Ha  !  you  fhall  fee  now,  in 
/very  Sincerity  of  fear  and  cold  heart,  will  he  to  the 
king,  and  lay  open  all  your  proceedings.  O,  I  could 
divide  myfelf,  and  go  to  buffets,  for  moving  fuch  a  difh 
of  ikimm'd  milk  with  fo  honourable  an  action  !  Hang 
him  !  let  him  tell  the  king  :— we  are  prepared  :  I  will 
let  forward  to-night. 

Enter  Lady  Percy. 

How  now,  Kate  ?  I  rati  ft  leave  you  within  t&efe  two 
hours. 

Lady* 
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Lady.  O  my  good  lord,  why  are  thou  thus  alone  ? 
For  what  offence  have  I,  this  fortnight,  been 
A  banilh'd  woman  from  my  Harry's  bed  ? 
Tell  me,  fvveet  lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  llomach,  pleaiure,  and  thy  golden  ileep  ? 
AVhy  doll  thou  bend  thine  eyes  upon  the  earth  ; 
And  Hart  fo  often,  when  thou  fit' ft  alone  ? 
Why  hall  thou  loll  the  frefh  blood  in  thy  cheeks  ; 
And  given  my  treasures,  and  my  rights  of  thee, 
To  thick-ey'd  muling,  and  curs'd  melancholy  } 
In  thy  faint  {lumbers,  I  by  thee  have  watch'd, 
And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  iron  wars ; 
Speak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  Heed; 
Cry,  Courage  ! — to  the  field  !   And  thou  hall  talked 
Of  {allies,  and  retires  ;  of  trenches,  tents 
Of  palifadoes,  frontiers,  parapets; 
Of  bafilifks,  of  cannon,  culverin  ; 
Of  prifoners'  ranfom,  and  of  foldiers  {lain, 
And  all  the  'currents  of  a  heady  fight. 
Thy  fpirit  within  thee  hath  been  fo  at  war, 
And  thus  hath  fo  beilir'd  thee  in  thy  ileep, 
That  beads  of  fweat  have  Hood  upon  thy  brow, 
Like  bubbles  in  a  late-difturbed  ftream  : 
And  in  thy  face  ftrange  motions  have  appear'd, 
Such  as  we  fee  when  men  reftrain  their  breath 
On  fome  great  fudden  haile.    O,  what  portents  arc 

■    thefe? 
Some  heavy  bufinefs  hath  my  lord  in  hand, 
And  I  mull  know  it,  elfe  he  loves  me  not. 

Hot.  What,  ho  !  is  Gilliams  with  the  packet  gone  I 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  He  is,  my  lord,  an  hour  ago. 

Hot.  Hath  Butler  brought  thofe    horfes    from  the 

fheriff? 
Serv.  Onehorfe,  my  lord,  he  brought  even  now. 
Hot.  What  horfe  ?  a  roan,  a  crop-ear,  is  it  not? 
Serv.  It  is,  my  lord. 
Hit*  That  roan  fhall  be  my  throne. 

Well, 
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Well,  I  will  back  him  ftraight :  O  efperance  /— 

Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  park.        [Exit  Serv. 

Lady,  But  hear  you,  my  lord. 

Hot.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  my  lady? 

Lady.  What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 

Hot.  Why,  my  horfe,  my  love,  my  horfe* 

Lady.  Out,  you  mad-headed  ape  ! 
A  weazle  hath  not  fuch  a  deal  of  fpleen, 
As  you  are  toft  with. 

In  iooth,  i'll  know  your  bufmefs,  Harry,  that  I  will. 
I  fear,  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  ftir 
About  his  title  ;  and  hath  fent  for  you, 
To  line  his  enterprize  :  But  if  you  go 

Hot.  So  far  afoot,  I  fhall  be  weary,  love. 

Lady.  Come,  come,  you  paraquito,  anfwer  me 
Dire&ly  to  this  queftion  that  I  afk. 
In  faith,  I'll  break  thy  little  finger,  Harry, 
An  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  all  things  true. 

Hot.  Away, 
Away,  you  trifler !  Love?  I  love  thee  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate  ;  this  is  no  world, 
To  play  with  rnammets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips : 
We  muft  have  bloody  nofes,  and  crack'd  crowns, 
And  pafs  them  current  too. — Gods  me,  my  horfe  ! 
Whatfay'ft  thou,  Kate?  whatwould'ft  thou  have  with 
me  ? 

Lady.  Do  you  not  love  me  ?  do  you  not,  indeed  ? 
Well,  do  not  then;  for,  iinceyou  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  myfelf.     Do  you  not  love  me  ? 
Nay,  tell  me,  if  you  fpeak  in  jeft,  or  no. 

riot.  Come,  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 
And  when  I  am  o'horfe-back,  I  will  fwear 
I  love  thee  infinitely.     But  hark  you,  Kate 
I  muft  not  have  you  henceforth  queftion  me 
Whither  I  go,  nor  reafon  whereabout : 
Whither  I  muft,  I  muft  ;  and,  to  conclude, 
This  evening  muft  I  leave  you,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wife  ;  but  yet  no  further  wife, 
Than  Harry  Percy's  wife  :  conftant  you  are  ; 

But 
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But  yet  a  woman  :  and  for  fecrefy, 

No  lady  cloler  ;  for  I  will  believe, 

Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  doll  not  know  ; 

And  lb  far  will  I  truft  thee,  gentle  Kate. 

Lady.  How!  fofar  ? 

Hot,  Not  an  inch  further.     But  hark  you,  Kate  : 
Whither  I  go,  thither  fhall  you  go  too  ; 
To-day  will  1  fet  forth,  to-morrow  you. — • 
Will  this  content  you,  Kate  ? 

Lady.  It  mud,  of  force.  [Exeunt* 


SCENE   IV.     The  Bear's- Head  Tavern  in  Eaftckeap. 
Enter  Prince  Henry,  and  Poins. 

P*  Henry.  Ned,  pr'ythee,  come  out  of  that  fat  room, 
and  lend  me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Poins.  Where  haft  been,  Hal? 

P.  Henry.  With  three  or  four  loggerheads,  amongit 
three  or  four  fcore  hogfheads.  I  have  founded  the  very 
bafe  llring  of  humility.  Sirrah,  I  am  fworn  brother 
to  a  lealh  of  drawers  ;  and  can  call  them  all  by  their 
Chriftian  names,  as — Tom,  Dick,  and  Francis.  They 
take  it  already  upon  their  falvation,  that,  though  I  be 
but  prince  of  Wales,  yet  I  am  the  king  of  courtefy  ; 
and  tell  me  flatly,  1  am  no  proud  Jack,  like  FalftafT; 
but  a  Corinthian,  a  lad  of  mettle,  a  good  boy — by  the 
Lord,  fo  they  call  me;  and,  when  I  am  king  of  Eng- 
land, J  fhall  command  all  the  good  lads  in  Eaftcheap. 
They  call— drinking  deep,  dying  fcariet :  and  when 
you  breathe  in  your  watering,  they  cry — hem  !  and 
bid  you  play  it  off. — To  conclude,  I  am  fo  good  a  pro- 
ficient in  one  quarter  of  an  hour,  that  I  can  drink  wi-th  any 
tinker  in  his  own  language  during  my  life.  I  tell  thee, 
Ned,  thou  haft  loft  much  honour,  that  thou  wert  not 
wTith  me  in  this  action.  But,  fweet  Ned — to  fweeten 
which  name  of  Ned,  I  give  thee  this  pennyworth  of 
fugar,  clapt  even  now  into  my  hand  by  an  under-ikin- 
ker  j  one  that  never  fpake  other  Englifh  in  his  life, 
xkiiiL—Ezght  Shillings  and Jlxpence,  and — Tou  are  welcome* 

with 
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with  this  fhrill  addition  —  Anon,  anon,  fir  I  Score  a 
point  of  bajlard  in  the  Half-moon,  or  fo.  But  Ned,  to 
drive  away  the  time  'till  Falflaff  come,  I  pr'ythee,  do 
thou  ftand  in  fome  by-room,  while  I  queftion  my  puny 
drawer,  to  what  end  he  gave  me  the  fugar  ;  and  do 
thou  never  leave  calling — Francis,  that  his  tale  to  me 
may  be  nothing  but — anon.  Step  aiide,  and  I'll  fhew 
thee  a  precedent.  [Poins  retires* 

Poins.   Francis  ! 

P.  Henry.  Thou  art  perfect, 

Poins.  Francis! 

Enter  Francis. 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  fir. — Look  down  into  the  Pom- 
granate,  Ralph. 

P.  Henry.  Come  hither,  Francis. 

Fran.  My  lord. 

P.  Henry.  How  long  haft  thou  to  ferve,  Francis  ? 

Fran.  Foorfooth,  five  years,  and  as  much  as  to 

Poins.  Francis! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

P.  Henry.  Five  years  !  by'r-lady,  a  long  leafe  for  the 
clinking  of  pewter.  But,  Francis,  dar'ft  thou  be  fo 
valiant,  as  to  play  the  coward  with  thy  indenture,  and 
ihewita  fair  pair  of  heels,  and  run  from  it  ? 

Fran.  O  lord,  fir  ?  I'll  be  fvvorn  upon  all  the  books 
in  England,  I  could  find  in  my  heart 

Poins.  Francis  ! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

P.  Henry.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis  ? 

Fran.  Let  me  fee — About  Michaelmas  next  I  fhall 
be 

Poins.  Francis  ! 

Fran.  Anon,  fir. — Pray  you,  flay  a  little,  my  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Nay,  but  hark  you,  Francis :  For  the 
fugar  thou  gav'fl  me — .'twas  a  pennyworth,  was't  not? 

Fran.  O  lord,  fir!  I  would  it  had  been  two. 

P.  Henry.  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thoufand  pound  : 
afk  me  when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  fhalt  have  it. 

Poins.  Francis  ! 

Tran% 
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Fran.  Anon,  anon. 

P.  Henry,  Anon,  Francis  ?  No,  Francis :  but  to- 
morrow, Francis ;  or,  Francis,  on  Thurfday  ;  or,  in- 
deed, Francis,  when  thou  wilt.     But,  Francis— 

Fran.  My  lord  ! 

P.  Henry,  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern-jerkin,  cryf- 
tal-button,  knot-pated,  agat-ring,  puke -flocking,  cad- 
dice-garter,  fmooth-tongue,  Spanifh-pouch — > 

Fran.  O  lord,  fir,  who  do  you  mean  ? 

P.  Henry,  Why,  then,  your  brown  baftard  is  your 
only  drink  :  for,  look  you,  Francis,  your  white  canvas 
doublet  will  fully  :  in  Barbary,  fir,  it  cannot  come  to 
fo  much. 

Fran,  What,  fir  ? 

Poins,  Francis  ! 

P.  Henry,  Away,  you  rogue ;  Doft  thou  not  hear 
them  call  ? 

[Here  they  both  call  him ;  the  Drawer  Jlands  amazed9 
not  knowing  which  Way  to  go. 

Enter  Vintner, 

Vint.  What !  ftand'fl  thou  ftill,  and  hear'ft  fuch  a 
calling?  look  to  the  guefts  within.  [Exit Drawer.} 
My  lord,  old  Sir  John,  with  half  a  dozen  more,  are 
at  the  door;  Shall  I  let  them  in  ? 

P,  Henry,  Let  them  alone  a  while,  and  then  open 
the  door.  [Exit  Vintner,']  Poins  ! 

Reenter  Poins. 

Poins,  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

P.  Henry,  Sirrah,  FalflafF  and  the  reft  of  the  thieves 
are  at  the  door  ;  Shall  we  be  merry  ? 

Poins,  As  merry  as  crickets,  my  lad.  But  hark  ye  ; 
what  cunning  match  have  you  made  with  this  jeft  of 
the  drawer  ?  come,  what's  the  ifiue  ? 

P.  Henry,  I  am  now  of  all  humours,  that  have  fhew'd 
themfelves  humours,  fince  the  old  days  of  goodman 
Adam,  to  the  pupil  age  of  this  prefent  twelve  o'clock 
at  midnight.  [Re-enter  Francis.]  What's  o'clock, 
Francis  ? 

C  Fran* 
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Fran.  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

P.  Henry.  That  ever  this  fellow  fhould. have  fewer 
words  than  a  parrot,  and  yet  the  fon  of  a  woman  !  His 
induftry  is  —  up-ftairs,  and  down-ftairs  ;  his  elo- 
quence, the  parcel  of  a  reckoning.  I  am  not  yet.  of 
Percy's  mind,  the  Hot-fpur  of  the  north;  he  that 
kills  me  fome  fix  or  feven  dozen  of  Scots  at  a  break- 
fafc,  wafh.cs  his  hands,  and  fays  to  his  wife — Fie  upon 
this  quiet  life!  I  want  work,  O  my  fweet  Harry,  fays 
ihe,  how  many  haft  thou  kilPd  to-day  ?  Give  my  r,oan 
horfe  a  drench,  fay  she;  and  anfwers,  Some  fourteen,  an 
hour  after;  a  trifle,  a  trifle,  I  pr'ythee,  call  in  Fal- 
jftafF;  I'll  play  Percy,  and  that  damn'd  brawn  fhall 
play  dame  Mortimer  his  wife.  Rivo,  fays  the  drunk- 
ard.    Call  in  ribs,  call  in  tallow. 

Enter  Falstaff,  Gadshill,  Bardolph,  and  Peto. 

Peins.  Welcome,  Jack.     Where  haft  thou  been  -? 

Fat.  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  fay,  and  a  vengeanee 
too  !  marry,  and  amen  ! — Give  me  a  cup  of  fack, 
boy.— Ere  1  lead  this-  life  long,  I'll  fow  nether  flocks, 
an'*  mend  them,  and  foot  them  too.  A  plague  .of  all 
cowards  ! — Give  me  a  cup  of  fack,  rogue. — Is  there 
no  virtue  extant  ?  \JtIe  drinks. 

P,  Henry,  Didft  thou  never  fee  Titan  kifs  a  difh  of 
butter  ?  pitiful-hearted  Titan,  that  melted  at  the 
fweet  tale  of  the  fun  ?  if  tbou  didft,  then  behold  that 
compound. 

Fa'L  You  rogue,  here's  lime  in  this  fack  too  ;  There 
is  nothing  but  roguery  to  be  found  in  villanous  man  : 
Yet  a  coward  is  worfe  than,  a  cup  of  fack  with  lime  in 
it;  a  villanous  coward. — Go  thy  ways,  old  jack;  die 
when  thou  wilt,  if  manhood,  good  manhood,  be  not 
forgot  ..upon  the  face  of  the  earth,  then  am  I  a  fhotten 
herring.  There  live  not  three  good  men  unhang'd  in 
England  ;  and  one  of  them  is  fat,  and  grows  old  :  God 
help  the  while  !  a  bad  world,  I  fay  !  I  would  I  were  a 
weaver;  1  could  fing  all  manner  of  fongs.  A  plague 
of  all. cowards,  I  fay  Hill ! 

P:  Hemy,  How  how,  wool-fack  ?  what  mutter  you  ? 
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Fal.  A  king's  fon  !  If  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy 
kingdom  with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  drive  all  thy  fub-' 
je£ts  afore  thee  like  a  flock  of  wild  getfc,  I'll  never 
wear  hair  on  my  face  more.     You  prince  of  Wales  ! 

P.  Henry,  Why,  you  whorefoh  round  man  !  what's 
the  matter  ? 

Fal.  Are  you  not  a  coward  ?  anfwer  me  to  that; 
and  Poins  there?  [To  Poins« 

P.  Henry.  Ye  fat  paunch,  an  ye  call  me  coward; 
I'll  flab  thee. 

Fal.  I  call  thee  coward  !  I'll  fee  thee  damn'd  ere  I 
call  thee  coward  :  but  I  will  give  a  thoufand  pound,* 
I  could  run  as  fail  as  thou  canfl.  You  are  {trait 
enough  in  the  moulders,  you  care  not  who  fees  vour. 
back  :  Call  you  that,  backing  of  your  friends  ?  A 
plague  upon  fuch  backing !  give  me  them  that  wilt 
face  me. — Give  me  a  cup  of  fack  : — -I  am  a  rogue,  if 
I  drunk  to-day, 

P.  Henry.  O  villain  !  thy  lips  are  fcarce  Wip'd  fincc 
thou  drunk'ft  laft. 

Fal.  All's  one  for  that.  A  plague  of  all  cowards  j 
ftlU  fay  I !  [Hi  drinks. 

P.  Henry.  What's  the  matter  ?  '    ♦ 

Fal.  What's  the  matter?  here  be  four  of  us  have 
ta'cn  a  thoufand  pound  this  morning. 

P.  Henry.  Where  is  it,  Jack  ?  where  is  it  ? 

Fal.  Where  is  it?  taken  from  us  it  is:  a  hundred  . 
upon  poor  four  of  us. 

P.  Henry.  What,  a  hundred,  man? 

Fal.  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  half- fword  with ' 
a  dozen  of  them,  two  hours  together.  I  have  'fcap'cl 
by  miracle.  I  am  eight  times  thrufr.  through  the 
doublet;  four,  through  the  hofe  ;  my  buckler  cut 
through  and  through;  my  fword  hack'd  like  a  hand- 
fa  w,  eccejlgnum.  I  never  dealt  better  iince  I  was  a  man: 
all  would  not  do.  A  plague  of  all  cowards  ! — Let  them 
fpeak:  if  they  fpeak  more  or  lefs  than  truth,  they' 
are  viilajns,  and  the  fonsofdarknefs. 

P.  Henry.  Speak,  iirs ;  How  was  it  ? 

Gadf%  We  four  fet  upon  fome  dozen——. 

Gz  Fal. 
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Fal.  Sixteen,  at  leaft,  my  lord. 

Gadf.  And  bound  them* 

Peto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Fal,  You  rogue,  they  were  bound,  every  man  of 
them  ;  or  I  am  a  Jew  elfe,  an  Ebrew  Jew. 

Gadf.  As  we  were  fharing,  fome  fix  or  feven  frefh 
men  fet  upon  us 

Fal.  And  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  came  in  the 
other. 

P.  Henry.  What,  fought  you  with  them  all  ? 

Fal.  All?  I  know  not  what  you  call,  all;  but  if  I 
fought  not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radifh: 
if  there  were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty  upon  poor  old 
Jack,  then  am  I  no  two-legg'd  creature. 

Point,  Pray  heaven,  you  have  not  murder'd  fome  of 
them.     v 

Fal,  Nay,  that's  paft  praying  for;  I  have  pepper'd 
two  of  them  :  two,  I  am  fure,  I  have  pay'd ;  two 
rogues  in  buckram  fuits.  I  tell  thee  what,  Hal — if  I 
tell  thee  a  lie,  fpit  in  my  face,  call  me  horfe.  Thou 
know'ft  my  old  ward; — -here  I  lay,  and  thus  I  bore 
my  point.  Four  rogues  in  buckram  let  drive  aC 
me ■ 

P.  Henry,  What,  four  r  thou  faidfl  but  two,  even 
now. 

Fal,  Four,  Hal ;  I  told  thee,  four. 

Poms.  Ay,  ay,  he  faid  four. 

Fal.  Theie  four  came  all  afront,  and  mainly  thruffc 
at  me.  I  made  me  no  more  ado,  but  took  all  their 
leven  points  in  my  target,  thus. 

P.  Henry.  Seven  ?  why,  there  were  but  four,  cvea 
now. 

Fal,  In  buckram. 

Poins.  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  fuits* 

Fal,  Seven,  by  thefe  hilts,  or  I  am  a  villain  elfe. 

P.  Henry.  Pr'ythee,  let  him  alone;  we  fhall  have 
more  anon. 

FaU  Doffc  thou  hear  me,  Hal  ? 

P.  Henry.  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too,  Jack. 

Fal,  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  the  liftening  to.  Thcfc 
nine  in  buckram,  that  I  told  thse  of— - 

%  P,  Henry. 
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P.  Henry.  So,  two  more  already. 

Fal.  Their  points  being  broken—- 

Poins.   Down  fell  their  hofe. 

FaL  Began  to  give  me  ground  :  But  I  foilow'd  me 
clofe,  came-in  foot  and  hand ;  and  with  a  thought, 
feven  of  the  eleven  I  pay'd. 

P.  Henry,  O  monitrous !  eleven  buckram  men 
grown  out  of  two  ! 

FaL  But,  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  mifbegot- 
ten  knaves,  in  Kendal  green,  came  at  my  back,  and  let 
drive  at  me  ; — fork  was  fo  dark,  Hal,  that  thou  couldft 
not  fee  thy  hand. 

P.  Henry.  Thefe  lies  are  like  the  father  that  begets 
them ;  grofs  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable.  Why, 
thou  clay-brain'd  guts;  thou  knotty-pated fool  ;  thou 
whorefon,  obfeene,  greafy  tallow-keech — 

FaL  What,  art  thou  mad  ?  art  thou  mad  ?  is  not 
the  truth,  the  truth  ? 

P.Henry.  Why,  how  couldft  thou  know  thefe  men 
in  Kendal  green,  when  it  was  fo  dark  thou  couldft 
not  fee  thy  hand  ?  come,  tell  us  your  reafon.  What 
fay'ft  thou  to  this  ? 

Poms.  Come,  your  reafon,  Jack,  your  reafon, 

FaL  What,  upon  compuliion  ?  No ;  were  I  at  the 
ilrappado,  or  all  the  racks  in  the  world,  I  would  not 
tell  you  on  compuliion.  Give  you  a  reafon  on  com- 
puliion !  if  reafons  were  as  plenty  as  black-berries,  I 
would  give  no  man  a  reafon  upon  compuliion,  I. 

P.  Henry.  I'll  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  fin  ;  this 
fanguine  toward,  this  bed-prefTer,  this  horfe  back- 
breaker,  this  huge  hill  of  fleln  ! — 

FaL  Away,  you  ftarveling,  you  elf-fkin,  you 
dry'd  neat's-tongue,  bull's  pizzle,  you  ftock-fifri — O, 
for  breath  to  utter  what  is  like  thee  ! — you  tailor's 
yard,  you  fheath,  you  bow-cafe,  you  vile  (landing 
tuck  ;~ 

P.  Henry.  Well,  breathe  a  while,  and  then  to  it 
again  :  and  when  thou  haft  tired  thyfelf  in  bafe  com-* 
pariibns,  hear  me  fpeak  but  this. 

Poins.  Mark,  Jack. 

C  3  P.  Henry. 
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P.  Henry,  We  two  faw  you  four  fet  on  four ;  you 

bound  them,  and  were    mailers  of  their  wealth. 

Mark  now,  how  a  plain  tale  fhall  put  you  down. 

Then  did  we  two  fet  on  you  four;  and,  with  a  word, 
out-fac'd  you  from  your  prize,  and  have  it ;  yea,  and 
can  fhew  it  you  here  in  the  houfe  : — and,  FalftafF,  you 
carry'd  your  guts  away  as  nimbly,  with  as.quick  dex- 
terity, and  roar'd  for  mercy,  and  ftill  ran  and  roar'd, 
as  ever  I  heard  bull- calf.  What  a  {lave  art  thou,  to 
hack  thy  fword  as  thou  haft  done  ;  and  then  fay,  it 
was  in  fight!  What  trick,  what  device,  what  flarting 
hole,  canft  thou  now  find  out,  to  hide  thee  from  this 
open  and  apparent  fliame  ? 

.  Poins,  Come  let's  hear,  Jack;  What  trick  haft  thou 
now  ? 

Fal:  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye  has  well  as  he  that 
made^ye.  Why,  hear  ye,  my  mailers  :  was  it  for 
me,  to  kill  the  heir  apparent  ?  fhould  I  turn  upon 
the  .true  prince?  Why,  thou.know'ft  I  am  as  valiant  as 
Hercules  :  but  beware  inftinct.  ;  the  lion  will  not  touch 
the  true  prince,  Inftincl:  .is  a  great  matter  ;  I  was  a 
coward  on  inftincl.  I  fhall  think  the  better  of  myfelf, 
and  thee,  during  my  life  ;  I,  for  a  valiant  lion,  and 
thou,,  for  a  true  prince..  But,  lads,  I  am  glad  you 
have  the  money. — Koftefs,  clap-to  the  doors ;  watch 
to-night,  pray  to-morrow.  < — Gallants,  lads,  boys, 
hearts  of  gold,  all  the  titles  of  good  fellowffnp 
come  to  you  !  What,  fhall  we  be  merry  ?  fhall  we 
have  a  play  extempore  ? 

P.  Henry.  Content; — and  the  argument  fhall  be  thy 
running  away. 

FaL  Ah!  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  an  thou  lov'ft  me, 

■  •  Enter  Hqfiefs. 

.  Ho/}.  My  lord  the  prince — 
P.  Henry.  How  now,  my   lady   the  hoftefs  ?   what 
fay' ft  thou  to  me  ? 

Hofl.  Marry,  my  lord,  there  is  a  nobleman  of  the 
court  at  door,  would  fpeak  with  you:  he  fays,  he 
comes  from  your  father. 

P.  Henry% 
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P.  Henry,  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a 
royal  man,  and  fend  him  back  again  to  my  mother. 

'  Fal.  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

If  oft.  An  old  man. 

Fal.  What  doth  gravity  out  of  his  bed  at  midnight? 
i — Shall  I  give  him  his  aniwer  ? 

P.  Henry.  Pr'ythee,  do,  Jack. 

Fal.  Faith,  and  I'll  fend  him  packing,  [-£*&. 

P.  Henry.  Now,  firs';  by'r-lady,  you  fought  fair; 
fo  did  you,  Peto;— <-fo  did  you,  Bardolph  :  you  are 
lions  too,  you  ran  away  upon  inftinft,  you  will  not 
touch  the  true  prince  ;  no — he  ! 

Bard.  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  faw  others  run. 

P.  Henry.  Tell  me  now  in  earneft,  How  came  Fal- 
ftafPsfwordfohack'd  ?        _     - 

Peto.  Why,  he  hack'd  it  with  his  dagger  ;  and  faid9 
he  would  fwear  truth  out  of  England,  but  he  would 
make  you  believe  it  was  done  in  fight;  andperfuaded 
us  to  do  the  like. 

Bard.  Yea,  and* to  tickle  our  nofes  with  fpear-grafs, 
to  make  them  bleed;  and  then  to  beflubber  our  gar- 
ments with  it,  and  fwear  it  was  the  blood  of  true  men, 
I  did  that  I  did  not  thefe  \^\zrv  years  before,  Iblufh'd 
to  hear  his  monftrous  devices. 

P.  Henry.  O  villain,  thou  ftol'ft  a  cup  of  facie 
eighteen  years  ago,  and  wer't  taken  with  the  manner, 
and  ever  lince  .  thou  haft  blulh'd  extempore:  Thou 
hadft  fire  and  fword  on  thy  fide,  and  yet  thou  ran'ft 
away  ;  What  inftincl:  hadft  thou  for  it  ? 

Bard.  My  lord,  do  you  fee  thefe  meteors  r  do  yoift 
behold  thefe  exhalations  \ 

P.  Henry.  I  do. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend  * 

P.  Henry.  Hot  livers,  and  cold  purfes. 

Bard.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rightly  taken, 

P.  Heivry.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter. 

Re-enter  Falstaff. 

Here  comes  lean  Jack,  here  comes  bare-bone.  How 
69W,  my  iweet  creature  of  bombaft  ?  How  long  is't 
ago,  Jack,  lince  thou  faw' ft  thine  own  knee  ?  v 

C  4  Fd. 
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FaL  My  own  knee  ?  when  I  was  about  thy  years, 
Hal,  I  was  not  an  eagle's  talon  in  the  waift  ;  I  could 
have  crept  into  any  alderman's  thumb-ring:  A  plague 
of  lighing  and  grief!  it  blows  a. man  up  like  a  blad- 
der. There's  villanous  news  abroad  :  here  was  Sir 
John  Braby  from  your  father ;  you  mud  to  the  court 
in  the  morning.  That  fame  mad  fellow^of  the  north, 
Percy  ;  and  he  of  Wales,  that  gave  Amaimon  the  baf- 
tinado,  and  made  Lucifer  cuckold,  and  fwore  the  de- 
vil his  true  liegeman  upon  the  crofs  of  a  Welfh  hook — 
What,  a  plague,  call  you  him  ?— 

Poms.  O,  Glendower  ! 

FaL  Owen,  Owen  ;  the  fame  ;  an4  his  fon-in- 
law  Mortimer ;  and  old  Northumberland  ;  and  that 
fprightly  Scot  of  Scots,  Douglas,  that  runs  o'horfe- 
back  up  a  hill  perpendicular* 

P,  Henry.  He  that  rides  at  high  fpeed,  and  with  his 
pjftol  kills  afparrow  flying. 

FaU  You  have  it. 

P.  Henry,  So  did  he  never  the  fparrow. 

FaL  Well,  thatrafcal  hath  good  mettle  in  him  j  he 
will  not  run. 

P.  Henry.  Why,  what  a  rafcal  art  thou  then,  to 
praife  him  fo  for  running  ! 

FaL  O'  horfeback,  ye  cuckow !  but,  afoot,  he  will 
not  budge  a  foot.  > 

P.  Henry.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  inftinc"t. 

FaL  I  grant  ye  upon  inftincl:.  Well,  he  is  there 
too,  and  one  Mordake,  and  a  thoufand  blue- caps 
mpre  :  Worcefter  is  ftolen  away  by  night ;  thy  fa- 
ther's beard  is  turn'd  white  with  the  news ;  you  may 
buy  land  now  as  cheap  as  {linking  mackarel. 

P.  Henry,  Then,  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  June, 
and  this  civil  buffeting  hold,  we  ihali  buy  maiden- 
heads as  they  buy  hob-nails,  by  the  hundreds. 

FaL  By  the  mafs,  lad,  thou  fay'ft  true;  it  is  like, 
we  fhall  have  good  trading  that  way. — But  tell  me, 
Hal,  art  thou  not  horribly  afeard  ?  thou  being  heir 
apparent,  could  the  world  pick  thee  out  three  fuch  ene- 
mies again,  as  that  fiend  Douglas,  that  fpirit  Percy, 

and 
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and  that  devil  Glendower  ?    Art  thou   not  horribly 
afraid  ?  doth  not  thy  blood  thrill  at  it  ? 

P.  Henry.  Not  a  whit,  l'faith  ;  I  lack  fome  of  thy  in- 
ftinft. 

FaL  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to-morrow, 
when  thou  com'ft  to  thy  father  :  if  thou  love  me,, 
pra&ife  an  anfwer. 

P.  Henry.  Do  thou  ftand  for  my  father :  and  exa- 
mine me  upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

FaL  Shall  I?  content: — This  chair  fhall  be  my 
ftate,  this  dagger  my  fceptre,  and  this  culhion  my 
crown, 

P.  Henry.  Thy  ftate  is  taken  for  a  joint-flool,  thy 
golden  fceptre  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious 
rich  crown  for  a  pitiful  bald  crown  ! 

FaL  Well,  an  the  fire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out  of 
thee,  now  lhalt  thou  be  moved. — Give  me  a  cup  of 
fack,  to  make  mine  eyes  look  red,  that  it  may  be 
thought  I  have  wept;  for  I  mult  fpeak  in  paflion, 
and  I  will  do  it  in  king  Cambyfes'  vein, 

P.  Henry.  Well,  here  is  my  leg. 

FaL  And  here  is  my  fpeech  : — Stand  afide,  nobility, 

Hoft.  This  is  excellent  fport,  i'faith. 

FaL  Weep  not,  fweet  queen,  for  trickling  tears  arc 
vain. 

Hoft.   O  the  father,  how  he  holds  his  countenance  ! 

FaL    For  God's  fake,    lords,    convey  my  triflful 
queen, 
For  tears  do  Hop  the  flood-gates  of  her  eyes. 

Hoft.  O  rare  !  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  thefe  har- 
lotry players,  as  I  ever  fee. 

FaL  Peace,  good  pint-pot;  peace,  good  tickle- 
brain.— -Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel  where  thou 
fpendeft  thy  time,  but  alfo  how  thou  art  accompanied: 
for  though  the  camomile,  the  more  it  is  trodden  on, 
the  fafter  it  grows,  yet  youth,  the  more  it  is  wrafted, 
the  fo oner  it  wears.  That  thou  art  my  fon,  I  have 
partly  thy  mother's  word,  partly  my  own  opinion ; 
but  chiefly,  a  villanous  trick  of  thine  eye,  and  a  foolifh 

han^i  nc: 
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hanging  of  thy  nether  lip,  that  doth  "warrant  me. 
If  then  thou  be  fon  to  me,  here  lies  the  point  ;< — Why, 
being  fon  to  me,  art  thou  fo  pointed  at  ?  Shall  the 
bleffed  fun  of  heaven  prove  a  micher,  and  eat  black- 
berries ?  a  queftion  not  to  be  afk'd.  Shall  the  fon  of 
England  prove  a  thief,  and  take  purfes  ?  a  queftion 
to  be  afk'd.  There  is  a  thing,  Harry,  which  thou  hail 
often  heard  of,  and  it  is  known  to  many  in  our  land  by 
the  name  of  pitch  :  this  pitch,  as  ancient  writers  do 
report,  doth  defile  ;  fo  doth  the  company  thoukeepeft: 
for,  Harry,  now  I  do  not  fpeak  to  thee  in  drink,  but 
in  tears ;  not  in  pleafure,  but  in  paffion ;  not  in  words 
only,  but  in  woes  alfo  :  and  yet  there  is  a  virtuous 
man,  whom  I  have  often  noted  in  thy  company,  but  I 
know  not  his  name. 

P.  Henry.  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your 
majefty  ? 

Fal.  A  goodly  portly  man,  i' faith,  and  a  corpulent; 
of  a  cheerful  look,  a  pleafing  eye,  and  a  moft  noble 
carriage;  and,  as  I  think,  his  age  lbme  fifty,  or,  by'r- 
lady,  inclining  to  threefcore  ;  and  now  I  remember 
me,  his  name  is  FalftafF:  if  that  man  fhould  be  lewdly 
given,  he  deceiveth  me  ;  for,  Harry,  I  fee  virtue  in  his 
looks.  If  then  the  fruit  may  be  known  by  the  tree,  as 
the  tree  by  the  fruit,  then,  peremptorily  I  fpeak  it, 
there  is  virtue  in  that  Falftaff:  him  keep  with,  the  refl 
banifh.  And  tell  me  now,  thou  naughty  varlet,  tell 
me,  where  haft  thou  been  this  month  ? 

P.  Henry.  Doft  thou  fpeak- like  a  king  ?  Do  thou 
ftand  for  me,  and  I'll  play  my  father. 

Fal.  Depofeme  ?  if  thou  doft  it  half  fo  gravely,  fo 
raajeftically,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  up  by 
the  heels  for  a  rabbit-fucker,  or  a  pouiter's  hare. 

P.  Henry.  Well,  here  1  am  fet. 

Fal,  And  here  I  ftand  -.—judge,  my  mafters. 

P.  Henry.  -Now,  Harry  ?  whence  come  you  ? 

Fal.  My  noble  lord,  from  Eaftcheap. 

P.  Henry,  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  grievous. 

Fal.  'Sblood  my  lord,  they  are  falfe  : — nay,  I'll 
fickle  ye  for  a  young  prince,  i' faith. 

P.  Hairy. 
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P.  Henry.  Swearefl  thou,  ungracious  boy  ?  hence-, 
forth  ne'er  look  upon  me.  Thou  art  violently  carried 
away  from  grace  :  there  is  a  devil  haunts  thee,  in  the 
likenefs  of  a  fat  old  man  ;  a  tun  of  man  is  thy  com- 
panion. Why  doll  thou  converfe  with  that  trunk  of 
humours,  that  bolting-hutch  of  beaftlinefs,  that  fwoln 
parcel  of  dro piles,  that  huge  bombard  of  fack,  that  iluft 
cloak-bag  of  guts,  that  roafted  Manning-tree  ox  with 
the  pudding  in  his  belly,  that  reverend  vice,  that  grey- 
iniquity,  that  father  ruffian,  that  vanity  in  years? 
Wherein  is  he  good,  but  to  tafte  fack  and  drink  it  ? 
wherein  neat  and  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  capon  and 
fcat  it  ?  wherein  cunning,  but  in  craft  ?  wherein  crafty, 
but  in  villany  ?  wherein,  villano.us,  but  in  all  things  r* 
wherein  worthy,  but  in  nothing  ? 

Fal.  I  would,  your  grace  would  take  me  with  you  ; 
Whom  means  your  grace  ? 

P.  Henry.  That  villanous  abominable  mis-leader  of 
youth,  Falilaff,  that  old  white-bearded  Satan. 
-  Fal.   My  lord,  the  man  I  know. 

P.  Henry.  I  know  thou  doll. 
•  Fal.  But  to  fay,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than  In 
myfelf,  were  to  fay  more  than  I  know.  That  he  is  old 
(the  more  the  pity),  his  white  hairs  do  witnefs  it :  but 
that  he  is  (laving  your  reverence)  a  whore-mailer, 
that  I  utterly  deny.  If  fack  and  fugar  be  a  fault,  God 
help  the  wicked  !  if  to  be  old  and  merry  be  a  fin,  then 
many  an  old  hoft  that  I  know  is  damned  :  if  to  be  fat 
be  to  be  hated,  then  Pharoah's  lean  kine  are  to  be 
loved./  No,  my  good  lord  ;  banifh  Peto,  banifh  Bar- 
dolph,  hanilh  Poins :  but  for  fweet  Jack  Falilaff,  kind 
Jack  Faiftaff,  true  Jack  Faiftaff.  valiant  Jack  Falilaff, 
and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  he  is,  old  Jack. 
Falilaff,  banifh  not  him  thy  Harry's  company,  banifh 
not  him  thy  Harry?s-  company;  banifh  plump  Jackj 
andbanifh.  all  the  world. 

P.  Henry,  J  do,.  I  will. 

[Knocking,  and  Hoftefs  tf«^BARDOLPH  go  out. 

Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Bardolph,  running. 

Bar.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord  !  the  fherifF,  with  a  mod 
monftrous  watch,  is  at  the  door, 

FaL  Out,  you  rogue  !  play  out  the  play  :  I  have 
much  to  fay  in  the  behalf  of  that  Falftaff. 

Re-enter  Hqftefs. 

Hoft.  O,  my  loid,  my  lord  !— 

FaL  Heigh,  heigh  !  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fiddlc- 
ftick  :  What's  the  matter  ? 

■Hoft,  The  fherifF  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the  door  : 
they  are  come  to  fearch  the  houfe ;  Shall  I  let  them 
in? 

FaL  Doft  thou  hear,  Hal  ?  never  call  a  true  piece 
of  gold,  a  counterfeit :  thou  art  efTentially  mad,  with- 
out feeming  fo. 

P.  Henry.  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without  in- 
ftinft. 

Fal.  I  deny  your  major :  if  you  will  deny  the  fhe~ 
riff,  fo  ;  if  not,  let  him  enter  :  if  I  become  not  a  cart  as 
well  as  another  man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing-up  \ 
I  hope,  1  fhall  as  foon  be  llrangled  with  a  halter,  a« 
another. 

P.  Henry.  Go,  hide  thee  behind  the  arras ; — the 
reft  walk  up  above.  Now,  my  matters,  for  a  true 
face,  and  a  good  confcience, 

FaL  Both  which  I  have  had  :  but  their  date  is  out, 
and  therefore  I'll  hide  me. 

[Exeunt  Falstaff,  Bardolph,  Gadshill, 
tf«*/pETO;  manent  Prince  and?  oiks. 

P.  Henry.  Call  in  the  fherifF. 

Enter  Sheriff  and  Carrier. 

Now,  mafter  fherifF ;  what's  your  will  with  me  ? 

Sher.  Firft,  pardon  me,  my  lord.     A  hue  and  cry 
Hath  follow'd  certain  men  unto  this  houfe. 

P.  Henry.  What  men  ? 

Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious  lord; 
A  grofs  fat  man. 

Car. 
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Car.  As  fat  as  butter. 

P.  Henry.  The  man,  I  do  allure  you,  is  not  here  ; 
For  I  myfelf  at  this  time  have  employ'd  him. 
And,  fherifF,  I  engage  my  word  to  thee, 
That  I  will,  by  to-morrow  dinner-time, 
Send  him  to  anfwer  thee,  or  any  man, 
For  any  thing  he  fhall  be  charg'd  withal : 
And  fo  let  me  entreat  you  leave  the  houfe. 

Sber.  I  will,  my  lord  :  There  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  in  this  robbery  loft  three  hundred  marks. 

P.  Henry.  It  may  be  fo :  if  he  have   robb'd  thefc 
men, 
He  fhall  be  anfwerable;  and  fo,  farewel. 

Sber.  Good  night,  my  noble  lord. 

P.  Henry.  I  think,  it  is  good  morrow  ;  Is  it  not  ? 

Sber.  Indeed,  my  lord,  1  think  it  be  two  o'clock. 

[Exit. 

P.  Henry.  This  oily  rafcal  is  known  as  well  as  Paul's: 
Go,  call  him  forth. 

Poins.  Falftaff; — fail  afleep  behind  the  arras,  and 
fnoring  likeahorfe. 

P.  Henry.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  breath  : 
Search  his  pockets. 

[Hefearches  his  Pockets ,  and  finds  certain  Papers* 
What  haft  thou  found  ? 

Poins.  Nothing  but  papers,  my  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Let's  fee  what  they  be  :  read  them* 

Poins.  Item,  a  capon,  2s.  2d. 
Item,  Sauce,  4d. 
Item,  Sack,  two  gallons,  5s.  8d. 
Item,  Anchovies  and  fack  after  fupper,  2s.  6d. 
Item,  Bread,  a  halfpenny. 

P.  Henry.  O  monftrous  !  but  one  half-pennyworth 
of  bread  to  this  intolerable  deal  of  fack  ! — What  there 
is  elfe,  keep  clofe ;  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage  : 
there  let  him  ileep  till  day.  I'll  to  the  court  in  the 
morning :  we  muft  all  to  the  wars,  and  thy  place  fhall 
be  honourable.  I'll  procure  this  fat  rogue  a  charge  of 
feot;  and,  I   know,   his  death   will  be  a   march    of 

twelve- 
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twelve-fcore.  The  money  fhall  be  paid  back  again, 
with  advantage.  Be  with  me  by  times  in  the  morning; 
and  fo  good  morrow,  Poins. 

Poins,  Good  morrow,  good  my  lord.  [Exeunt, 


ACT      III. 

SCENE    I.     The  Archdeacon  of  Bangor's  Houfe  in 
Wales. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  Lord  Mortimer^ 
and  Owen  Glendower. 

Mortimer,  ... 

These  promifes  are  fair,  the  parties  lure,  ■ 
And  our  induction  full  of  prosperous  hope. 

Hot,  Lord  Mortimer — and  couiin  Glendower— 

Will  you  fit  down i 

And,  uncle  Worcefler  : — A  plague  upon  it  ! 
I  have  forgot  the  map. 

Glend,  No,  here  it  is. 
Sit,  coulin  Percy;  lit,  good  coufin  Hotfpur  : 
For  by  that  name  as  oft  as  Lancafter 
Doth  fpeak  of  you,  his  cheeks  look  pale  ;  and,  with 
A  rifing  iigh,  he  wifheth  you  in  heaven. 

Hot,  And  you  in  hell,  as  often  as  he  hears 
Owen  Glendower  fpoke  of. 

Glend,  I  cannot  blame  him  :   at  my  nativity, 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes, 
Of  burning  creffets  ;  and,  at  my  birth, 
The  frame  and  the  foundation  of  the  earth 
"Shak'd  like  a  coward. 

Hot,  Why,  fo  it  would  have  done 
At  the  fame  feafon,  if  your  mother's  cat 
Had  but  kitten'd,  though  yourfelf  had  ne'er  been  born* 

Glend,  I  fay,  the  earth  did  (hake  when  I  was  born. 

Hot.  And  I  fay,  the  earth  was  not  of  my  mind, 
If  you  fuppofe,  as  fearing  you  it  ihook. 

Glend,  The  heavens  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth  did 
tremble. 

3  Hot. 
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Hot,  O,  then  the  earth  fhook   to  fee  thehcavens  oa 
fire, 
And  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity.  ■ 
Difeafed  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  ftrange  eruptions  :  oft  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  cholic  pinchM  and  vexM 
By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  wind 
Within  her  womb  ;.  which,  for  enlargement  ftriving,- 
Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  topples  down 
Steeples,  and  mofs-grown  towers.     At  your  birth, 
Our  grandam  earth,  having  this  diftemperature, 
In  paflion  fhook. 

Glcnd,  Coufin,  of  many  men 
I  do  not  bear  thefe  croffings.     Give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again — that,  at  my  birth, 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  fhapes; 
The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds 
Were  ftrangely  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields. 
Thefe  figns  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary  $ 
And  all  the  courfes  of  my  life  do  fhew, 
I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 
Where  is  he  living — clipp'd  in  with  the  fea, 
That  chides  the  banks  of  England,  Scotland,  Wales— 
Which  calls  me  pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me  ? 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  woman's  ion, 
Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art, 
Or  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Hot.    I    think,    there    is    no    man    fpeaks    better 
Welfh  :— 
I  will  to  dinner. 

Mart,    Peace,  coufin  Percy ;    you    will  make   him 
mad. 

Glend.  I  can  call  fpirits  from  the  vafly  de^p. 

Hot.  WJiy,  fo  can  I ;  or-  lb  can. any  man  : 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

Glend.  Why,  I  can  teach  thee,  coufin,  to  command 
The  devil. 

Hot,  And  I   can  teach  thee,  coufin,  to  fhame  the 
devil, 
By  telling  truth  ;  Tell  truth,  and  fhame  the  devil.— — 

If 
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If  thou  have  power  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither. 
And  I'll  be  fworn,  I  have  power  to  fhame  him  hence, 
O,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  fhame  the  devil. 

Mori.  Come,  come, 
No  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat. 

Glend.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bolingbroke  made 
head 
Againft  my  power  :  thrice  from  the  banks  of  Wye, 
And  fandy-bottomM  Severn,  have  I  fent  him 
Bootlefs  home,  and  weather-beaten  back. 

Hot.  Home  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather  too  ! 
How  'fcapes  he  agues,  in  the  devil's  name  ? 

Glend,  Come,   here's  the  map ;  fhall  we  divide  our 
right, 
According  to  our  three-fold  order  taken  ? 

Mort,  The  archdeacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally  : 
England  from  Trent  and  Severn  hitherto, 
By  fouth  and  eaft,  is  to  my  part  afhgn'd  : 
All  weflward,  Wales  beyond  the  Severn  fhore, 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glendower  :< — and,  dear  coz,  to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  off  from  Trent. 
And  our  indentures  tripartite  are  drawn: 
Which  being  fealed  interchangeably 
(A  bufinefs  that  this  night  may  execute), 
To-morrow,  couiin  Percy,  you,  and  I, 
And  my  good  lord  of  Worcefter,  will  fet  forth, 
To  meet  your  father,  and  the  Scottifh  power, 
As  is  appointed  us,  at  Shrewfbury. 
My  father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet, 
Nor  fhall  we  need  his  help  thefe  fourteen  days  ;       ■■» 
Within  that  fpace,  you  may  have  drawn  together 
Your  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbouring  gentlemen. 

[To  Glendower. 

Glend.  A  fhorter  time  fhall  fend  me  to  you,  lords, 
And  in  my  conduct  fhall  your  ladies  come : 
From  whom  you  now  muft  fleal,  and  take  no  leave  : 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  fhed, 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 

Hot*. 
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ifof,    Methinks,   my  moiety,  north  from  Burton 
here, 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours  : 
See,  how  this  river  comes  me  cranking  in, 
And  cuts  me,  from  the  befl  of  all  my  land, 
A  huge  half-moon,  a  monftrous  cantle  out. 
I'll  have  the  current  in  this  place  damm'd  up  ; 
And  here  the  imug  and  filver  Trent  fhall  run, 
In  a  new  channel,  fair  and  evenly  ; 
It  lhall  not  wind  with  fuch  a  deep  indent, 
To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a  bottom  here, 

Glend.  Not  wind  ?  it  fhall,  it  mufl ;  you  fee,  it  doth, 

Mort.  Yea,  but  mark,  hew  he  bears  his  coUrie,  and 
runs  me  up 
With  like  advantage  on  the  other  fide  ; 
Gelding  the  oppofed  continent  as  much, 
As  on  the  other  fide  it  takes  from  you. 

Wor\  Yea,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him  herCj, 
And  on  this  north  fide  win  this  cape  of  land  -, 
And  then  he  runs  ftraight  and  even. 

Hot.  I'll  have  it  fo  ;  a  little  charge  will  do  it, 

Glend.  I  will  not  have  it  alter'd. 

Hot.  Will  not  you  ? 

Glend,  No,  norycu  fhall  not. 

Hot.  Who  fhall  fay  me  nay  ? 

Glend.  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  understand  youthen* 
Speak  it  in  Welfh. 

Glend.  I  can  fpeak  Englifli,  lord,  as  well  as  ycu  ! 
For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  Englifh  court ; 
Where,  being  but  young,  I  framed  to  the  harp 
Many  an  Englifh  ditty,  lovely  well, 
And  gave  the  tongue  a  helpful  ornament ; 
A  virtue  that  was  never  feen  in  you. 

Hot.  Marry,  and  I'm  glad  on  it  with  all  my  heart  { 
I  had  rather  be  a  kitten  and  cry — mew, 
Than  one  of  thefe  fame  metre  ballad-mongers  : 
I  had  rather  hear  a  brazen  candieftick  turn'd, 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree ; 
And  that  would  nothing  fet  my  teeth  on  edge, 

D  Nothing 
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Nothing  fo  much  as  mincing  poetry  ; 
'Tis  like  the  forc'd  gait  of  a  muffling  nag. 

GUnd.  Come,  you  ihall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot*  I  do  not  care  :  I'll  give  thrice  fo  much  land 
To  any  well-deferying  friend  ; 
But,  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 
Are  the  indentures  drawn  ?   (hall  we  be  gone  ? 

Glend*  The  moon  (nines  fairj    you  may  away  bj 
night  : 
(I'll  haite  the  writer)  and,  withal, 
Break  with  your  wives  of  your  departure  hence  : 
I  am  afraid,  my  daughter  will  run  mad, 
So  much  fhe  doteth  on  her  Mortimer.  [Exit, 

Mort.  Fie,  couiin  Percy  !  how  you  crofs  my  father  ! 

Hot,  I  cannot  choofe  :  fometimes  he  angers  me, 
With  telling  me  of  the  moldwarp  and  the  ant, 
Of  the  dreamer  Merlin,  and  his  prophecies  $ 
And  of  a  dragon,  and  a  finlefs  fifh, 
A  clip-wing'd  griffin,  and  a  moulten  raven, 
A  couching  lion,  and  a  ramping  cat, 
And  fuch  a  deal  of  fkimble-fcamble  fluff 
As  puts  me  from  my  faith.     1  tell  you  what— 
He  held  me  laft  night  at  the  leaft  nine  hours, 
In  reckoning  up  the  feveral  devils  names, 
That  were  his  lacqueys  :  I  cry'd,  hum — and  well— » 

go  to— 
But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.     O,  he's  as  tedious 
As  is  a  tired  horfe,  a  railing  wife  ; 
Worfethan  a  fmoky  houfe  : — I  had  rather  live 
With  cheefe  and  garlic,  in  a  windmill,  far, 
Than  feed  on  cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me, 
In  any  fummer- houfe  in  Chriftcndom. 

Mart.  In  faith,  he  is  a  worthy  gentleman  ; 
Exceedingly  well  read,  and  profited 
In  ftrange  concealments  ;  valiant  as  a  lion, 
And  wondrous  affable  ;  and  as  bountiful 
As  mines  of  India.     Shall  1  tell  you,  coufin  ? 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  refpeft,     f 
And  curbs  himfelf  even  of  his  natural  fcope, 

When 
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When  you  do  crofs  his  humour  ;  faith,  he  does  : 
I  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  alive, 
Might  fohave  tempted  him,  as  you  have  done> 
Without  the  tafte  of  danger  and  reproof; 
Eut  do  not  ufe  it  oft,  let  me  irttreat  you. 

Wor.  In  faith,  my  lord,  you  are  too  wilful-blame  5 
And,  fince  your  coming  hither,  have  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  befide  his  patience. 
You  mull  needs  learn,  lord,  to  amend  this  fault: 
Though  fometimes  it  fhew  greatnefs,  courage,  blood9 
(And  that's  the  deareft  grace  it  renders  you) 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  prefent  harfb  rage, 
Defect  of  manners,  want  of  government, 
Pride,  haughtinefs,  opinion,  and  difdain  : 
The  leaft  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 
Lofeth  men's  hearts;  and  leaves  behind  a  {tain 
Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  befides, 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation. 

Hot.  Well,   I  am  fchool'd  :  Good  manners  be  your 
fpeed  ! 
Here  come  our  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave. 

Re-enter  Glendower,  with  the  Ladles. 

Mort.  This  is  the  deadly  fpight  that  angers  me — 
My  wife  can  fpeak  no  Englifh,  I  no  Welfh. 

Glend*  My  daughter  weeps  ;  fhe  will  not  part  with 
you; 
She'll  be  a  foldier  too,  fhe'll  to  the  wars. 

Mort.    Good   father,  tell   her — Hie,   and  my   aunt 
Percy, 
Shall  follow  in  your  conduct  fpeedily. 

[GLENDOWER^ra^  to  her  in  Weljhy  and  fa 
anfwers  hith  in  the  fame. 
Glend.  She's   defperate  here ;  a  peevifh  felf-wiird 
harlotry,  one 
That  no  perfuaiion  can  do  good  upon. 

[Lady  /peaks  to  Mortimer  in  Weljh* 
Mort.  I  underftand  thy  looks  :  that  pretty  Welfh 
Which  thou  pourefl  down  from  thefe  fwelling  heavens^ 
I  am  too  perfect  in  $  and,  but  for  fhame, 

D  %  In 
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In  fueh  a  parly  fhould  I  anfwer  thee, 

[  The  Lady  again  In  Weljh* 
I  underftandthy  kiffes,  and  thou  mine, 
And  that's  a  feeling  difputation  : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  truant,  love, 
'Till  I  have  learn' d  thy  language  ;  for  thy  tongue 
Makes  Welfh  as  fweet  as  ditties  highly  penn'd, 
Sung  by  a  fair  queen  in  afummer's  bower, 
With  ravifhing  divifion,  to  her  lute. 

Glend.  Nay,  if  you  melt,  then  will  me  run  mad, 

[  The  Lady /peaks  again  in  Weljh* 

Mort.  O,  I  am  ignorance  itfelf  in  this. 

Glend,  She  bids  you, 
tlpon  the  wanton  rufhes  lay  you  down, 
And  reft  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap, 
And  fhe  will  fing  the  fong  that  pleafeth  you, 
And  on  your  eye-lids  crown  the  god  of  fleep, 
Charming  your  blood  with  plealing  heavinefs  ; 
Making  fuch  difference  betwixt  wake  and  deep, 
As  is  the  difference  betwixt  day  and  night, 
The  hour  before  the  heavenly -harnefs'd  team 
Begins  his  golden  progrefs  in  the  eaft. 

Mart.  With  all  my  heart  I'll  fit,  and  hear  her  ling  : 
By  that  time  will  our  book,  I  think,  be  drawn. 

Glend.  Dofo; 

And  thofe  mulkians  that  fhall  play  to  you, 
Hang  in  the  air  a  thoufand  leagues  from  hence  ; 
Yet  ftrait  they  (hall  be  here  :  lit,  and  attend. 

Hot.  Come,  Kate,  thou  art  perfect  in  lying  down  i 
Come,  quick,  quick  ;  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in  thy 
lap. 

Lady.  Go,  ye  giddy  goofe.  [The  Muftc plays v 

Hot.  Now  I  perceive,  the  devil  underftands  Welfh  j 
And  'tis  no  marvel,  he's  fo  humorous. 
By'r  lady,  he's  a  good  mulician. 

Lady.  Then  fhould  you  be  nothing  but  muflcal; 
for  you  are  altogether  govern'd  by  humours.  Lie 
ftill,  ye  thief,  and  hear  the  lady  fing  in  Welfh. 

Hou  I  had  rather  hear  Lady,  my  brach,  howl  in 
Infix, 

Lady* 
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Lady.  Would'ft  have  thy  head  broken  ? 

Hot.  No. 

Lady.  Then  be  ftfll. 

Hot.  Neither  ;  'tis  a  woman's  fault. 

Lady.  Now  God  help  thee  ! 

Hot.  To  the  Welfh  lady's  bed. 

Lady.  What's  that  ? 

Hot,  Peace  !  fhe  lings. 

[Here  the  Lady  Jings  a  WeJJh  Song. 
Come,  Kate,  I'll  have  your  fong  too. 

Lady.  Not  mine,  in  good  footh. 

Hot.  Not  your's,  in  good  footh  !  'Heart,  you  fwear 
like  a  comfit-maker's  wife  ! — Not  you,  in  good  footh; 
and,  As  true  as  I  live  ;  and,  As  God  mall  mend  me  ; 
and,  As  fare  as  day ; — and  giverr.  fuch  farcenet  furety 
for  thy  oaths,  as  if  thou  never  walk'dft  further  than 
Finfbury. 

Swear  me,  Kate,  like  a  lady,  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouth-filling  oath ;  and  leave  in  footh, 
And  fuch  protefts  of  pepper  ginger-bread, 
To  velvet  guards,  and  Sunday-citizens. 
Come,  fing. 

Lady.   I  will  not  fing. 

Hot.  'Tis  the  next  way  to  turn  tailor,  or  be  Red-breaft 
teacher.  An  the  indentures  be  drawn,  I'll  away  within, 
thefe  two  hours  ;  and  lb  come  in  when  ye  will.    [Exit* 

Glend.  Come,  come,   lord   Mortimer;  you  are  as 
flow, 
As  hot  lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go. 
By  this,  our  book  is  drawn  ;  we  will  but  fcal, 
And  then  to  horfe  immediately. 

Mori.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt* 


SCENE    II.     The  Frefence-Chamber  in  IVindfor. 
fnter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lords,  and  others,, 

K*  Henry.   Lords,  give   us   leave;    the    prince  of 
Wales  and  I 
Muft  have  fome  private  conference  ;  But  be  near 

D  3  At 
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At  hand,  for  we  fhall  prefently  have  need  of  you.— 

[Exeunt  Lords  * 
I  know  not  whether  God  will  have  it  fo, 
For  fome  difpleafing  fervice  I  have  done, 
That,  in  his  fecret  doom,  out  of  my  blood 
He'll  breed  revengement  and  a  fconrge  for  me  : 
But  thou  doft,  iuthy  paffages  of  life, 
Make  me  believe — that  thou  art  only  mark'd 
For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  heaven. 
To  punifli  my  mis-treadings.     Tell  me  elfe, 
Could  fuch  inordinate  and  low  defires, 
Such  poor,  fuch  bare,  fuch  lewd,  fuch  mean  attempts, 
Such  barren  pleafures,  rude  fociety, 
As  thou  art  match'd  withal,  and  grafted  to, 
Accompany  the  greatnefs  of  thy  blood, 
And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart  ? 

P.  Henry,  So  pleafe  your  majefty,  I  would,  f  could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  clear  excufe, 
As  well  as,  I  am  doubtlefs,  I  can  purge 
Myfelf  of  many  I  am  charg'd  withal : 
Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg, 
As,  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devis'd— 
"Which  oft  the  ear  of  greatnefs  needs  muft  hear- 
By  ihniling  pick-thanks  and  bafe  news-mongers, 
I  may,  for  fome  things  true,  wherein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wander' d  and  irregular, 
Find  pardon  on  my  true  fubmiffion. 

K.  Henry.  Heaven  pardon  thee  ! — yet  let  me  won- 
der, Harry, 
At  thy  affections,  which  do  hold  a  wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  anceftors. 
Thy  place  in  council  thou  haft  rudely  loft, 
Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  fupply'd  ; 
And  art  almoft  an  alien  to  the  hearts 
Of  all  the  court  and  princes  of  my  blood : 
The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time 
Tsruin'd  ;  and  the  foul  of  every  man 
Prophetically  does  fore-think  thy  fall. 
Had  Ifo  lavifh  of  my  prefence  been, 
So  common-hackney 'd  in  the  eyes  of  men, 
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So  ftale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company; 

Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  crown, 

Had  ftill  kept  loyal  to  pofleffion  ; 

And  left  me  in  ruputelefs  banifhment, 

A  fellow  of  no  mark,  nor  likelihood. 

By  being  feldom  feen,  I  could  not  ftir, 

But,  like  a  comet,  I  was  wonder'd  at : 

That  men  would  tell  their  children,   This  is  he  ; 

Others  would  fay — Where?  which  is Bolingbrokcf 

And  then  I  ftole  all  courtefy  from  heaven, 

And  drefs'd  myfelf  in  fuch  humility, 

That  1  did  pluck  allegiance  from  men's  hearts, 

Loud  fhouts  and  falutations  from  their  mouths, 

Even  in  the  prefence  of  the  crowned  king. 

Thus  did  I  keep  my  peribn  freih,  and  new ; 

My  prefence,  like  a  robe  pontifical, 

Ne'er  feen  but  wonder'd  at :  and  fo  my  ftate, 

Seldom  but  fumptuous,  fhewed  like  a  feafl ; 

And  won,  by  rarenefs,  fuch  folemnity. 

The  fkipping  king,  he  ambled  up  and  down. 

With  fh allow  jefters,  and  rafh  bavin  wits, 

Soon  kindled,  and  foon  burnt :  carded  his  ftate  ; 

Mingled  his  royalty  with  carping  fools  ; 

Had  his  great  name  profaned  with  their  fcorns  \ 

And  gave  his  countenance,  againff.  his  name, 

To  laugh  at  gibing  boys,  and  Hand  the  pufh 

Of  every  beardlefs  vain  comparative  : 

Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  ftreets, 

Enfeoff' d  himfelf  to  popularity  ; 

That,  being  daily  fwallow'd  by  men's  eyes, 

They  furfeited  with  honey  ;  and  began 

To  loathe  the  tafte  of  fweetnefs,  whereof  a  little 

More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much. 

So,  when  he  had  occafion  to  be  feen, 

He  was  but  as  the  cuckow  is  in  June, 

Heard,  not  regarded  ;  feen,  but  with  fuch  eyes, 

As,  lick  and  blunted  with  community, 

Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze, 

Such  as  is  bent  on  fun-like  majefly 

When  it  fhines  feldom  in  admiring  eyes  ; 
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But  rather  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  eye-lids  down^ 

Slept  in  his  face,  and  rendered  fuch  afpect 

As  cloudy  men  ufe  to  their  adverfaries ; 

Being  with  his  prefence  glutted,  gorg'd,  and  full. 

And  in  that  very  line,  Harry,  ftand'ft  thou  : 

For  thou  haft  loft  thy  princely  privilege, 

With  vile  participation  ;  not  an  eye 

But  is  a- weary  of  thy  common  light, 

Save  mine,  which  hath  defir'd  to  fee  thee  more  ; 

Which  now  doth,  what  I  would  not  have  it  do, 

Make  blind  itfelf  with  foolifh  tendernefs. 

P.  Henry.  I  fhall  hereafter,  my  thrice-gracious  lord. 
Be  more  myfelf. 

K.  Henry.  For  all  the  world. 
As  thou  art  to  this  hour,  was  Richard  then 
When  I  from  France  fet  foot  at  Ravenfpurg; 
And  even  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now. 
Now  by  my  fceptre,  and  my  foul  to  boot, 
He  hath  more  worthy  interefl  to  the  flate, 
Than  thou>  the  fhadow  of  fucceffion  : 
For  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  right, 
He  doth  fill  fields  witl>  harnefs  in  the  realm  ; 
Turns  head  againft  the  lion's  armed  jaws ; 
And,  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  thou, 
Leads  ancient  lords  and  reverend  bifhops  on. 
To  bloody  battles,  and  to  bruifingarms. 
What  never-dying  honour  hath  he  got 
Againft  renowned  Douglas;  whole  high  deeds, 
Whofe  hot  incurfions,  and  great  name  in  arms, 
Holds  from  all  fpldiers  chief  majority, 
And  military  titk  capital, 

Through  all  the  kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Chrift  ? 
Thrice  hath  this  Hotfpur  Mars  in  fwathing-clothes^ 
This  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprizes, 
Difcomfited  great  Douglas  ;  ta'en  him  once, 
Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  friend  of  him, 
"J  o  fill  the  mouth  of  deep  defiance  up, 
And  fhake  the  peace  and  fafety  of  our  throne. 
And  what  fay  you  to  this?  Percy,  Northumberland*, 
Thearchbifhop's  grace  of  York,  Douglas,  MortjLniff, 

Capitulate 
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Capitulate  againftus,  and  are  up. 
But  wherefore  do  I  tell  thefc  news  to  thee  ? 
Why,  Harry,  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes, 
Which  art  my  near'il  and  deareft  enemy  ? 
Tfiou  that  art  like  enough — though  vaflal  fear, 
Bale  inclination,  and  the  flart  of  fpleen — 
To  fight  againft  me  under  Percy's  pay, 
To  dog  his  heels,  and  curt'iy  at  his  frowns,. 
To  fhew  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

P.  Henry.  Do  not  think  lb,  you  fhall  not  find  it  fo  s 
And  heaven  forgive  them,  thatfo  much  have  fway'd 
Your  majeity's  good  thoughts  away  from  me  ! 
1  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percy's  head, 
And,  in  the  doling  of  fome  glorious  day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  fon  ; 
When  I  will  wear  a  garment  all  of  blood, 
And  ftain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  mafk, 
Which,  wafh'd  away,  fhall  fcour  my  fhame  with  it. 
And  thatfhallbe  the  day,  whene'er  it  lights, 
That  this  fame  child  of  honour  and  renown, 
This  gallant  Hotfpur,  this  all-praifed  knight, 
And  your  unthought-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet: 
Yor  every  honour  fitting  on  his  helm, 
7  Would  they  were  multitudes  ;  and  on  my  head 
My  fhames  redoubled  !  for  the  time  will  come, 
That  I  (hall  make  this  northern  youth  exchange 
His  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities. 
Percy  is  but  my  facfor,  good  my  lord, 
To  engrofs  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf; 
And  I  will  call  him  tofo  Uriel:  account, 
That  he  (hall  render  every  glory  up,     • 
Yea,  even  the  flightefc  worfhip  of  his  time, 
Or  I  will  tear  the  reckoning  from  his  heart. 
This,  in  the  name  of  God,  T  promife  here  : 
The  which  if  he  be  pleas'd  I  fhall  perform, 
I  do  beieech  your  majefty,  may  falve 
The  long-grown  wounds  of  my  intemperance  : 
If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bands  ;    • 
And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thoufand  deaths, 
pre  break  the  fmalleil  parcel  of  this  vow. 

K,  Henry. 
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K.  Henry.  A  hundred  thoufand  rebels  die  in  this :— . 
Thou  fhalt  have  charge,  and  fovereign  truft,  herein. 

Enter  Blunt. 

How,  now,  good  Blunt  ?  thy  looks  are  full  of  fpeed. 

Blunt.  So  is  the  bulinefs  that  I  come  to  fpeak  of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  fent  word — 
That  Douglas,  and  the  Englifh  rebels,  met, 
The  eleventh  of  this  month,  at  Shrewfbury  : 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  they  are, 
If  promifes  be  kept  on  every  hand, 
As  ever  ofTer'd  foul  play  in  a  flate. 

K.  Henry.  The   earl  of   Weftmoreland  fet  forth  to- 
day ; 
With  him  my  fon,  lord  John  of  Lancalter  : 
For  this  advertifement  is  five  days  old  : — 
On  Wednefday  next,  Harry,  thou  mall  fet  forward  : 
On  Thuriday  weourielves  will  march  : 
Our  meeting  is  Bridgenorth  :  and,  Harry,  you 
Shall  march  through  Glolterfhire  ;  by  which  account, 
Our  bufinefs  valued,  fome  twelve  clays  hence 
Our  general  forces  at  Bridgenorth  fhall  meet. 
Our  hands  are  full  of  bulinefs :  let's  away  ; 
Advantage  feeds  him  fat,  while  men  delay.        \Exeunt* 


SCEN  E     III.     The  Boar's-Head  Tavern  in  Eajlcheap. 
Enter  Falstaff,  and  Bap.dolph. 

Fal.  Barclolph,  am  net  I  fallen  away  vilely  fince  this 
Iaft  action?  do  I  not  bate?  do  I  not  dwindle?  why, 
my  fkin  hangs'  about  me  like  an  old  lady's  loofe  gown; 
I  am  wither'd  like  an  old  apple-John.  Well,  I'll 
art,  and  that  fuddenly,  while  I  am  in  fome  liking'; 
I  ihall  be  out  of  heart  fhortly,  and  then  1  fhall  have 
no  frrength  to  repent.  An  I  have  not  forgotten  what 
the  inlide  of  a  church  is  made  of,  I  am  a  pepper-corn, 
a  brewer's  horfe;  the  inlide  of  a  church  : — Company, 
villanous  company,  hath  been  the  fpoil  of  rne. 

Bard,  Sir  John,  you  are  fo  fretful,  you  cannot  live 
ions. 

&  FaL 
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Fal,  Why,  there  is  it :— -come,  fing  me  a  bawdy 
long;  make  me  merry.  I  was  as  virtuoufly  given,  as 
a  gentleman  need  to  be;  virtuous  enough;  fwore 
little  ;  dic'd,  not  above  feven  times  a  week  ;  went  to 
a  bawdy-houie,  not  above  once  in  a  quarter — of  an 
hour;  paid  money  that  I  borrow'd,  three  or  four 
times;  liv'd  well,  and  in  good  compafs  :  and  now  I 
live  out  of  all  order,  out  of  all  compafs. 

Bard*  Why,  you  are  fo  fat,  Sir  John,  that  you 
muft  needs  be  out  of  all  compafs ;  out  of  all  reafonablc 
compafs,  Sir  John. 

Fal.  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and   I'll  mend  my 
life:  Thou  art  oar  admiral,   thou  beareft  the  lantern 
in  the  poop — but  'tis  in  the  nofe  of  thee  ;  thou  art  the 
knight  of  the  burning  lamp. 

Bard,  Why,  Sir  John,  my  face  does  you  no  harm. 
Fal,  No,  I'll  be  fworn  ;  I  make  as  good  ufe  of  it  a&v 
many  a  man  doth  of  a  death's  head,  or  a  memento  mori: 
I  never  fee  thy  face  but  I  think  upon  hell-fire,  and 
Dives  that  lived  in  purple  :  for  there  he  is  in  his  robes, 
burning,  burning. — If  thou  wert  any  way  given  to 
virtue,  1  would  fwear  by  thy  face  ;  my  oath  fhould 
be,  By  this  fire  :  but  thou  art  altogether  given  over  ; 
and  wert  indeed,  but  for  the  light  in  thy  face,  the 
fon  of  utter  darknefs.  When  thou  ran'ft  up  Gadf- 
hill  in  the  night  to  catch  my  horfe,  if  I  did  not  think 
thou  had' ft  been  an  ignis  fatuus,  or  a  ball  of  wild-fire, 
there's  no  purchafe  in  money.  Oh,  thou  art  a  perpetual 
triumph,  an  everlafting  bonfire  light  !  r\  hou  haft  faved 
me  a  thoufand  marks  in  links  and  torches,  walking 
with  thee  in  the  night  betwixt  tavern  and  tavern  :  but 
the  fack  that  thou  haft  drunk  me,  would  have  bought 
me  lights  as  good  cheap,  at  the  deareft  chandler's  in 
Europe.  I  have  maintained  that  falamander  of  your's 
with  fire,  any  time  this  two  and  thirty  years  ;  Heaven 
reward  me  for  it ! 

Bard.    'Sblood,  I   would    my    face  were   in    your 
belly  ! 

Fal  God-a-mercy  !  fo  fhould  I  be  fure  to  be  heart- 
burn'd. 

3  Enter 
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Enter  Hoftefs, 

How  now,  dame  Partlet  the  hen  ?  have  you  inquir'd 
yet,  who  pick'd  my  pocket  ? 

Ho/I.  Why,  Sir  John!  what  do  you  think,  Sir  John? 
Do  you  think  I  keep  thieves  in  my  houfe  ?  I  have 
iearch'd,  I  have  inquir'd,  fo  has  my  hufband,  man  by 
man,  boy  by  boy,  fervant  by  fervant :  the  tithe  of  a 
hair  was  never  loft  in  my  houfe  before. 

FaL  You  lie,  hoftefs ;  Bardolph  was  fhav'd,  and  loft 
many  a  hair  :  and  I'll  be  fworn,  my  pocket  was  pick'd  i 
Go  to,  you  are  a  woman,  go. 

Hoft.  Who  I  ?  I  defy  thee:  I  was  never  call'd  fo  in 
mine  own  houfe  before. 

FaL  Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 

Hoft,  No,  Sir  John  ;  you  do  not  know  me,  Sir  John: 
I  know  you,  Sir  John  :  you  owe  me  money,  Sir  John, 
and  now  you  pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile  me  of  it :  I 
bought  you  a  dozen  of  fliirts  to  your  back. 

FaL  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas:  I  have  given  them 
away  to  bakers*  wives,  and  they  have  made  boulters  of 
them. 

Ho/i.  Now,  as  I  am  a  true  woman,  holland  of  eight 
Shillings  an  ell.  You  owe  money  here  befides,  Sir 
John,  for  your  diet,  and  by-drinkings ;  and  money 
lent  you,  four  and  twenty  pounds. 

FaL  He  had  his  part  of  it ;  let  him  pay. 

Heft.  He  ?  alas,  he  is  poor  ;  he  hath  nothing. 

FaL  How  !  poor  ?  look  upon  his  face  ;  What  call 
you  rich  ?  let  them  coin  his  nofe,  let  them  coin  his 
cheeks :  Til  not  pay  a  denier.  What,  will  you  make 
a  younker  of  me?  fhall  1  not  take  mine  eaie  in  mine 
inn,  but  I  fhall  have  my  pocket  pick'd  ?  I  have  loft  a 
leal- ring  of  my  grandfather's,  worth  forty  mark. 

Hoft.  O,  I  have  heard  the  prince  tell  him,  1  know 
not  how  oft,  that  the  ring  was  copper. 

FaL  How  !  the  prince  is  a  Jack,  a  fneak-cup  ;  and, 
if  he  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  he 
would  fay  fo. 

Into- 


KING  HENRY  IV. 


59 


Enter  Prince  Henry*  WPoins,  marching;  and  Fal- 
STAFF  meets  them,  playing  on  his  Truncheon,  like  a  Fife. 

Fal.  How  now,  lad  ?  is  the  wind  in  that  door, 
rfaith  ?  muft  we  all  march  ? 

Bard,  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate- fafhion. 

Hojl,  My  lord,  I  pray  you,  hear  me. 

P.  Henry.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  miftrefs  Quickly? 
How  does  thy  hufband  ?  I  love  him  well,  he  is  an  ho* 
neft  man. 

Hojl.  Good  my  lord,  hear  me. 

Fal,  Pr'ythee,  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me. 

P.  Henry.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  Jack  ? 

Fal,  The  other  night  I  fell  afleep  here  behind  the 
arras,  and  had  my  pocket  pick'd  :  this  houfe  is  turn'd 
bawdy-houie,  they  pick  pockets. 

P.  Henry,  What  didft  thou  lofe,  Jack  ? 

Fal.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal?  three  or  four  bonds 
of  forty  pound  a-piece,  and  a  feal-ring  of  my  grand- 
father's. 

P.  Henry,  A  trifle,  fome  eight-penny  matter. 

Hojl.  So  I  told  him,  my  lord  ;  and  I  faid,  I   heard  • 
your  grace  fay  fo  :  And,  my  lord,  he  ipeaks  moft  vilely 
of  you,  like  a  foul-mouth'd  man  as  he  is  ;  and  faid,  he 
wTould  cudgel  you. 

P.  Henry,  What !    he  did  not  ? 

Hofi,  There's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  womanhood 
in  me  elfe. 

Fal,  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a  ftew'd 
prune ;  nor  no  more  truth  in  thee,  than  in  a  drawn  fox  ; 
and  for  womanhood,  maid  Marian  may  be  the  deputy's 
wife  of  the  ward  to  thee.     Go,  you  thing,  go. 

Hojl,  Say,  what  thing?  what  thing  ? 

Fal.  What  thing  ?  why,  a  thing  to  thank  God  on. 

Hojl,  I  am  no  thing  to  thank  God  on,  I  would  thou 
fhouldft  know  it;  I  am  an  honeft  man's  wife:  and^ 
fetting  thy  knighthood  afide,  thou  art  a  knave  to  call 
mefo. 

Fal,  Setting  thy  womanhood  afide,  thou  art  a  beaft 
to  fay  otherwife. 

BO.- 
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Hoft.  Say,  what  beaft,  thou  knave  thou  ! 

FaL  What  beall  ?  why,  an  otter. 

P.  Henry.  An  otter,  Sir  John  ?  why  an  otter  ? 

FaL  Why  ?  fhe's  neither  fifh,  nor  flefh ;  a  man 
knows  not  where  to  have  her. 

Hoft.  Thou  art  an  unjuft  man  in  faying  fo  ;  thou  or 
any  man  knows  where  to  have  me,  thou  knave  thou  ! 

P.  Henry.  Thou  fay 'ft  true,  hoftefs  ;  and  he  ilanders. 
thee  moft  grofsly. 

Hoft.  So  he  doth  you,  my  lord ;  and  faid  this  other 
day,  you  ought  him  a  thoufand  pound. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  do  I  owe  you  a  thoufand  pound  ? 

FaL  A  thoufand  pound,  Hal  ?  a  million :  thy  love 
is  worth  a  million  ;  thou  ow'ft  me  thy  love. 

Hoft.  Nay,  my  lord,  he  call'd  you  Jack,  and  faid,  he 
would  cudgel  you. 

Fal.  Did  I,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Indeed,  Sir  John,  you  faid  fo. 

FaL  Yea  ;  if  he  faid,  my  ring  was  copper. 

P.  Henry.  I  fay,  'tis  copper:  Dar'ft  thou  be  as 
good  as  thy  w  bid  now  ? 

FaL  Why,  Hal,  thou  know'ft,  as  thou  art  but  man, 
I  dare  :  but,  as  thou  art  prince,  I  fear  thee,  as  I  fear 
the  roaring  of  the  lion's  whelp. 

P.  Henry.  And  why  not,  as  the  lion  ? 

FaL  The  king  himfelf  is  to  be  fear'd  as  the  lion: 
Doll  thou  think,  I'll  fear  thee  as  1  fear  thy  father  ?% 
nay,  an  if  I  do,  let  my  girdle  break  ! 

P.  Flenry.  O,  if  it  fhould,  how  would  thy  guts  fall 
about  thy  knees  !  But,  firrah,  there's  no  room  for 
faith,  truth,  nor  honefty,  in  this  bofom  of  thine  ;  it  is 
all  fillM  up  with  guts,  and  midriff.  Charge  an  honeft 
woman  with  picking  thy  pocket  !  Why,  thou  whore- 
fon,  impudent,  imbofs'd  rafcal,  if  there  were  anything 
in  thy  pocket  but  tavern-reckonings,  memorandums  of 
bawdy-houfes,  and  one  poor  penny-worth  of  fugar- 
candy  to  make  thee  long-winded;  if  thy  pocket  were 
enrich'd  with  any  other  injuries  but  thefe,  I  am  a  vil- 
lain. And  yet  .you  will  ftand  to  it;  you  will  not 
pocket  up  wrong  :  Art  thou  not  afham'd  ? 

FaL 
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FaU  Doft  thou  not  hear,  Hal  ?  thou  know'ft,  in  the 
Hate  of  innocency,  Adam  fell  ;  and  what  mould  po6r 
Jack  FalftarFdo,  in  the  days  of  villany  ?  Thou  fee'ft, 
I  have  more  flefh  than  another  man  ;  and  therefore 
more  frailty.  —  You  confefs  then,  you  pick'd  my 
pocket  ? 

P.  Henry,  It  appears  fo  by  the  ftory. 
FaU    Hoftefs,    I   forgive  thee  :    Go,    make   ready 
breakfaft  :  love  thy  hulband,  look  to  thy  fervants,  and 
cherifh  thy  guefts  :  thou  (halt  find  me  tractable  to  any 

honeft  reafon  :  thou  feeft,  I  am  pacify'd. — Still  ? . 

Nay,  I  pr'ythee  be  gone.  [Exit  Hoflefs* 

Now,   Hal,  to  the  news  at  court :  for  the  robbery,  lad 
■ — How  is  that  anfwer'd  ? 

P.  Henry.  O  my  fweet  beef,  I  muft  Hill  be  good 
angel  to  thee  : — The  money  is  paid  back  again. 

FaU  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back,  'tis  a  double 
labour. 

P.  Henry.  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father,  and 
may  do  any  thing. 

FaU  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  firfl  thing  thou  do'i% 
and  do  it  with  unwafh'd  hands  too. 
Bar,  Do,  my  lord. 

P.  Henry.  I  have  procur'd  thee,  Jack,  a  charge  cf 
foot. 

FaU  I  would  it  had  been  of  horfe.  Where  mail  I 
find  one  that  can  Ileal  well  ?  O  for  a  fine  thief,  aftwo 
and  twenty,  or  thereabouts  !  I  am  heinoufly  unpro- 
vided. Well,  God  be  thanked  for  thefe  rebels,  they 
offend  none  but  the  virtuous ;  I  laud  them,  I  praiie 
them. 

P.  Henry.  Bardolph- 

Bard.  My  lord. 

P.  Henry.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  lord  John  of  Lan- 
caster, 
My  brother  John  ;  this  to  my  lord  of  Weflmorland.— 
Go,  Poins,  to  horfe,  to  horfe;   for  thou,  and  I, 
Have  thirty  miles  to  ride  ere  dinner-time.  «* 
Jack, 
Meet  me  to-morrow  in  the  Temple-hall 

At 
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At  two  O'clock  i'  the  afternoon  : 

There  fhalt  thou  know  thy  charge  ;  and  there  receivs 

Money,  and  order  for  their  furniture. 

The  land  is  burning  ;  Percy  Hands  on  high  ; 

And  either  they,  or  we,  mure,  lower  lie. 

[Exeunt  Prince,  Poins,  and  Bard. 

Fal.    Rare  words !    brave    world! Hoftefs,   my 

breakfaft;  come  :— 
O,  I  could  wifh,  this  tavern  were  my  drum  ! 


ACT      IV. 

SCENE    I.     The  Camp  near  Shrew/bury, 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  and  Douglas. 

Hot/pur. 

"Well  faid,  my  noble  Scot:  If  fpeaking  truth, 
In  this  fine  age,  were  not  thought  flattery, 
Such  attribution  fhould  the  Douglas  have, 
As  not  a  foldier  of  this  feafon's  ftamp 
Should  go  fo  general  current  through  the  world. 
By  heaven,  I  cannot  flatter;  I  defy 
The  tongues  of  Toothers  ;  but  a  braver  place 
In  my  heart's  love,  hath  no  man  than  yourfelf  $ 
Nay,  talk  me  to  my  word ;  approve  me,  lord. 

Doug.  Thou  art  the  king  of  honour : 
No  man  fo  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground, 
But  I  will  beard  him. 

Hot,  Do  fo,  and  'tis  well : 

Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

What  letters  haft  thou  there  ? — I  can  but  thank  you, 
Mejf,  Thefe  letters  come  from  your  father. 
Hot.  Letters  from  him  J  why  comes  he  nothimfelf? 
MeJJl  He   cannot   come,  my   lord ;    he's   grievous 

fick. 
Hot,  'Zounds !  how  has  he  the  leifure  to  be  fick, 
In  fuch  a  juftling  time  I  Who  leads  his  power  ? 

Under 
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Under  whofe  government  come  they  along  * 

Mejf.  His  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  I. 

Hot.  His  mind  ! 

Wor.  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  bed  ? 

Mtffl  He  did,  my  lord,  four  days  ere  Ifetforth  ; 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence, 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  phyficians. 

IVor,  I  would,   the   flate  of    time  had  firft  been 
whole, 
Ere  he  by  ficknefs  had  been  vifited  : 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now  !  droop  now !  this  ficknefs  doth  in* 
fed 
The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprize  ; 
'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  camp. 
He  writes  me  here — that  inward  ficknefs — 
And  that  his  friends  by  deputation  could  not 
So  foon  be  drawn  ;  nor  did  he  think  it  meet. 
To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  dear  a  truft 
On  any  foul  remov'd,  but  on  his  own. 
Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertifement — 
That  with  our  fmall  conjunction,  we  Ihould  on, 
To  fee  howT  fortune  is  difpos'd  to  us : 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now  ; 
Becaufe  the  king  is  certainly  poffefs'd 
Of  all  our  purpofes.     What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

IVor*  Your  father's  ficknefs  is  a  maim  to  us. 

Hot.  A  perilous  gafh,  a  very  limb  lopt  off:— 
And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not ;  his  prefent  want 
Seeemsmore  than  we  fhall  find  it  : — Were  it  good, 
To  fet  the  exafl  wealth  of  all  our  ftates 
All  at  one  caft  \  to  fet  fo  rich  a  main 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  hour? 
It  were  not  good  :  for  therein  fhould  we  read 
The  very  bottom  and  the  foul  of  hope ; 
The  very  lift,  the  very  utmoft  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Doug.  Faith,  and  fo  we  fhould  ; 
Where  now  remains  afweetreverfion  : 
We  may  boldly  fpend  upon  the  hope  of  what 

£  III- 
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Is  to  come  in  : 

A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hot.  A  rendezvous,  a  home  to  fly  unto, 
If  that  the  devil  and  mifchance  look  big 
Upon  the  maidenhead  of  our  affairs. 

Wor.  But  yet,  I  would  your  father  had  been  hem 
The  quality  and  heir  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  divifion  :  It  will  be  thought 
By  fome,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 
That  wifdom,  loyalty,  and  mere  diflike 
Of  our  proceedings,-  kept  the  ear1  from  hence; 
And  think,  how  fuch  an  apprehenfion 
May  turn  the  tide  of  fearful  faction, 
And  breed  a  kind  of  queftion  in  our  caufe  : 
For,  well  you  know,  we  of  the  offering  fide 
Muft  keep  aloof  from  ftricl:  arbitrament ; 
And  flop  all  fight-holes,  every  loop,  from  whence 
The  eye  of  reafon  may  pry  in  upon  us : 
This  abfence  of  your  father's  draws  a  curtain, 
That  mews  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear, 
Before  not  dreamt  of. 

Hot.  You  ftrain  too  far. 
I,  rather,  of  his  abfence  make  this  ufe;— 
It  lends  a  luftre,  and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  dare  to  our  great  enterprize, 
Than  if  the  earl  were  here  :  for  men  muft  think, 
If  we,  without  his  help,  can  make  a  head 
To  pufh  agatnft  the  kingdom  ;  with  his  help, 
We  fhall  overturn  it  topfy-turvy  down.— 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joints  are  whole. 

Doug.  As  heart  can  think  :  there  is  not  fuch  a  word 
§poke  of  in  Scotland,  as  this  term  of  fear. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Hot,  My  couiin  Vernon  1  welcome,  by  my  foul. 

Ver.  Pray  God,  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome,  lord. 
The  earl  of  Weftmoreland,  feven  thoufand  ftrong, 
Is  marching  hitherwards;  with  him,  prince  John. 

Hot.  No  harm  :  What  more  } 

Ver.  And  further,  I  have  leara'd— — * 

Th9 
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The  kinghimfelf  in  perfon  is  fet  forth., 
Or  hithenvards  intended  fpeedily, 
With  ftrong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot,  He  ihali  be  welcome  too.     Where  is  his  fon, 
The  nimble-footed  mad-cap  prince  of  Wales, 
And  his  comrades,  that  dafPd  the  world  afide, 
And  bid  it  pafs  ? 

Ver.  All  furnifh'd,  all  in  arms, 
All  pluin'd  like  eftridges,  that  with  the  wind 
Bated  like  eagles  having  lately  bath'd : 
Glittering  in  golden  coats,  like  images  ; 
As  full  of  fpirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  fun  at  midfummer; 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  young  bulls. 
I  faw  young  Harry — with  his  beaver  on, 
His  cuifles  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm'd — 
Rife  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercury^ 
And  vaulted  with  fuch  eafe  into  his  feat, 
As  if  an  angel  droptdown  from  the  clouds, 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegafus, 
And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horfemariftiip. 

Hot,  No  more,  no  more ;  worfe   than  the  fun  in. 
March, 
This  praife  doth  nourifh  agues.     Let  them  come  ; 
They  come  like  facrifices  in  their  trim, 
And  to  the  fire-ey'd  maid  of  fmoky  war, 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them  : 
The  mailed  Mars  {hall  on  his  altar  fit, 
Up  to  the  ears  in  blood,     I  am  on  fire, 
To  hear  this  rich  reprifal  is  fo  nigh, 
And  yet  not  ours  : — Come,  let  me  take  my  horfe, 
W7ho  is  to  bear  me,  like  a  thunder-bolt, 
Againtt  thebofomof  the  prince  of  Wales; 

Harry  to  Harry  (hall,  hot  horfe  to  horfe 

Meet,  and  ne'er  part,  'till  one  drop  down  a  corfe. 
O,  that  Glendower  were  come  I 

Ver.  There  is  more  news  : 
I  learn'd  in  Worcefter,  as  I  rode  along, 
He  cannot  draw  his  power  this  fourteen  days. 

J)oug%  That's  the  worn:  tidings'  that  I  hear  of  yet. 
E  a  f?$r. 
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Wor.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a  frofty  found. 

Hot,  What  may  the  king's  whole  battle  reach  unto? 

Ver.  To  thirty  thoufand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be  ; 
My  father  and  Glendower  being  both  away, 
The  powers  of  us  may  ferve  fo  great  a  day. 
Come,  let  us  take  a  mufter  fpeedily  : 
Doomfday  is  near  ;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Doug,  Talk  not  of  dying;  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  death,  or  death's  hand,  for  this  one  half-year. 

[Exeunt, 


SCENE    II.     A  Public  Road  near  Coventry. 
Enter  Falstaff,  and  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Bardolph,  get  thee  before  to  Coventry  ;  fill 
me  a  bottle  of  fack  :  our  foldiers  fhali  march  through^ 
we'll  to  Sutton-Coifleld  to-night. 

Bard,  Will  you  give  me  money,  captain  ? 

Fal,  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Bard..  This  bottle  makes  an  angel. 

Fal,  An  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour ;  and  if  it 
rnake  twenty,  take  them  all,  I'll  anfwer  the  coinage. 
Bid  my  lieutenant  Peto  meet  at  the  town's  end. 

Bard,  I  will,  captain:  farewell.  [Exit, 

Fal,  If  I  be  not  aiham'd  of  my  foldiers,  I  am  a 
fouc'd  gurnet.  I  have  mifus'd  the  king's  prefs  dam- 
nably. I  have  got  in  exchange  of  an  hundred  and  fifty 
foldiers,  three  hundred  and  odd  pounds,  I  prefs  me 
none  but  good  houfeholders,  yeomen's  fons  :  inquire 
me  out  contracted  bachelors,  fuch  as  had  been  a(k'd 
twice  on  the  bands;  fuch  a  commodity  of  warm  flaves, 
as  had  as  lief  hear  the  devil  as  a  drum;  fuch  as  fear  the 
the  report  of  a  caliver,  worfe  than  a  flruck  fowl,  or  a 
hurt  wild-duck.  I  preft  me  none  but  fuch  toafts  an4 
butter,  with  hearts  in  their  bellies  no  bigger  than  pins' 
heads,  and  they  have  bought  out  their  fervices  ;  and 
now  my  whole  charge  confifts  of  ancients,  corporals, 
lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  companies,  flayes  as  ragged 

"a* 
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as  Lazarus  in  the  painted  cloth,  where  the  glutton's 
dogs  lick'd  his  fores  :  and  fuch  as,  indeed,  were  never 
foldiers  ;  but  difcarded  unjuil  ferving-men,  younger 
fons  to  younger  brothers,  revolted  tapifers,  and  ofllers 
trade-fallen;  the  cankers  of  a  calm  world,  and  along 
peace  ;  ten  times  more  difhonourably  ragged,  than  an 
old-fac'd  ancient :  and  fuch  have  I,  to  fill  up  the 
rooms  of  them  that  have  bought  out  their  fervices ; 
that  you  would  think,  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty  tatter'd 
prodigals,  lately  come  from  fwine-keeping,  from  eating 
draff  and  hufks.  A  mad  fellow  met  me  on  the  way, 
and  told  me,  I  had  unloaded  all  the  gibbets,  and  prefs'd 
the  dead  bodies.  No  eye  hath  feen  fuch  fcare-crows. 
I'll  not  march  through  Coventry  with  them,  that's 
flat :  Nay,  and  the  villains  march  wide  betwixt  the 
legs,  as  if  they  had  gyves  on  :  for  indeed  I  had  the 
rnoft  of  them  out  of  priibn.  There's  but  a  ihirt  and 
a  half  in  all  my  company :  and  the  half-fhirt  is  two 
napkins,  tack'd  together,  and  thrown  over  the  fhoul- 
ders  like  a  herald's  coat  without  ileeves;  and  the  fhirt, 
to  fay  the  truth,  ftolen  from  my  hofl  of  faint  Albans, 
or  the  red-nofe  inn-keeper  of  Daintry.  But  that's  ail 
one;  they'll  find  linen  enough  on  every  hedge. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  and  WESTMORELAND. 

P.  Henry,  How  now,  blown  Jack  ?  how  now,  quilt? 

FaU  What,  Hal?  How  now,  mad  wag?  what  a 
devil  doff,  thou  in  Warwickfhire  ? — My  good  lord  of 
Weftmoreland,  I  cry  you  mercy;  I  thought,  your  ho- 
nour had  already  been  at  Shrewsbury. 

Weft,  'Faith,  Sir  John,  'tis  more  than  time  that  I 
were  there,  and  you  too  ;  but  my  powers  are  there 
already  :  The  king,  I  can  tell  you,  looks  for  us  all ;  we 
muft  away  all  to-night. 

FaL  Tut,  never  fear  me  j  I  am  as  vigilant,  as  a  cat 
to  fteai  cream. 

P.  Henry.  I  think,  to  fteal  cream  indeed  ;  for  thy 
theft  hath  already  made  thee  butter.  But  tell  me,  Jack; 
Whofe  fellows  are  thefe  that  come  after  ? 

FaL  IVJine,  JJal,  mine, 

P.  Henry. 
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P.  Henry.  I  did  never  fee  fuch  pitiful  rafcals. 

Fal.  Tut,  tut ;  good  enough  to  tofs  ;  food  for  pow- 
der, food  for  powder ;  they'll  fill  a  pit,  as  well  as  bet- 
ter :  tufh,man,  mortal  men,  mortal  men. 

Weft.  Ay,  but,  Sir  John,  methinks,  they  are  ex- 
ceeding poor  and  bare  ;  too  beggarly. 

Fal.  'Faith,  for  their  poverty — I  know  not  where 
they  had  that ;  and  for  their  barenefs — I  am  lure  they 
never  learn'd  that  of  me. 

P.  Henry.  No,  I'll  be  fworn  ;  unlefs  you  call  three 
fingers  on  the  ribs,  bare.  But,  firrah,  make  hafie  ; 
Percy  is  already  in  the  field. 

Fal.  What,  is  the  king  encamp'd  ? 

Weft.  He  is,  Sir  John  ;  I  fear,  we  fhall  flay  too 
long. 

Fal.  Well, 
To  the  latter  end  of  a  fray,  and  the  beginning  of  a 

feaft, 
Fits  a  dull  fighter,  and  a  keen  gueiL  [Exeunt, 

SCENE.    III.     Shreivjbury. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  Douglas,  and  Ver- 
non. 

Hot.  We'll  fight  with  him  to- night* 

Wor,  It  may  not  be. 

Doug.  You  give  him  then  advantage. 

Ver.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot.  Why  fay  you  fo  ?  looks  he  not  for  fupply  ? 

Ver.  So  do  we. 

Hot.  His  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtful. 

Wor.  Good  coufin,  be  advis'd  ;  ftir  not  to-night, 

Ver.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Doug.  You  do  not  council  well; 
You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,  and  cold  heart. 

Ver.  Do  me  no  flander,  Douglas  :  by  my  life 
(And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  life), 
If  well  refpe&ed  honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  council  with  weak  fear, 
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As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  this  day  lives  :— — 
Let  it  be  feen  to-morrow  in  the  battle, 
Which  of  us  fears. 

Doug.  Yea,  or.  to-night. 

Verf  Content* 

Hot.  To-night,  fay  I. 

Ver.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be.     I  wonder  much. 
Being  men  of  fuch  great  leading  as  you  are, 
That  you  forefee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  back  our  expedition  :  Certain  horfe 
Of  my  coufin  Vernon's  are  not  yet  come  up  : 
Your  uncle  Worcefler's  horfe  came  but  to-day: 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  afleep, 
Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull, 
That  not  a  horfe  is  half  the  half  of  himfelf. 

Hot,  So  are  the  horfes  of  the  enemy 
In  general,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low; 
The  better  part  of  ours  are  full  of  reft. 

Wor.  The  number  of  the  king  exceedeth  ours  : 
For  God's  fake,  coufin,  flay  till  all  come  in. 

[The  Trumpets  found  a  Parky* 

Enter  Sir  Walter  Blunt, 

Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the  king, 
If  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  and  refpec"t. 

Hot.  Welcome,   Sir  Walter  Blunt;  and  would   to 
God, 
You  were  of  our  determination  ! 
Some  of  us  love  you  well :  and  even  thofe  fome 
Envy  your  great  defervings,  and  good  name  ; 
Becauie  you  are  not  of  our  quality, 
But  ftand  againft  us  like  an  enemy. 

Blunt.  And  heaven  defend,  but  ftill  I  fhould  Hand 

So  long  as,  out  of  limit,  and  true  rule, 

You  Hand  againft  anointed  majefty  ! 

But,  to  my  charge. — The  king  hath  fent  to  know 

The  nature  of  your  griefs  ;  and  whereupon 

You  conjure  from  the  breaft  of  civil  peace 

Such  bold  hoftility,  teaching  his  duteous  land 

Audacious 
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Audacious  cruelty  :  If  that  the  king 

Have  any  way  your  gooddeferts  forgot — » 

Which  he  confefTeth  to  be  manifold — 

He  bids  you  name  your  griefs ;  and,  with  all  fpeecJ, 

You  mall  have  your  defires,  with  intereft  ; 

And  pardon  abfolute  for  yourfelf,  and  thefe, 

Herein  mis-led  by  your  fuggeftion. 

Hot.  The    king  is  kind ;  and,  well  we  know,  the 
king 
Knows  at  what  time  to  promife,  when  to  pay. 
My  father,  and  my  uncle,  and  myfelf, 
Did  give  him  that  fame  royalty  he  wears  : 
And — when  he  was  not  fix  and  twenty  ftrong, 
Sick  in  the  world's  regard,  wretched  and  low, 
A  poor  unminded  out-law  fneaking  home — 
My  father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  more  : 
And — when  he  heard  himfwear,  and  vow  to  God, 
He  came  but  to  the  duke  of  Lancafter, 
To  fue  his  livery,  and  beg  his  peace; 
With  tears  of  innocency,  and  terms  of  zeal — - 
My  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd, 
Swore  him  affiftance,  and  perform' d  it  too. 
Now,  when  the  lords  and  barons  of  the  realm 
PerceivM  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him, 
The  more  and  lefs  came  in  with  cap  and  knee ; 
Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages ; 
Attended  him  on  bridges,  flood  in  lanes, 
Laid  gifts  before  him,  proffer'd  him  their  oaths, 
Gave  him  their  heirs  ;  as  pages  follow'd  him, 
Even  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 
He  prefently — as  greatnefs  knows  itfelf — » 
Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 
Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blood  was  poor, 
Upon  the  naked  fhore  at  Ravenfpurg; 
And  now,  forfooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Some  certain  edicts,  and  fome  ftraight  decrees, 
That  lie  too  heavy  on  the  commonwealth  : 
Cries  out  upon  abufes,  feems  to  weep 
Over  his  country's  wrongs  ;  and,  by  this  face, 
Thisfeeming  brow  of  juftice,  did  he  win 

The 
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The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for. 
Proceeded  further;  cut  me  off  the  heads 
Of  all  the  favourites,  that  the  abfent  king 
In  deputation  left  behind  him  here, 
When  he  was  perfonal  in  the  Irifh  war. 

Blunt.  Tut,  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 

Hot.  Then  to  the  point. 

In  fhort  time  after,  he  depos'd  the  king  ; 
Soon  after  that,  depriv'd  him  of  his  life  ; 
And,  in  the  neck  of  that,  taik'd  the  whole  ftate. 
To  make  that  worie,  fuffer'd  his  kinfman  March 
(Who  is,  if  every  owner  were  well  plac'd, 
Indeed  his  king)  to  be  incag'd  in  Wales, 
There  without  ranfom  to  lie  forfeited  : 
Difgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  victories  ; 
Sought  to  entrap  me  by  intelligence; 
Rated  my  uncle  from  the  council-board  ; 
In  rage  difmifs'd  my  father  from  the  court ; 
Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrong  : 
And,  in  concluiion,  drove  us  to  feek  out 
This  head  of  fafety  ;  and,  withal,  to  pry 
Into  his  title,  the  which  we  find 
Too  indirect  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  anfwer  to  the  king  ? 

Hot,  Not  fo,  Sir  Walter  ;  we'll  withdraw  awhile. 
Go  to  the  king  ;  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  furety  for  a  fafe  return  again, 
And  in  the  morning  early  fhall  my  uncle 
Bring  him  our  purpofes:  and  fo  farevvel. 

Blunt.  I  would,  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  love. 

Hot.  And,  may  be,  fo  we  fhall. 

Blunt,  Pray  heaven,  you  do  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV.     York.     The  lirckbifhofs  Palace. 

Enter  the  Archbijhop  of  Fork,  and  Sir  Michael. 

York.  Hie,  good  Sir  Michael ;  bear  this  fealed  brief, 
With  winged  hafte,  to  the  lord  marefhal; 
This  to  my  coufin  Scroop  ;  and  all  the  reft 
To  whom  they  are  directed  :  if  you  knew 
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How  much  they  do  import,  you  would  make  hafle. 

Sir  Mich.  My  good  lord, 
I  guefs  their  tenor. 

York.  Like  enough,  you  do. 
To-morrow,  good  bir  Michael,  is  a  day, 
Wherein  the  fortune  often  thouland  men 
Mult  'bide  the  touch  :  For,  fir,  at  Shrewsbury, 
As  I  am  truly  given  to  understand, 
The  king,  with  mighty  and  quick-raifed  power, 
Meets  with  lord  Harry  :  and  I  fear,  Sir  Michael — 
What  with  the  ficknefs  of  Northumberland 
(Whofe  power  was  in  the  firft  proportion), 
And  what  with  Owen  Glendower's  abfence  thence 
(Who  with  them  was  a  rated  finew  too, 
And  comes  not  in,  o'er-rul'd  by  prophecies) — 
I  fear,  the  power  of  Percy  is  to  weak 
To  wage  an  inftant  trial  with  the  king. 

Sir  Mich,  Why,  my  good  lord,  you  need  not  fear; 
There's  Douglas  and  lord  Mortimer. 

York.  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Sir  Mich.  But  there  is  Mordake,  Vernon,  lord  Harry 
Percy, 
Ane  there's  my  lord  of  Worcefier;  and  a  head 
Of  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen. 

York.  And  fo  there  is  :  but  yet  the  king  hath  drawn 
The  fpecial  head  of  all  the  land  together  ; 
The  prince  of  Wales,  lord  John  of  Lancafter, 
The  noble  Weftmoreland,  and  warlike  Blunt ; 
And  many  more  corrivals,  and  dear  men 
Of  eflimation  and  command  in  arms. 

Sir  Mich.  Doubt  not,  my  lord,  they  fhall  be  well  op- 
pos'd. 

York.  I  hope  no  lefs,  yet  needful  'tis  to  fear; 
And  to  prevent  the  worft,  Sir  Michael,  fpeed  : 
For,  if  lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  king 
Difmifs  his  power,  he  means  to  vifit  us — 

For  he  hath  heard  of  our  confederacy 

And  'tis  but  wifdom  to  make  ftrong  againft  him  ; 
Therefore,  make  hafle  :  I  muft  go  write  again 
To  other  friends;  and  fo  farewel,  Sir  Michael. 

\Exeitnt. 
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SCENE     I.     The  Camp  at  Shrewfiury. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  TVales,  Lord  John  ^Lan- 
caster, Earl  of  Wesmoreland,  Sir  Walter 
Blunt,  and  Sir  John  FalsTaff. 

K.  Henry. 

Jriow  bloodily  the  fun  begins  to  peer 
Above  yon  bulky  hill !  the  day  looks  pale 
At  his  diftemperature. 

P.  Henry.  The  fouthern  wind 
Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purpofes  ; 
And,  by  his  hollow  whittling  in  the  leaves, 
Foretells  a  tempeft,  and  ablufteringday. 

K.  Hewy.  Then  with  the  lofers  let  it  fympathize  | 
For  nothing  can  feem  foul  to  thofe  that  win. — 

Trumpet,     Enter  Worcester,  and  Vernon. 

How  now,  my  lord  of  Worcefter?  tis  not  well,    . 
That  you  and  1  fhould  meet  upon  fuch  terms 
As  now  we  meet  :  You  have  deceiv'd  our  trull: ; 
And  made  us  doff  our  eafy  robes  of  peace, 
To  crufh  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  fteel  : 
This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  not  well. 
What  fay  you  to't  ?  will  you  again  unknit 
This  churlifh  knot  of  all-abhorred  war  ? 
And  move  in  that  obedient  orb  again^ 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light  3 
And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  meteor, 
A  prodigy  of  fear,  and  a  portent 
Of  broached  milchief  to-the  unborn  times  ? 

IVor.  Here  me,  my  liege  : 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  lag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours  ;  for,  I  do  protefl, 
1  have  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diflike* ; 

F  1  K.  Henry, 


74  FIRST  PAKT  OF 

K»  Henry,  You  have  not  fought  it !  how  comes  it 
then  t 

FaL  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it, 

P.  Henry.  Peace,  chewet,  peace. 

Wor,  It  pleas'd  your  majefty,  to  turn  your  looks 
Of  favour,  from  myfelf,  and  all  our  houie; 
And  yet  I  muft  remember  you,  my  lord, 
We  were  the  fir  ft  and  deareft  of  your  friends. 
Forvou,  my  ftafF  of  office  did  I  break 
In  Richard's  time  •  and  pofted  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kits  your  hand, 
When  yet  you  were  in  place  and  in  account 
Nothing  fo  frrong  and  fortunate  as  I. 
It  was  myfelf,  my  brother,  and  his  fon, 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  outdare 
The  dangers  of  the  time  :  You  fwore  to  us — • 
And  you  did  fwear  that  oath  atDoncafter — 
That  you  did  nothing  purpofe  'gainft  the  ftate  ; 
Nor  claim  no  further  than  your  new-fall'n  right, 
The  feat  of  Gaunt,  dukedom  of  Lancafter  : 
To  this  we  fware  our  aid.     But,  in  fhort  fpace, 
It  rain'd  down  fortune  fhowering  on  our  head ; 
And  fuch  a  flood  of  greatnefs  fell  on  you — 
What  with  our  help  ;  what  with  the  abfent  king; 
What  with  the  injuries  of  a  wanton  time; 
The  feeming  iufferances  that  you  had  borne  ; 
And  the  contrarious  winds,  that  held  the  king 
So  long  in  his  unlucky  Irifh  wars, 
That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead — 
And,  from  this  iwarm  of  fair  advantages, 
You  took  occafionto  be  quickly  woo'd 
To  gripe  the  general  fway  into  your  hand  : 
Forgot  your  oath  to  us  at  Doncafter; 
And,  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  fo 
As  that  ungentle  gull,  the  cuckow's  bird, 
Ufeth  the  lparrow  :  did  opprels  our  neft; 
Grew  by  our  feeding  to  fo  great  a  bulk, 
That  even  our  love  durft  not  come  near  your  fight,. 
For  fear  of  fwallowing  ;  but  with  nimble  wing 
We  were  enfore'd,  for  fafetv  fake,  to  fly 
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Out  of  your  fight,  and  raife  this  prefent  head  : 
Whereby  we  fUnd  oppofed  by  fuch  means 
As  you  yourfelf  have  forg'd  againft  yourfelf; 
By  unkind  ufage,  dangerous  countenance, 
And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth 
Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  enterprize. 

K.  Henry.  Thefe  things,  indeed,  you  have  articu- 
lated, 
Proclaimed  at  market-croiTes,  read  in  churches  ; 
To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion 
With  fome  fine  colour,  that  may  pleafe  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings,  and  poor  difcontents, 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow,  at  the  news 
Of  hurly-burly  innovation  : 
And  never  vet  did  inlurreclion  want 
Such  water-colours,  to  impainthis  caufc; 
Nor  moody  beggars,  ftarving  for  a  time 
Of  pell-mell  havock  and  confufion. 

P.  Henry*  In  both  our  armies,  there  is  many  a  foul 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  encounter, 
If  once  they  join  in  trial,     Tell  your  nephew 
The  prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  world 
In  praife  of  Henry  Percy  :   By  my  hopes  — 
This  prefent  enterprize  fet  off  his  head — - 
I  do  not  think,  a  braver  gentleman, 
More  active-valiant,  or  more  valiant-young, 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive, 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deeds. 
For  my  part,  I  may  fpeak  it  to  my  fhame, 
I  have  a  truant  been  to  chivalry  ; 
And,  fo,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too  : 

Yet  this  before  my  father's  majefty 

I  am  content,  that  he  (hall  take  the  odds 
Of  his  great  name  and  eftimation; 
And  will,  to  fave  the  blood  on  either  fide, 
Try  fortune  with  him  in  a  fingle  fight. 

K.  Henry.  And,  prince   of  Wales,  fo  dare  we  ven- 
ture thee, 
Albeit,  confi derations  infinite 
Do  make  againft  it : — No,  good  Worcefter,  no, 
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We  love  our  people  well ;  even  thofe  we  love, 
That  are  mis-led  upon  your  coufin's  part: 
And,  will  they  take  the  offer  of  your  grace, 
Eoth  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his  ; 
So  tell  your  couiin,  and  bring  me  word, 
What  he  will  do  : — But  if  he  will  not  yield, 
Rebuke  and  dread  correction  wait  on  us, 
And  they  fhall  do  their  office.     So,  be  gone; 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply  : 
We  offer  fair,  take  it  advifedly. 

[Exit  Worcester  and  Vernon* 

P.  Henry.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life  : 
X he  Douglas  and  the  Hotfpur  both  together 
Are  confident  againit  the  world  in  arms. 

K,  Henry.   Hence,   therefore,    every   leader  $o  his; 
charge  ; 
For,  on  their  anfwer,  we  will  fet  on  them  : 
And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  cauie  is  juil! 

[Exeunt  King,  Blunt,  and  Prince  John. 

Fal.  Hal,  if  thou  fee  me  down  in  the  battle,   and 
beftride  me,  i'q  ;  'tis  a  point  of  friendfhip. 

P.  Henry,  Nothing  but  a  coloifus  can  do  thee  that 
friendfhip.     Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewel. 

Fal,   1  would  it  were  bed-time,  Hal,  and  all  well. 

P.  Henry,   Why,  thou  owefl  heaven  a  death. 

[Exit  Prince  Henry. 

Fal.  'Tis  nptdue  yet;  I  would  be  loth  to  pay  him 
before  his  day.  What  need  I  be  fo  forward  with  him 
that  calls  not  on  me  ?  Well,  'tis  no  matter  ;  Honour 
pricks  me  on.  Yea,  but  how  if  honour  prick  me  off 
when  I  come  on  ?  how  then  ?  Can  honour  fet-to  a  leg? 
No.  Or  an  arm  ?  No.  Or  take  away  the  grief  of  a 
wound  ?  No.  Honour  hath  no  fkill  in  furgery  then  ? 
No.  What  is  honour  ?  A  word.  What  is  that  word, 
honour?  Air.  A  trim  reckoning! — Who  hath  it?. 
He  that  dy'd  o'Wedneiday.  Doth  he  feel  it?  No. 
Doth  he  hear  it  ?  No.  Is  it  infenfible  then  ?  Yea,  to 
the  dead.     But  will  it  not  live  with  the  living  ?  No. 
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Why  ?  Detra&ion  will  not  fuffer  it : — therefore  I'll 
none  of  it  :  Honour  is  a  mere  fcutcheon,  and  fo  ends 
my  catechifm.  [Exit. 


SCENE    II.     Hotspur'.*  Camp. 
Enter  Worcester,  and  Vernon. 

IVor.  O,  no,   my  nephew  muff  not  know,  Sir  Ri- 
chard, 
The  liberal  kind  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver.  'Tvvere  beft  he  did. 

IVor.  Then  are  we  all  undone. 
It  is  not  poflible,  it  cannot  be, 
The  king  fhould  keep  his  word  in  loving  us; 
He  will  iufpect.  us  ftill,  and  find  a  time 
To  punifh  this  offence  in  other  faults : 
Sufpicion,  all  our  lives,  (hall  be  {luck  fall  of  eyes : 
For  treafon  is  but  trufted  like  the  fox  ; 
Who,  ne'er  fo  tame,  fo  eherifh'd,  and  lock'd  up, 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  ancestors. 
Look  how  we  can,  or  fad,  or  merrily, 
Interpretation  will  mifquote  our  looks; 
And  we  fnall  feed  like  oxen  at  a  ftall, 
The  better  eherifh'd,  ftill  the  nearer  death. 
My  nephew's  trefpafs  may  be  well  forgot, 
It  hath  th'  excufe  of  youth,  and  heat  of  blood  ; 
And  an  adopted  name  of  privilege — 
A  hair-brain'd  Hotfpur,  govern'd  by  a  fpleen: 
All  his  offences  live  upon  my  head, 
And  on  his  father's  ; — we  did  train  him  on  ; 
And,  his  corruption  being  ta'en  from  us, 
We,  as  the  fpring  of  all,  fhall  pay  for  all. 
Therefore,  good  coufin,  let  not  Harry  know, 
In  any  cafe,  the  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver.  Deliver  what  you  will,  I'll  fay,  'tis  fo. 
Here  comes  your  coufin. 

torHoTSPUR,  ^Douglas. 

Hot.  My  uncle  is  return'd  ;— Deliver  up 

f  4  Mr 
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My  lord  of  Weftmoreland. — Uncle,  what  news? 

fVor.  The  king  will  bid  you  battle  prefently. 

Doug.  Defy  him  by  the  lord  of  Weftmoreland, 

Hot.  Lord  Douglas,  go  you  and  tell  him  fo. 

Doug.  Marry,  and  ihall,  and  very  willingly. 

[Exit  Douglas. 

Wor.  There  is  no  feeming  mercy  in  the  king. 

Hot.  Did  you  beg  any  ?  God  forbid  ! 

War.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances, 
Of  his  oath-breaking;  which  he  mended  thus— 
By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forfworn. 
He  calls  us,  rebels,  traitors;  and  will  icourge 
With  haughty  arms  this  hateful  name  in  us. 

Re-enter  Douglas. 

Doug.  Arm,  gentlemen,  to  arms!  for  I  have  thrown 
A  brave  defiance  in  king  Henry's  teeth, 
.And  Weftmoreland,  that  was  engag'd,  did  bear  it ; 
Which  cannot  choofe  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

IVor.  The  prince  of  Wales  ftept   forth  before  the 
king, 
And,  nephew,  challeng'd  you  to  fingle  fight. 

Hot.  O,  would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  heads ; 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  fhort  breath  to-day, 
But  I,  and  Harry  Monmouth  !  Tell  me,  tell  me. 
How  fhew'd  his  talking  ?  feem'd  it  in  contempt  ? 

Ver.  No,  by  my  foul ;    [  never  in  my  life 
Did  hear  a  challenge  urg'd  more  modeftly, 
Unlefs  a  brother  fhould  a  brother  dare 
To  gentle  exercife  and  proof  of  arms. 
He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man  ; 
Trimm'd  up  your  praifes  with  a  princely  tongue; 
Spoke  your  defervings  like  a  chronicle; 
Making  you  ever  better  than  his  praife, 
By  ftill  difpraifing  praife,  valued  with  you  : 
And,  which  became  him  like  a  prince  indeed, 
He  made  a  blufhing  cital  of  himfelf ; 
And  chid  his  truant  youth  with  fuch  a  grace, 
As  if  he  matter' d  there  a  double  fpirit, 
Of  teaching,  and  of  learning,  inilantly. 

There 
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There  did  he  paufe  :  But  let  me  tell  the  world — 
If  he  out-liv'd  the  envy  of  this  day, 
England  did  never  owe  fo  iweet  a  hope, 
So  much  mifconftrued  in  his  wantonnefs. 

Hot.  Coufin,  I  think,  thou  art  enamoured 
Upon  his  follies  ;  never  did  I  hear 
Of  any  prince,  fo  wild,  at  liberty  : — 
But,  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night 
I  will  embrace  him  with  a  foidier's  arm, 

That  he  fhall  fhrink  under  my  courtefy. 

Arm,    arm,   with  fpeed  i And,    fellows,  foldiers, 

friends, 
Better  conlider  what  you  have  to  do, 
Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue. 
Can  lift  your  blood  up  with  periuafion. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Mejf.  My  lord,  here  are  letters  for  you. 

Hot.  I  cannot  read  them  now — 
O  gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  fhort; 
To  fpend  that  fhortnefs  bafely,  were  too  long, 
If  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point, 
Still  ending  at  the  arrival  of  an  hour. 
And  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  kings ; 
If  die,  Brave  death,  when  princes  die  with  us  ! 
Now  for  our  confeiences — the  arms  are  fair, 
When  the  intent  for  bearing  them  is  juft. 

Enter  another  AfeJJenger. 

Mejf.  My  lord,  prepare  ;  the  king  comes  on  apace. 

Hot.  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale, 
For  I  profefs  not  talking ;  Only  this — 
Let  each  man  do  his  bell :  and  here  draw  I 
A  fword,  whofe  temper  I  intend  to  ilain 
With  the  beft  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal 
In  the  adventure  of  this  perilous  day. 
Now — Efperance! — Percy  !  — and  fet  on. — 
Sound  all  the  lofty  instruments  of  war, 
And  by  that  raufic  let  us  all  embrace  : 

For, 
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For,  heaven  to  earth,   fome  of  us  never  fhall 
A  fecond  time  do  fuch  a  courtefy. 

[The  Trumpets  found.      They  embrace,  then  exeunt, 

SCENE    III.     Plain  near  Shrewsbury. 

The  King  enter eth  with  his  Power.     Alarum  to  the  Battle. 
Then  enter  Douglas  and  Blunt. 

Blunt.  What  is  thy  name,  that  in  the  battle  thus 
Thou  croffeft  me  ?  what  honour  doft  thou  feek 
Upon  my  head  ? 

Doug.  Know  then,  my  name  is  Douglas ; 
And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battle  thus, 
Becauie  feme  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  king. 

Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 

Doug.  The  lord  of  Stafford  dear  to-day  hath  bought 
Thy  likeneis;  for,  inftead  of  thee,  king  Harry, 
This  fword  hath  ended  him  :  fo  fhall  it  thee, 
Unlefs  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prifoner. 

Blunt.  1  was  not  born  a  yielder,  thou  proud  Scot; 
And  thou  fhalt  find  a  king  that  will  revenge 
Lord  Stafford's  death. 

Fight y  Blunt  isjlain.     Enter  Hotspur. 

Hot.  O  Douglas,  hadfl  thou   fought  at  Holmedon 
thus, 
I  never  had  triumph' d  upon  a  Scot, 

Doug.    All's  done,  all's  won  ;    here  breathlefs  lies 
the  king. 

Hot.  Where  ? 

Doug.  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Douglas  ?  no,  I  know  this  face  full  well: 
A  gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt ; 
Semblably  furnifh'd  like  the  king  himlelf. 

Doug.  A  fool  go  with  thy  foul,  whither  it  goes  ! 
A  borrow' d  title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear. 
Why  didft  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  king  ? 

Hot.  The  king  hath  many  marching  in  his  coats. 

Doug.  Now  by  my  fword,  I  will  kill  all  his  coats ; 

I'll 
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I'll  murder  all  his  wardrobe,  piece  by  piece, 
Until  I  meet  the  king. 
Hot.  Up,  and  away  ; 
Our  foldiers  ftand  full  fairly  for  the  day.         [Exeunt. 

Other  Alarums.     Enter  Falstaff. 

Fal.  Though  I  could  'fcape  (hot- free  at  London,  I 

fear  the  fhot  here  ;  here's   no   leoring,    but   upon  the 

pate. — Soft!    who    art   thou?    Sir   Walter   Blunt; — 

there's   honour  for  you  :   here's  no  vanity  ! — I  am  as 

hot  as  molten  lead,  and  as  heavy  too  :    Heaven  keep 

lead  out  of  me  !     I  need  no  more  weight  than  mine 

own  bowels. — I  have  led  my  raggamuffins  where  they 

are  pepper'd  :  there's   not  three  of  my  hundred  and 

fifty  left  alive ;  and  they  are  for  the  town's  end,  to  beg 

duriner  life.     But  who  comes  here  ? 
o 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  What,  Hand' ft  thou  idle  here  ?  lend  me 
thy  fword  : 
Many  a  nobleman  lies  ilark  and  ftiff 
Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies, 
Whole  deaths  are  unreveng'd  :  lend  me  thy  fword. 

Fal.  O  Hal,  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  breath  a 
while. — Turk  Gregory  never  did  fuch  deeds  in  arms, 
as  I  have  done  this  day.  I  have  paid  Percy,  I  have 
made  him  fure. 

P.  Henry.  He  is,  indeed  ;  and  living  to  kill  thee. 
I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  fword. 

Fal.  Nay,  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get'ft  not 
my  fword  ;  but  take  my  piftol,  if  thou  wilt. 

P.  Henry.  Give  it  me  :  What,  is  it  in  the  cafe  ? 

Fal.  Ay,  Hal ;  'tis  hot,  'tis  hot  ;  there's  that  will 
fack  a  city.  [Fhe  Prince  draws  out  a  Bottle  of  Sack. 

P.  Henry.  What,  is  it  a  time  to  jell  and  dally  now  I 

[  Throws  it  at  him,  and  exit. 

Fal.  If  Percy  be  alive,  I'll  pierce  him.  If  he  do 
come  in  my  way,  fo  :  if  he  do  not—if  I  come  in  his, 
vyillingly,  let  him  make  a  carbonado  of  me.     I  like 

not 
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not  fuch  grinning  honour  as  Sir  Walter  hath  :  Give  me 
life  ;  which  if  I  can  fave,  fo ;  if  not,  honour  comes 
unlook'd  for,  and  there's  an  end.  [Exit. 


SCENE    IV.      Another  Part  of  the  Field.     Alarums. 
Excurjions. 

Enter  the  King,  the  Prince,  Lord  John  of  Lancaster, 
and  the  Earl  of  Westmoreland. 

K.Henry.  Harry,  withdraw  thyfelf ;    thou  bleed'ft 
too  much  : — 
Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  go  you  with  him. 
Lan.  Not  I,  my  lord,  unlefs  I  did  bleed  too. 
P.  Henry.  I  befeech  your  majefty,  make  up, 
Left  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 

K.  Henry.  I  will  do  fo  : — 
My  lord  of  Weftmoreland,  lead  him  to  his  tent. 
ffeji.  Come,  my  lord,  I  will  lead  you  to  your  tent. 
P.  Henry.  Lead  me,   my  lord  ?   I  do  not  need  your 
help  : 
And  heaven  forbid,  a  (hallow  fcratch  fhould  drive 
The  prince  of  Wales  from  fuch  a  field  as  this  ; 
Where  flain'd  nobility  lies  trodden  on, 
And  rebels'  arms  triumph  in  maflacres  ! 

Lan.  We  breathe  too  long: — Come,  coulin  Wefl- 
moreland, 
Our  duty  this  way  lies  ;  for  heaven's  fake,  come. 

[Exeunt  Prince  John,  and  West. 
P.  Henry.  By  heaven,   thou  haft  deceiv'd  me,  Lan- 
cafter, 
I  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  fuch  a  fpirit : 
Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother,  John  ; 
But  now,  I  do  refpeft  thee  as  my  foul. 

K.  Henry.  I  faw  him  hold  lord  Percy  at  the  point, 
With  luftier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  fuch  an  ungrown  warrior. 

P.  Henry.  O,  this  boy 
Lends  mettle  to  us  all !  [Emu 

Enter 
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Enter  Douglas. 

Doug.  Another  king  !   they  grow  like  Hydra's  heads : 
I  am  the  Douglas,  fatal  to  all  thofe 
That  wear  thofe  colours  on  them.— what  art  thou, 
That  counterfeit'!!:  the  perfon  of  a  king  ? 

K.  Henry.  The  king  himfelf  i  who,  Douglas,  grieves 
at  heart, 
So  many  of  his  fhadows  thou  haft  met, 
And  not  the  very  king.     I  have  two  boys, 
Seek  Percy,  and  thyfelf,  about  the  field  : 
But,  feeing  thou  fair  ft  on  me  fo  luckily, 
I  will  affay  thee  ;  fo  defend  thyfelf. 

Doug.  1  fear,  thou  art  another  counterfeit ; 
And  yet,  in  faith,  thou  bear'ft  thee  like  a  king  : 
But  mine,  I'm  fure,  thou  art,  whoe'er  thou  be, 
And  thus  I  win  thee. 

They   fight-,    the    King    being    In    danger,     enter    Prince 
Henry. 
P.  Henry.   Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Scot,  or  thou  art 
like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again  !  the  fpints 
Of  valiant  Shirley,  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  arms: 
It  is  the  prince  of  Wales,  that  threatens  thee  ; 
Who  never  promifeth,  but  he  means  to  pay.—- 

[  They  fight.   Douglas  flyeih. 
Cheerly,  my  lord  ;  How  fares  your  grace  ?— 
Sir  Nicholas  Gawfey  hath  for  fuccour  lent, 
And  fo  hath  Clifton  !    I'll  to  Clifton  ft  rait. 

K.  Henry.   Stay,  and  breathe  a-while  :— < 
Thou  haft  redeem'd  thy  loft  opinion  ; 
And  fhew'd,  thou  mak'ft  fome  tender  of  my  life, 
In  this  fair  refcue  thou  haft  brought  to  me.         _   g 

P.  Henry.  O  heaven  !  they  did  me  too  much  injury, 
That  ever  faid,  I  hearken' d  for  your  death. 
If  it  were  fo,  I  might  have  let  alone 
The  infulting  hand  of  Douglas  over  you  ! 
Which  would  have  been  as  fpeedy  in  your  end, 
As  all  the  poifonous  potions  in  the  world, 
And  faved  the  treacherous  labour  of  your  fon. 

A.  Henry. 
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K.  Henry.  Make  up  to  Clifton,  I'll  to  Sir  Nicholas 
Gawfey.  [Exit, 

Enter  FIotspur. 

Hot.  If  I  miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth. 

P.  Hemy.  Thou    fpeak'it  as  if  I  would  deny  my 
name. 

Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 

P.  Henry.   Why,  then  I  fee 
A  very  valiant  rebel  of  that  namd. 
I  am  the  prince  of  Wales ;  and  think  not,  Percy, 
To  (hare  with  me  in  glory  any  more  i 
Two  fears  keep  not  their  motion  in  onefphere; 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  reign, 
Of  Harry  Percy,  and  the  prince  of  Wales. 

Hot.  Nor  fhall  it,  Harry,  for  the  hour  is  come 
To  end  the  one  of  us  ;  And  would  to  heaven, 
Thy  name  in  arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine  ! 

P.  Henry.  I'll  make  it  greater,  ere  I  part  from  thee  5 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  creft 
I'll  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities.         [Fight* 

Enter  Falstaff. 

Fal.  Well  faid,  Hal  !  to  it,  Hal  !—  Nay,  you  fhall 
find  no  boy's  play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 

Enter  Douglas  ;   he  fights   with  Falstaff,  who  falls 
down   as  if  he  were  dead.     Percy   is    wounded ',  and 
falls. 

Hot.  O,  Harry,  thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  youth  : 
I  better  brook  the  lofs  of  brittle  life, 
Than  thofe  proud  titles  thou  haft  won  of  me  ; 
Thev  wound  my  thoughts,  worfe  than  thy  fword  my 

flefh: 

But  thought's  the  flave  of  life,  and  life  time's  fool; 
And  time,  that  takes  furvey  of  all  the  world, 
Muft  have  a  ftop.     O,  I  could  prophefy, 
But  that  the  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  death 
Lies  on  my  tongue: — No,   Percy,  thou  art  duft, 
And  food  for—  [Dies. 

P.  Henry. 
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P.  Henry.  For  worms,  brave  Percy:  Fare  thee  well, 
great  heart  : — 
Jll-weav'd  ambition,  how  much  art  thou  fhrunk ! 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  fpirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  fmall  a  bound  ; 
But  now,  two  paces  of  the  vileft  earth 
Is  room  enough  : — This  earth,  that  bears  thee  dead, 
Bears  not  alive  fo  flout  a  gentleman. 
If  thou  wert  lenhble  of  courtefy, 
I  fhould  not  make  fo  great  a  fliow  of  zeal : — 
But  let  my  favours  hide  thy  mangled  face  ; 
And,  even  in  thy  behalf,  I'll  thank  myfelf 
For  doing  thefe  fair  rights  of  tendernefs. 
Adieu,  and  take  thy  praife  with  thee  to  heaven  ! 
Thy  ignominy  fleep  with  thee  in  the  grave, 
But  not  remembered  in  thy  epitaph  ! 

\_He  fees  Falstaff  on  the  Ground* 
What !  old  acquaintance  !   could  not  all  this  flefh 
Keep  in  a  little  life  r   Poor  Jack,  farewel  ! 
I  could  have  better  fpar'd  a  better  man. 
O,  I  fhould  have  a  heavy  mifs  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  vanity. 
Death  hath  not  ftruck  fo  fat  a  deer  to-day, 
Though  many  dearer,  in  this  bloody  fray: — 
Embowell'd  will  I  fee  thee  by  and  by  ; 
'Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lie. 

Falstaff,  rijingflowly. 

Fal.  Embowell'd  !  if  thou  embowel  me  to-day,  Til 
give  you  leave  to  powder  me,  and  eat  me  too,  to- 
morrow. 'Sblood,  'twas  time  to  counterfeit,  or  that 
hot  termagant  Scot  had  paid  me  fcot  and  lot  too. 
Counterfeit  ?  I  lie,  I  am  no  counterfeit  :  To  die,  is 
to  be  a  counterfeit;  for  he  is  but  the  counterfeit  of 
a  man,  wTho  hath  not  the  life  of  a  man  :  but  to  coun- 
terfeit dying,  when  a  man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no 
counterfeit,  but  the  true  and  perfect  image  of  life  in- 
deed. The  better  part  of  valour  is — difcretion  ;  in 
the  which  better  part  I  have  faved  my  life.  I  am 
afraid  of  this  gun-powder  Percy,  though  he  be  dead  : 

How 
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How  if  he  fhould  counterfeit  too,  and  rife?  I  am 
afraid,  he  would  prove  the  better  counterfeit.  There- 
fore I'll  make  him  fure  :  yea,  and  I'll  fwear  I  kill'd 
him.  Why  may  he  not  rife,  as  well  as  I  ?  Nothing 
confutes  me  but  eyes,  and  nobody  fees  me. — There- 
fore, iirrah,  with  a  new  wound  in  your  thigh,  come 
you  along  with  me. 

Re-enter  Prince  Henry,  and  John  of  Lancaster. 

P.  Henry.  Come,    brother  John,    full  bravely  hail 
thou  flefh'd 
Thy  maiden  fword. 

Lan*  But  foft !  who  have  we  here  ? 
Did  you  not  tell  me,  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

P.  Henry.  I  did ;  I  faw  him  dead,   breathlefs,  and 
bleeding 

Upon  the  ground. 

Art  thou  alive  ?  or  is  it  fantafy 
That  plays  upon  our  eye-light  ?  I  pr'ythee,  fpeak  ; 
We  will  not  trull  our  eyes  without  our  ears  : — 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'fl. 

FaL  No,  that's  certain  ;  I  am  not  a  double  man  : 
"but  if  I  be  not  Jack  Falftaff,  then  am  I  a  Jack.  There 
is  Percy  [throwing  the  Body  down  J  :  if  your  father  will 
do  me  any  honour,  ib;  if  not,  let  him  kill  the  next 
Percy  himfelf.  I  look  to  be  either  earl  or  duke,  1  can 
aiTure  you. 

P.  Henry,  Why,  Percy  I  kill'd  myfelf,  and  faw  thee 
dead. 

FaL  Didft  thou  ? — Lord,  lord,  how  this  world  is 
given  to  lying  ! — I  grant  you,  I  was  down,  and  out  of 
breath  ;  and  fo  was  he  :  but  we  vofe  both  at  an  lnflant, 
and  fought  a  long  hour  by  Shrewfbury  clock.  If  I 
may  be  believ'd,  ib  ;  if  not,  let  them  that  fhould  re- 
ward valour,  bear  the  fin  upon  their  own  heads.  I'll 
take  it  upon  my  death,  I  gave  him  this  w.ound  in  the 
thigh  :  if  the  man  were  alive,  and  would  deny  it,  I 
would  make  him  eat  a  piece  of  my  fword. 

Lan.  This  is  the  ftrangefl  tale  that  e'er  I  heard. 

P.  Henry. 
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P.    Henry.    This    is   the  flrangeft  fellow,    brother 

John. 

Come  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back  : 
For  my  part,  if  a  lie  may  do  thee  grace, 
I'll  gild  it  with  the  happier!  terms  I  have. 

[A  Retreat  is  founded. 
The  trumpet  founds  retreat,  the  day  is  ours. 
Come,  brother,  let's  to  the  higheft  of  the  field, 
To  fee  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead. 

\Exeunt. 
Fal.  I'll  follow,  as  they  fay,  for  reward.     He  that 
rewards  me,  heaven  reward  him  !  If  I  do  grow  great, 
I'll  grow  lefs ;  for  I'll  purge,  and  leave  fack,  and  live 
cleanly,  as  a  nobleman  fliould  do. 

\Exity  bearing  off  the  Body, 

SCENE    V.     Another  Part  of  the  Field.      The  Trum- 
pets found. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  Lord  John  of 
Lancaster,  Earl  of  Westmoreland,  with  Wor- 
cester, and  Vernon,  Prifoners. 

K.  Henry.  Thus  ever  did  rebellion  find  rebuke,— * 
Ill-fpirited  Worcefter  !   did  we  not  fend  grace,    • 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  love,  to  all  of  you  ? 
And  wouldft  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary  ? 
Mifufe  the  tenor  of  thy  kinfman's  trufl  r 
Three  knights  upon  our  party  flain  to-day, 
A  noble  earl,  and  many  a  creature  elfe, 
Had  been  alive  this  hour, 
If,  like  a  Chriflian,  thou  hadft  truly  borne 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

Wor.  What  I  have  done,  my  fafety  urg'd  me  to  ; 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently, 
Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  me. 

P.  Henry.  Bear  Worcefter  to  the  death,  and  Vernon 
too  : 
Other  offenders  we  will  paufe  upon. — 

[Exeunt  Worcester  and  Vernon,  guarded* 
How  goes  the  field  ? 

G  P.  Henry. 
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P.  Henry.  The  noble  Scot,  lord  Douglas,  when  hs 

faw 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turn'd  from  him, 
The  noble  Percy  flain,  and  all  his  men 
Upon  the  foot  of  fsar — fled  with  the  reft  ; 
And,  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  fobruis'd, 
That  the  purfuers  took  him.     At  my  tent 
The  Douglas  is  ;  and  I  befeeeh  your  grace, 
I  may  diipofe  of  him. 

K.  Henry.  With  all  my  heart. 

P.  Henry.  Then,  brother  John  of  Lancaster,  to  you 
This  honourable  bounty  ihall  belong: 
Go  to  the  Douglas,  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleafure,  ranfomlels  and' free  : 
His  valour  fhewn  upon  our  crefts  to-day, 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherifh  iuch  high  deeds, 
Even  in  the  bofom  of  our  adverfaries. 

K.   Henry.  Then  this   remains — that  we  divide  our 
.power. — 
You,  Ion  John,  and  my  -coufin  Weftmoreland, 
Towards  York   fhall    bend  you,   with  your  deareft 

fpeed, 
To  meet  Northumberland,  and  the  prelate  Scroop, 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  buiily  in  arms  : 
Myfelf— and  you,  lbn  Harry— will  towards  Wales, 
To  tight  with  Glendower,  and.  the  earl  of  March. 
Rebellion  in  this  land  fhall  loie  his  fway, 
Meeting  the  check  of  iuch  another  day  ; 
And  iince  this  buiineis  fo  fair  is  done, 
Let  us  not  leave  till  ail  our  own  be  won.        \_Exeun:. 


END    OF    PAP.T    I, 
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Bard.  My  lord,  I'll  tell  you  what— 
If  my  young  lord  your  fon  have  not  the  day, 
Upon  mine  honour,  for  a  filken  point 
1*11  give  my  barony  :   never  talk  of  it. 

JNorth.  Why  fhould  the   gentleman  that   rode    by 
Travers, 
Give  then  fuch  inftances  of  lofs  ? 

Bard.  Who,  lie  ? 
He  was  fome  hildirig  fellow,  that  had  ftol'n 
The  horie  he  rode  on  ;   and,  upon  my  life, 
Spoke  at  adventure.     Look,  here  comes  more  new:. 

Enter  Morton. 

North.  Yea,  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leafj 
Foretells  the  nature  of  a  tragic  volume  : 
So  looks  the  ftrond,  whereon  the  imperious  flood 

Hath  left  a  witnefs'd  ufurpation. 

Say,  Morton,  did'ft  thou  come  from  Shrewfbury? 

Mart.  I  ran  from  Shrewfbury,  my  noble  lord  • 
Where  hateful  death  put  on  his  uglieft  mafk, 
To  fright  our  party. 

North.  How  doth  my  fon,  and  brother  ? 
Thou  tremble!!  ;  and  the  whitenefs  in  thy  cheek 
Is  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand. 
Even  fuch  a  man,  fo  faint,  fo  fpiritlefs, 
So  dull,  fo  dead  in  look,  fo  woe-begone, 
Drew  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night, 
And  would  have  told  him,  half  his  Troy  was  burn'd  % 
But  Priam  found  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue, 
And  I  my  Percy's  death,  ere  thou  report'it  it. 
This  wouldft  thou  fay — Your  fon  did  thus,  and  thus jj 
Your  brother,  thus ;  fo  fought  the  noble  Douglas  ; 
Stopping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds : 
But  in  the  end,  to  Hop  mine  ear  indeed, 
Thou  hafl  align  to  blow  away  this  praife, 
Ending  with — brother,  fon,  and  all  are  dead. 

Mort.  Douglas  is  living,  and  your  brother,  yet: 
But  for  my  lord  your  fon 

North.  Why  he  is  dead. 

A  3  Sec 
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See,  what  a  ready  tongue  fufpicion  hath  ! 

He  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know, 

Hath,  by  inflinft,  knowledge  from  others'  eyes, 

That  what  he  fear'd  is  chanced.     Yet  fpeak,  Morton; 

Tell  thou  thy  earl  his  divination  lies  : 

And  I  will  take  it  as  a  fweet  difgrace,     . 

And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  fuch  wrong. 

Mart.  You  are  too  great  to  be  by  me  gainlaid  : 
Your  fpirit  is  too  true,  your  fears  too  certain. 

North.  Yet,  for  all  this,  fay  not  that  Percy's  dead. 
I  fee  a  ilrange  confeffion  in  thine  eye  : 
Thou  fhak'it  thy  head  ;  and  hold'ft  it  fear  or  iin, 
To  fpeak  the  truth.     If  he  be  ilain,  fay  fo  : 
The  tongue  offends  not,  that  reports  his  death  : 
And  he  doth  fin,  that  doth  belie  the  dead  ; 
Not  he,  which  fays  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  firft  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  lofing  office  ;  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  fullen  bell, 
Remember'd  knolling  a  departing  friend. 

Bard.  I  cannot  think,  my  lord,  your  fon  is  dead. 
Mart.  I  am  forry,  I  fhould  force  you  to  believe 
That,  which  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  not  feen. 
Butthefe  mine  eyes  faw  him  in  bloody  flate, 
Rend'ring  faint  quittance,  wearied  and  out-breath'd^ 
To  Karry  Monmouth  ;  whofe  fwift  wrath  beat  down 
The  never-daunted  Percy  to  the  earth, 
From  whence  with  life  he  never  more  fprung  up. 
In  few,  his  death  (whofe  fpirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  dulleft  peafant  in  his  camp) 
Being  bruited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  belt  temper'd  courage  in  his  troops  : 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  fteel'd  ; 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  reft 
Turnd  on  themfelves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
And  as  the  thing*that's  heavy  in  itfelf, 
Upon  enforcement,  liies  with  greater!,  fpeed  ; 
So  did  our  men,  heavy  in  Hotfpur's  lofs, 
Lend  to  this  weight  fuch  lightnefs  with  their  fear. 
That  arrows  fled  not  fwiftsr  towards  their  aim, 

Than 
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ACT    h 

SCENE    I.     Northumberland's  Cafile,  at  Warkvjorth. 
The  Porter  at  the  Gate. 

Enter  Lord  Bardolph. 

Bardolph. 

Who  keeps   the  gate   here,    ho  ?  —  Where   is   the 
earl  r 

Port.  What  fhall  I  fay  you  are  ? 

Bard.  Tell  thou  the  earl, 
That  the  lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 

Port.  His  lordfhip  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  orchard  ; 
Pleafe  it  your  honour,  knock  but  at  the  gate, 
And  he  himfelf  will  anfvver. 

Enter  NORTHUMBERLAND. 

Bard.  Here  comes  the  earl. 

North.  What  news,  lord  Bardolph  ?  every  minute 
now 
Should  be  the  father  of  fome  ftratagem  i 
The  times  are  wild  ;  contention,  like  a  horfe 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loofe, 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Bard.  Noble  earl, 
I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shrewfbury. 

North.  Good,  an  heaven  will. 

Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  wifh  : 
The  king  is  almoft  wounded  to  the  death  ; 
And  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  fon, 
Prince  Harry  llain  outright ;  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kill'd  by  the  hand  of  Douglas :  young  prince  John, 
And  Weftmoreland,  and  Stafford,  fled  the  field  ; 
And  Harry  Monmouth's  brawn,  the  hulk  Sir  John, 

A  2  Is 
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Is  prifoner  to  your  fon  :  O,  fucli  a  day, 
So  fought,  fo  follow'd,  and  fo  fairly  won, 
Came  not,  'till  now,  to  dignify  the  times, 
Since  Caefar's  fortunes  ! 

North,  How  is  this  deriv'd  ? 
Saw  you  the  field  ?  came  you  from  Shrewibury  ? 

Bard,   I  fpake  with  one,   my  lord,  that  came  from 
thence  ; 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name, 
That  freely  render d  me  thefe  news  for  true. 

North,  Here    comes  my  fervant  Travers,   whom  F 
fent 
On  Tuefday  Jail  to  liflen  after  news. 

Bard,  My  lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way  ; 
And  he  is  furnifh'd  with  no  certainties, 
More  than  he  haply  may  retail  from  me. 

Enter  Travers. 

North,  Now,  Travers,  what  good  tidings  come  with- 
you  ? 

Tra. '  My    lord,    Sir   John   Umfrevile   turn'd    me 
back 
With  joyful  tidings ;  and,  being  better  hors'd, 
Out-rode  me.     After  him,  came,  fpurring  hard, 
A  gentleman  almoil  forfpent  with  fpeed, 
That  ftopp'd  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloody'd  horfe  : 
He  afk'd  the  way  to  Chefter  ;  and  of  him 
I  did  demand  what  news  from  Shrewfbury. 
He  told  me  that  rebellion  had  bad  luck, 
A'-vl  that  young  Harry  Percy's  fpur  was  cold  : 
With  that,  he  gave  hi  sable  horfe  the  head, 
And,  bending  forward,  ftruckhis  armed  heels 
Againft.  the  panting  fides  of  his  poor  jade 
Up  to  the  rowel-head;  and,  ilartingfo, 
He  feem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way, 
Staying  no  longer  queflion. 

North,  Ha  ! Again. 

Said  he,  young  Harry  Percy's  fpur  was  cold? 
Of  Hotfpur,  cold  fpur  ?  that  rebellion 
Had  met  ill  luckr 

3  Bard; 
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As  fifh  are  in  a  pond  :  But  now  the  bifhop 

Turns  infurre&ion  to  religion: 

Snppos'd  fincere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts, 

He's  follow'd  both  with  body  and  with  mind  ; 

And  cloth  enlarge  his  riling  with  the  blood 

Of  fair  king  Richard,  fcrap'd  from  Pomfret  Hones  : 

Derives  from  heaven  his  quarrel,  and  his  caufe  ; 

Tells  them,  he  doth  beftride  a  bleeding  land, 

Gafping  for  life  under  great  Bolingbroke  ; 

And  more,  and  lefs,  do  flock  to  follow  him, 

North,  I  knew  of  this  before  ;  but  to  fpeak  truth, 
This  prefent  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 
Go  in  with  me  :  and  council  every  man 
The  apteft  way  for  iafety,  and  revenge  : 
Get  polls,  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  fpeed ; 
Never  fo  few,  and  never  yet  more  need.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE    II.     A  Street  in  London, 

Enter  Sir  John  Falstaff,  with  bis  Page,  bearing  his 
Sword  and  Buckler, 

FaL  Sirrah,  you  giant !  what  fays  the  doctor  to  my 
water  ? 

Page,  He  faid,  fir,  the  water  itfelf  was  a  good  healthy 
water;  but,  for  the  party  that  owed  it,  he  might  have 
more  difeafes  than  he  knew  for. 

FaL  Men  of  all  forts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me  : 
The  brain  of  this  foolifh -compounded  clay,  man,  is. 
not  able  to  invent  any  thing  that  tends  to  laughter, 
more  than  I  invent,  or  is  invented  on  me  :  I  am  not 
only  witty  in  myfelf,  but  the  caufe  that  wit  is  in  other 
men.  I  do  here  walk  before  thee,  like  a  fow  that 
hath  overwhelmed  all  her  litter  but  one.  If  the  prince 
put  thee  into  my  fervice  for  any  other  reafon  than  to  fet 
me  off,  why  then  I  have  no  judgment.  Thou  whore- 
ion  mandrake,  thou  art  fitter  to  be  worn  in  my  cap, 
that  to  wait  at  my  heels.  I  was  never  mann'd  with 
an  agate 'till  now:  but  I  will  neither  fet  you  in  gold 
nor  illver,  but  in  vile  apparel,  and  fend  you  back  again 
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to  your  mailer,  for  a  jewel ;  the  juvenal,  the  princfc 
your  mailer,  whofe  chin  in  not  yet  fledg'd.  I  will 
iboner  have  a  beard  grow  in  the  palm  of  my  hand* 
tftan  he  fliall  get  one  on  his  cheek;  yet  he  will  not 
Hick  to  fay,  his  face  is  a  face- royal.  Heaven  may 
finifh  it  when  he  will,  it  is  not  a  hair  amifs  yet:  he 
may  keep  it  Hill  as  a  face-royal,  for  a  barber  fliall  never 
earn  lixpence  out  of  it ;  and  yet  he  will  be  crowing, 
as  if  he  had  writ  man  ever  lince  his  father  was  a  ba- 
chelor. He  may  keep  his  own  grace,  but  he  is  almoll 
out  of  mine,  I  can  allure  him. — What  laid  mailer 
Dombledon  about  the  fatin  for  my  fhort  cloak,  and 
Hops  ? 

Page.  He  faid,  fir,  you  fhould  procure  him  better 
aflurance  than  Bardolph  :  he  would  not  take  his  bond 
and  yours ;  he  lik'd  not  the  fecurity. 

Fa'L  Let  him  be  damn'd  like  the  glutton !  may  his 
tongue  be  hotter  ! — A  whorefon  Achitophel!  a  rafcally 
yea-forfooth  knave  !  to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand,  and 
then  Hand  upon  fecurity  ! — The  whorefon  fmooth- 
pates  do  now  wear  nothing  but  high  fhoes,  and 
bunches  of  keys  at  their  girdles  ;  and  if  a  man  is  tho- 
rough with  them  in  honeft  taking  up,  then  they  mull 
Hand  upon — fecurity.  I  had  as  lief  they  would  put 
ratfbane  in  my  mouth,  as  offer  to  flop  it  with  fecurity. 
I  look'd  he  fhould  have  fentme  two  and  twenty  yards 
of  latin,  as  I  am  a  true  knight,  and  he  fends  me — fecu- 
rity. Well,  he  may  fleep  in  fecurity  j  for  he  hath  the 
horn  of  abundance,  and  the  lightnefs  of  his  wife  fhines 
through  it:  and  yet  cannot  he  fee,  though  he  have  his 
own  lantern  to  light  him. — Whgre's  Bardolph  ? 

Page,  He's  gone  into  Smithfield,  to  buy  your  wor- 
fhip  ahorfe. 

FaL  1  bought  him  in  Paul's,  and  he'll  buy  me  a 
horfe  in  Smithfield  :  If  I  could  get  me  but  a  wife  in 
the  Hews,  I  were  mann'd,  hcrs'd,  and  wiv'd. 

Enter  the  Lord  Chief  Jujlice  and  Servants, 

Page,  Sir,  here  comes  the  nobleman  that  committed 
the  prince  for  linking  him"  about  Bardolph. 

FaU 
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Than  did  our  foldiers,  aiming  at  their  fafety, 
Fly  from  the  field  :  Then  was  that  noble  Worcefter 
Too  foon  ta'en  priibner  :  and  that  furious  Scot,' 
The  bloody  Douglas,  whofe  well-labouring  fvvord 
Had  three  times  ilain  the  appearance  of  the  king, 
'Gan  vail  his  ftomach,  and  did  grace  the  fhame 
Of  thofe  that  turn'd  their  back  ;  and,  in  his  flight, 
Stumbling  in  fear,  was  took.     The  fum  of  all 
Is — that  the  king  hath  won ;  and  hath  fent  out 
A  fpeedy  power,  to  encounter  you,  my  lord, 
Under  the  conduct  of  young  Lancafter, 
.And  Weftmoreland  :  this  is  the  news  at  full. 

North,   For  this  I  fliall  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 
In  poilbn  there  is  phyiic  ;  and  thefe  news, 
Having  been  well,  that  would  have  made  me  lick, 
Being  lick,  have  in  fome  meafure  made  me  well ; 
And  as  the  wretch,  whofe  fever- weaken'd  joints, 
Like  ftrengthlefs  hinges,  buckle  under  life, 
Impatient  of  his  fit,  breaks  like  a  fire 
Out  of  his  keeper's  arms ;  even  fo  my  limbs, 
Weaken'd  with  grief,  being  now  enrag'd  with  grief, 
Are  thrice  themfelves  :    hence  therefore,    thou  nice 

crutch  ; 
A  fcaly  gauntlet  now,  with  joints  of  fteel, 
Mufh  glove  this  hand  ;  and  hence,  thou  fickly  quoif  i 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head, 
Which  princes,  flefh'd  with  conqueft,  aim  to  hit. 
Now  bind  my  brows  with  iron  ;  And  approach 
Therugged'lt  hour  that  time  andfpight  dare  bring, 
To  frown  upon  the  enrag'd  Northumberland  ! 
Let  heaven  kifs  earth  !  Now  let  not  natuie'shand 
Keep  the  wild  flood  confin'd  !  let  order  die  ! 
And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  ftage, 
To  feed  contention  in  a  lingering  aft ; 
But  let  one  fpirit  of  the  firft-born  Cain 
Reign  in  all  bofoms,  that,  each  heart  being  fet 
On  bloody  courfes,  the  rude  fcene  may  end, 
And  darknefs  be  the  burier  of  the  dead  J 

Bard,  This   flrained  paflion  doth  you  wrong,  my 
lord. 

Sweet 
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Sweet  ear!,  divorce  notwifdom  from  your  honour. 

Mort.   The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
Lean  on  your  health  ;  the  which,  if  you  give  o'er 
To  ftormv  parhon,  mull  perforce  decay. 
You  caft  the  event  of  war,  my  noble  lord, 
And   fumm'd   the    account   of    chance,    before    yots 

faid— 
Let  us  make  head.     It  was  your  prefurmife, 
That,  in  the  dole  of  blows,  your  lbn  might  drop  : 
You  knew,  he  walked  o'er  perils,  on  an  edge 
More  likely  to  fall  in  than  to  get  o'er  : 
You  were  advis'd,  his  flefn  was  capable 
Of  wounds,  and  fears ;   and  that  his  forward  fpirit 
Would  lift  him  where  moil  trade  of  danger  rang'd  ; 
Yet  did  you  fay — Go  forth  ;  and  none  of  this, 
Though  flrongly  apprehended,  could  "re  {train 
The  ftifF-borne  action  :  What  hath  then  befallen, 
Or  wTliat  hath  this  bold  enterprize  brought  forth, 
More  than  that  being  whieh  was  like  to  be  ? 

Bard.  We  all,  that  are  engaged  to  this  lofs, 
Knew  that  we  ventur'd  en  luch  dangerous  feas, 
That,  if  we  wrought  our  life,  'twas  ten  to  one  ; 
And  yet  we  ventur'd,  for  the  gain  propos'd 
Choak'd  the  refpect  of  likely  peril  fear'd  : 
And,  iince  we  are  o'er-fet,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth  ;  body  and  goods. 

Mort.  'Tis  more  than  time  :  And,   my  moil  noble 
lord, 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  fpeak  the  truth- — 
The  gentle  archbifhop  of  York  is  up, 
With  well-appointed  powers;  he  is  a  man, 
Who  with  a  double  furetyr  binds  his  followers. 
My  lord  your  fon  had  only  but  the  corps, 
But  fhadows,  and  the  (hews  of  men,  to  fight ; 
For  that  fame  word,  rebellion,  did  divide 
The  action  of  their  bodies  from  their  fouls  ; 
And  they  did  fight  with  queaiinefs,  conftrain'd, 
As  men  drink  potions ;  that  their  weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  fide  ;   but,  for  their  fpirits  and  fouls,. 
This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up, 

As 
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FaL  Wait  clofe,  I  will  not  fee  him, 

Ch.  Juji.  What's  he  that  goes  there  ? 

Serv.  FalftafF,  an't  pleafe  your  lordfhip. 

Ch.  Juji.  He  that  was  in  queftion  for  the  robbery  ? 

Serv*  He,  my  lord  :  but  he  hath  fince  done  good 
fervice  at  Shrewfbury ;  and,  as  I  hear,  is  now  going 
with  fome  charge  to  the  lord  John  of  Lancafter. 

Ch.  Juji.  What,  to  York?  Call  him  back  again. 

Serv.  Sir  John  Falftaff! 

FaL  Boy,  tell  him,  I  am  deaf. 

Page.   Y  ou  muft  fpeak louder,  my  matter  is  deaf. 

Ch.  Juji.  I  am  fure,  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any 
thing  good. — Go,  pluck  him  by  the  elbow;  I  muft 
fpeak  with  him. 

Serv.  Sir  John — 

FaL  What  !  a  young  knave,  and  beg  !  Is  there 
not  wars  ?  is  there  not  employment  ?  Doth  not  the 
king  lack  fubjefts  ?  do  not  the  rebels  want  foldiers  ? 
Though  it  be  a  fhame  to  be  on  any  fide  but  one,  it  is 
worfe  fhame  to  beg  than  to  be  on  the  worft  fide,  were 
it  worfe  than  the  name  of  rebellion  can  tell  how  to 
make  it. 

Serv.  You  mifcake  me,  fir. 

FaL  Why,  fir,  did  I  fay  you  were  an  honeft  man  ? 
Setting  my  knighthood  and  my  foldierfhip  afide,  I  had 
lied  in  my  throat  if  I  had  faid  fo. 

Serv.  I  pray  you,  fir,  then  fet  your  knighthood  and 
your  foldierfhip  afide ;  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you, 
you  lie  in  your  throat,  if  you  fay  lam  any  other  than 
an  honeft  man, 

FaL  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  fo  !  I  lay  afide  that 
which  grows  to  me  !  If  thou  get'fh  any  leave  of  me, 
hang  me ;  if  thou  tak'ft  leave,  thou  wert  better  be 
hang'd  :  You  hunt-counter,  hence  !  avaunt ! 

Serv.  Sir,  my  lord  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Ch.  Juji.  Sir  John  Falftaff,  a  word  with  you. 

Fal.  My  good  lord  ! — God  give  your  lordfhip  good 
time  of  day.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  lordfhip  abroad  : 
I  heard  fay,  your  lordfhip  was  fick  :  I  hope,  your 
lordfhip  goes  abroad  by  advice.  Your  lordfhip, 
Slipugh  not  clean  paft  your  youth,  hath  yet  fome  fmack 

of 
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of  age  in  you,  fome  relifh  of  the  faltnefs  of  time ;  and 
I  moll  humbly  befeech  your  lordfhip,  to  have  a  reve- 
rend care  of  your  health. 

Ch.  Jujl.  Sir  John,  I  fent  for  you  before  your  ex- 
pedition to  Shrewfbury. 

Fal.  If  it  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  I  hear,  his  majefty  is 
return'd  with  fome  difcomfort  from  Wales. 

Ch.  Jiift-  I  talk  not  of  his  majefty  :—  You  would 
not  come  when  I  fent  for  you. 

Fal.  And  I  hear  moreover,  his  highnefs  is  fallen 
into  this  fame  whorefon  apoplexy, 

Ch.  J uji*  Well,  heaven  mend  him  !  I  pray,  let  me 
fpeak  with  you, 

Fal.  This  appoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  le- 
thargy, an't  pleafe  your  lordfhip ;  a  kind  of  fleeping 
in  the  blood,  a  whorefon  tingling. 

Ch.  Jiift-  What  tell  you  me  of  it  ?  be  it  as  it  is. 

FaL  It  hath  its  original  from  much  grief,  from 
fludy,  and  perturbation  of  the  brain  :  I  have  read  the 
caufe  of  its  effects  in  Galen  ;  it  is  a  kind  of  deafnefs. 

Ch.  Jujh  I  think  you  are  fallen  into  the  difeafe  ;  for 
you  hear  not  what  I  fay  to  you. 

Fal.  Very  well,  my  lord,  very  well :  rather,  an't 
pleafe  you,  it  is  the  difeafe  of  not  liflening,  the  ma- 
lady of  not  marking,  that  I  am  troubled  withal. 

Ch.  Juft-  To  punifh  you  by  the  heels,  would  amend 
the  attention  of  your  ears  ;  and  I  care  not,  if  I  do  be- 
come your  phyilcian. 

Fal.  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  lord  ;  but  not  fo  pa- 
tient. Your  lordfhip  may  minifter  the  potion  of  im- 
prifonment  to  me,  in  refpe£t  of  poverty ;  but  how  I 
fhould  be  your  patient  to  follow  your  prefcriptions, 
the  wife  may  make  fome  dram  of  a  fcruple,  or,  indeed, 
afcrnple  itfelf. 

Ch.  Jnft.  I  fent  for  you,  when  there  were  matters 
againfi:  yrou  for  your  life,  to  come  fpeak  with  me. 

Fal.  As  I  was  then  advifed  by  my  learned  council 
in  the  laws  of  this  land-fervice,  I  did  not  come. 

Ch.  Juft.  Well,  the  truth  is,  Sir  John,  you  live  in 
great  infamy, 

FaL 
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Fa!.  He  that  buckles  him  in  my  belt,   cannot  live 

In  lei's. 

Ch.  Jujl.  Your  means  are  very  ilender,  and  your 
vvafte  great. 

Fed.  I  would  it  were  otherwife  ;  I  would  my  means 
were  greater,  and  my  waift  were  ilenderer. 

Ch.  Jufl.   You  have  mif-led  the  youthful  prince. 

FaL  The  young  prince  hath  mif-led  me  :  I  am  the 
fellow  with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dog. 

Ch.  Jufl.  Well,  I  am  loth  to  gall  a'  new-heal'd 
wound  ;  your  day's  fervice  at  Shrewfbury  hath  a  little 
gilded  over  your  night's  exploit  on  Gad's-hill :  you 
may  diank  the  unquiet  time  for  your  quiet  o'er-pofting 
that  action. 

Fa!.  My  lord  ! 

Ch.  Juji.  But  ilnce  all  is  well,  keep  it  fo  :  wake 
not  a  ileeping  wolf. 

Fal.  To  wake  a  wolf,' is  as  bad  as  to  fmell  a  fox. 

Ch.  Ju/i.  What !  you  are  as  a  candle,  the  better 
part  burnt  out. 

FaL  A  waffel  candle,  my  lord  ;  all  tallow  :  but  if  I 
did  lay  of  wax,  my  growth  would  approve  the  truth. 

Ch.  Juft.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face, 
but  fhould  have  his  effect  of  gravity. 

Fal.  His  efFeft  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

Ch.  Ju/l.  You  follow  the  young  prince  up  and 
down,  like  his  ill  angel. 

FaL  Not  fo,  my  lord  ;  your  ill  angel  is  light ;  but, 
I  hope,  he  that  looks  upon  me,  will  take  me  without 
weighing  :  and  yet,  in  fome  refpec"ts,  I  grant,  I  can- 
not go,  I  cannot  tell :  Virtue  is  of  fo  little  regard  in 
theie  coffer-monger  times,  that  true  valour  is  turn'd 
bear-herd  :  Pregnancy  is  made  a  tapfter,  and  hath  his 
quick  wit  wailed  in  giving  reckonings  :  all  the  other 
gifts  appertinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  this  age 
ihapes  them,  are  not  worth  a  goofeberry.  You,  that 
are  old,  confider  not  the  capacities  of  us  that  are 
young  ;  you  meafure  the  heat  of  our  livers  with  the 
bitternefs  of  your  galls :  and  we  that  are  in  the  vaward 
pf  our  youth,  I  mull  confefs,  are  wags  too. 

Ch.  Juft. 
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Ch.  Juji.  Do  you  fet  clown  your  name  in  the  fcrowl 
of  youth,  that  are  written  down  old  with  all  the  cha- 
racters of  age  ?  Have  you  not  a  moift  eye  ?  a  dry 
hand  ?  a  yellow  cheek  ?  a  white  beard  ?  a  decreafing 
leg  ?  an  increafing  belly  ?  Is  not  your  voice  broken  I 
your  wind  fhort  ?  your  chin  double  ?  your  wit  fingle? 
and  every  part  about  you  Wafted  with  antiquity  ?  and 
will  you  yet  call  yourfelf  young  ?  Fie,  fie,  fie,  Sir 
John  ! 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  was  born  about  three  of  the  clock 
in  the  afternoon,  with  a  white  head,  and  fomething  a 
round  belly.  For  my  voice — I  have  loft  it  with  hal7 
lowing  and  finging  of  anthems.  To  approve  my 
youth  further,  I  will  not :  the  truth  is,  I  am  only  old 
in  judgment  and  underflanding  ;  and  he  that  will  ca- 
per with  me  for  a  thoufand  marks,  let  him  lend  me 
the  money,  and  have  at  him.  For  the  box  o'the  ear 
that  the  prince  gave  you — he  gave  it  like  a  rude 
prince,  and  you  took  it  like  a  fenfible  lord.  I  have 
check' d  him  for  it ;  and  the  young  lion  repents  : 
marry,  not  in  afhes,  and  fack-cloth  ;  but  in  new  filk, 
and  old  fack. 

Ch.  Juji.  Well,  heaven  fend  the  prince  a  better 
companion  ! 

Fal.  Heaven  fend  the  companion  a  better  prince  !  I 
cannot  rid  my  hands  of  him. 

Ch.  Juji.  Well,  the  king  hath  fever'd  you  and 
prince  Harry  :  I  hear,  you  are  going  with  lord  John 
of  Lancafter,  againft  the  archbiihop,  and  the  earl  of 
Northumberland. 

Fal.  Yea  ;  I  thank  your  pretty  fweet  wit  for  it. 
But  look  you  pray,  all  you  that  kifs  my  lady  peace  at 
home,  that  our  armies  join  not  in  a  hot  day;  for,  by 
the  lord,  I  take  but  two  fhirts  out  with  me,  and  I 
mean  not  to  fweat  extraordinarily  :  If  it  be  a  hot  day, 
an  I  brandifh  any  thing  but  my  bottle,  1  would  I 
might  never  fpit  white  again.  There  is  not  a  dange- 
tous  action  can  peep  out  his  head,  but  I  am  thruft  upon 
it:  Well,  I  cannot  laft  ever:  But  it  was  always  yet 
the  trick  of  our  Englifli  nation,  if  they  have  a  good 

thing, 
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thing,  to  make  it  too  common.  J(  you  tvfll  needs 
fay,^I  am  an  old  man,  you  fhould  give  me  reft.  I 
would  to  God,  my  name  were  not  ib  terrible  to  the 
enemv  as  it  is.  I  were  better  to  be  eaten  to  death  with  a 
ruft,thanto  be  fcour'd  to  nothing  with  perpetual  motion; 
Ch.Jnjb  Well,  be  honeft,  be  honeit ;  And  heaven 
bleis  your  expedition  ! 

Fab  Will  your  lordfhip  lend  me  a  thoufand  pound* 
to  furnifh  me  forth  ? 

Ch.  Jujb  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny  ;  you  are  too 
impatient  to  bear  croiTes.  Fare  you  well  :  Commend 
me  to  my  coufin  Wefimoreland. 

Fab  If  1  do,  fillip  me  with  a  three-man  beetle. — 
A  man  can  no  more  feparate  age  and  covetoufnefs, 
than  he  can  part  voung  limbs  and  lechery  :  but  the 
gout  calls  the  one,  and  the  pox  pinches  the  other  ;  and 
io  both  the  degrees  prevent  my  curies. — Boy  I  ■ 
Page.   Sir  ? 

Fab  What  money  is  in  my  purfe  } 
Page.  Seven  groats  and  two-pence. 
Fab  I  can  get  no  remedy  againft  this  confump- 
tion  of  the  purfe  :  borrowing  only  lingers  and  lingers 
it  out,  but  the  difeafe  is  incurable. — Go  bear  this  let- 
ter to  my  lord  of  Lancafter  ;  this  to  the  prince  ;  this 
to  the  earl  of  W^eftmoreland;  and  this  to  old  miltrefs 
Urfula,  whom  I  have  weakly  fworn  to  marry  fince  I 
perceiv'd  the  firff.  white  hair  on  my  chin  :  About  it; 
you  know  where  to  find  me.  [Exit  Page.']  A  pox  of 
this  gout  !  or,  a  gout  of  this  pox  !  for  the  one,  or  the 
other,  plays  the  rogue  with  my  great  toe.  It  is  no 
matter,  if  1  do  halt;  I  have  the  wars  for  my  colour, 
and  my  penflon  fhall  feem  the  more  reafonable:  A 
good  wit  wrill  make  ufe  of  any  thing ;  I  will  turn  dif- 
eafe s  to  co m  m m  od  i t y .  [  Exit. 

SCENE    III.      The  Archbijhop  of  York's  Palace. 

Enter  the  /rchbiJJjop  of  York  9  Lord  Hastings,  Thomas 
Mowbray  (Earl  Mar jhal),  and  Lord  Bardolph. 

York.  Thus  have  you  heard  our  caufe,  antf  know 
our  means  • 

&  And* 
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And,  my  moil  noble  friends,  I  pray  you  all, 
Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes  :  ' 
And  flrft,  lord  marfhal,  what  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Mow,  I  well  allow  the  occalion  of  our  arms ; 
But  gladly  would  be  better  fatisfied, 
How,  in  our  means,  we  fhould  advance  ourfelves 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
"Opon  the  power  and  puifTance  of  the  king. 

Haft,  Our  prefent  multers  grow  upon  the  file 
To  five  and  twenty  thoufand  men  of  choice; 
And  our  fupplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,  whofe  bofom  burns 
With  an  incenfed  fire  of  injuries. 

Bard.  The  queflion  then,  lord  Haftings,    flandeth 
thus; — : 
Whether  our  prefent  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
May  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland. 

Haft.  With  him,  we  may. 

Bard,  Ay,  marry,  there's  the  point; 
But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble, 
My  judgment  is,  we  mould  not  ilep  too  far  ! 
'Till  we  had  his  affiftance  by  the  hand  : 
.For,  in  a  theme  lb  bloody-fac'd  as  this, 
Conjecture,  expectation,  and  furmife 
Of  aids  uncertain,  fhould  not  be  admitted. 

York.  'Tis  very  true,  lord  Bardolph  ;  for,   indeed, 
It  was  young  Hotfpur's  cafe  at  Shrewibury. 

Bard.  It  was,    my   lord;    who   lin'd    himielf  with 
hope, 
Eating  the  air  on  promife  of  fupply, 
Flattering  himfelf  with  project:  of  a  power 
Muchfmaller  than  the  fmalleft  of  his  thoughts: 
And  fo  with  great  imagination, 
Proper  to  madmen,  led  his.  powers  to  death, 
And,  winking,  leap'd  into  deftru&ion. 

Haft,  But,  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hurt, 
To  lay  down  likelihoods,  and  forms  of  hope. 

Bard,  Yes,  in  this  prefent  quality  of  war, 
Indeed  of  inftant  action  :  A  caufe  on  foot 
Lives  fo  in  hope,  as  in  an  early  fpring 
—  .  '  We 
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We  fee  the  appearing  buds ;  which  to  prove  fruit, 

Hope  gives  not  ib  much  warrant,  as  defpair, 

That  frofts  will  bite  them.     When  we  mean  to  build, 

We  firft  furvey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model  ; 

And  when  we  lee  the  figure  of  the  houfe, 

Then  muft  we  rate  the  coft  of  the  erection  : 

Which  if  we  find  outweighs  ability, 

What  do  we  then,  but  draw  anew  the  model 

In  fewer  offices ;  or,  at  leaft  deiift 

To  build  at  all  ?   Much  more,  in  this  great  work 

(Which  is,  almoft,  to  pluck  a  kingdom  down, 

And  fet  another  up),  fhould  we  furvey 

The  plot  of  fituation,  and  the  model; 

Confent  upon  a  fure  foundation  ; 

Queftion  furveyors ;  know  our  own  eftatc, 

How  able  fuch  a  work  to  undergo, 

To  weigh  againft  his  oppofite  ;  or  elfe, 

We  fortify  in  paper,  and  in  figures, 

Ufing  the  names  of  men  inftead  of  men  : 

Like  one,  that  draws  the  model  of  a  houfe 

Beyond  his  power  to  build  it;  who,  half  through 

Gives  o'er,  and  leaves  his  part-created  coft 

A  naked  fubjeft  to  the  weeping  clouds, 

And  wafte  for  churlifh  winter's  tyranny. 

Haft.    Grant,    that   our  hopes    (yet  likely  of  fair 
birth) 
Should  be  ftill-born,  and  that  we  now  poffefs'd 
The  very  utmoft  man  of  expectation; 
I  think,  we  are  a  body  ftrong  enough, 
Even  as  we  are,  to  equal  wTith  the  king. 

Bard.    What  !    is   the    king    but  five  and    twenty 
thoufand  ? 

Hafi.  To  us,   no  more ;  nay,   not   fo  much,   lord 
Bardolph. 
For  his  divifions,  as  the  times  do  brawl, 
Are  in  three  heads:  one  power  againll  the  French, 
And  one  againft  Glendower  ;  perforce,  a  third 
Muft  take  up  us  :  So  is  the  unfirm  king 
In  three  divided  ;  and  his  coffers  found 
With  hollow  poverty  and  emptinefs. 

B  2  York. 
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Tori.  That  he  fhould  draw  his  feveral  ftrengths  to- 
gether^ 
And  come  againfl  us  in  full  puifTance, 
*Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Haft.  If  he  fhould  do  fo, 
He  leaves  his  back  unarm'd,  the  French  and  Welfh. 
Baying  him  at  the  heels  :  never  fear  that. 

Bard,  Who,  is  it  like,  fhould  lead  his  forces  hither  £ 

Haft.  The  duke  of  Lancafter,  and  Weflmoreland : 
Againfl  the  Welfh,  himfelf,  and  Harry  Monmouth  ; 
But  who  isfubftituted  'gainflthe  French, 
I  have  no  certain  notice, 

Tork.  Let  us  on  ; 
And  publifh  the  occafion  of  our  arms. 
The  commonwealth  is  fick  of  their  own  choice, 

Their  over-greedy  love  hath  furfeited  : 

An  habitation  giddy  and  unfure, 

Hath  he  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart. 

O  thou  fond  many  !  with  what  loud  applaufe 

Didft  thou  beat  heaven  with  bleffiixg  Bolingbroke, 

Before  he  was  what  thou  wouMft  have  him  be  ! 

And  being  now  trimm'd  up  in  thine  own  defires, 

Thou,  beaftly  feeder,  art  fo  full  of  him, 

That  thou  provok'ft  thyfclf  to  caft  him  up. 

So,  fo,  thou  common  dog,  didft  thou  difgorge 

Thy  glutton  boibm  of  the  royal  Richard  ; 

And  now  thcu  wouldff.  eat  thy  dead  tfomit  up, 

And  howl' ft  to  find  it.    What  truft  is  in  theie  times  ? 

They  that,  when  Richard  liv'd,  would  have  him  die, 

Are  now  become  enamour' d  on  his  grave  : 

Thou,  that  threw'ft  duit  upon  his  goodly  head. 

When  through  proud  London  he  came  fi'ghingon 

4\fter  the  admired  heels  of  Bclingbroke, 

Cry'ft  now,  0  earth  9  give  us  thai  king  again9 

And  take  thou  this  !   O  thoughts  of  men  accurft  ! 

Paft  and  to  come,  feem  beft;  things  prefent,  worft. 

jfyfowb.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  fet  on  ? 

Ho/?*  We  are  time's  fubjccls,  and  time  bids  begone. 

[Extun^ 
ACT 
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ACT      If. 

SCENE    L      A  Street  in  London. 

Enter  Hostess;  Phang,  and  his  Boy,   with  her  j  and 
Snare  following* 

Hojtcfs, 

Master  Phang,  have  you  enter'd  the  aftion  ? 
Phang,  It  is  enter'd. 

Hoft,  Where  is  your  yeoman  ?  Is  it  a  lufly  yeo- 
man ?  will  a'  Hand  to't  ? 

Phang.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare  ? 

Hoft*  O  lord,  ay  ;  good  rnafter  Snare. 

Snare.   Here,  here. 

Phang.  Snare,  we  mull  arreft  Sir  John  FalftafF. 

Hoft.  Ay,  good  mailer  Snare ;  I  have  enter'd  him 
and  all. 

Snare.  It  may  chance  coll  fome  of  us  our  lives,  for 
he  will  ltab* 

Hoft.  Alas  the.  day  )  take  heed  of  him ;  he  ftabb'd 
me  in  mine  owl.  houfe,  and  that  moilbeallly;  he  cares 
not  what  miichief  he  doth,  if  his  weapon  be  out :  he 
will  foin  like  any  devil;  he  will  fpare  neither  man, 
woman,  nor  child. 

Phang.  If  I  can  clofe  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his 
thruft. 

Hoft.  No,  nor  I  neither  ;  I'll  be  at  your  elbow. 

Phang.  An  I  but  fill  him  once ;  an  he  come  but 
within  my  vice — 

Hoft,  1  am  undone  by  his  going ;  I  warrant  you, 
he's  an  infinitive  thing  upon  my  fcore  : — Good  mailer 
Phang,  hold  him  lure  ; — good  mailer  Snare,  let  him 
not  'fcape.  He  comes  continuantly  to  Pye-corner  (la- 
ving your  manhoods)  to  buy  a  faddle;  and  he's  indited 
to  dinner  to  the  Lubbar's-head  in  Lumbart-ilreet, 
to  mailer  Smooth's  the  filkman  :  I  pray  ye,  lince  my 
exion  is  enter'd,  and  my  cafe  fo  openly  known  to  the 
world,  let  him  be  brought  in  to  his  anlwer.  A  hun- 
dred mark  is  a  long  loan  for  a  poor  lone  woman  to 
B  3  bear  , 
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bear  :  and  I  have  borne,  and  borne,  and  borne ;  and 
have  been  fub'cl  off,  and  fub'd  off,  from  this  day  to 
that  day,  that  it  is  a  fhame  to  be  thought  on,  There 
is  no  honefty  in  fuch  dealing  ;  unlets  a  woman  fhould 
be  made  an  afs,  and  a  beafl,  to  bear  every  knave's 
wrong. — 

Enter    Sir   John    Falstaff,    Bardolph,    and    the 
Page. 

Yonder  he  comes ;  and  that  arrant  malmfey-nofe  knave, 
Bardolph,  with  him.  Do  your  offices,  do  your  offices, 
mailer  Phang,  and  mailer  Snare  ;  do  me,  do  me,  do 
me  your  offices.. 

Fal.  How  now  ?  who's  mare's  dead  ?  what's  the 
matter  ? 

Phang,  Sir  John,  I  arreft  you  at  the  fuit  of  mif- 
trefs  Quickly, . 

FaL  Away,  varlets  ! — Draw,  Bardolph  ;  cut  me  off 
the  villain's  head ;  throw  the  quean  in  the  kennel. 

Ho/I.  Throw  me  in  the  kennel  ?  I'll  throw  thee  in 
the  kennel.  Wilt  thou  ?  wilt  thou  ?  thou  baflardly 
rogue  ! — Murder,  murder  !  O  thou  honey-iuckle  vil- 
lain I  wilt  thou  kill  God's  officers,  and  the  king's  ?  O 
thou  honey-feed  rogue  !  thou  art  a  honey-feed  ;  a 
inan-queller,  and  a  woman-queller. 
'  FaL  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph. 

Phang.  A  refcue  !   a  re i cue  ! 

Hoft.  Good  people,  bring  a  refcue  or  two. — Thou 
wo't,  wo't  thou  ?  thou  wo't,  wo't  thou  ?  do,  do,  thou 
rogue  !   do,  thou  hemp-feed  ! 

FaL  Away,  you  fcullicn !  you  rampallian  !  you 
f uftilarian  I   I'll  tickle  your  catallrophe. 

Enter  the  Chief  Juftke,  attended. 

Ch.  j Uijl.  What's  the  matter  ?  keep  the  peace  here, 
ho! 

Hoft.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me  !  I  befeech  you* 
Hand  to  me  ! 

Ch.  Jufl.  How  now/Sir  John  ?  what,  are  you  brawl- 
ing here  ? 

Doth 
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Doth  this  become  your  place,   your  time,  and  bufi- 

nefs  ? 
You  mould  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York. — 
Stand  from  him,  fellow;  Wherefore  hang'ft  thou  on 
him  ? 

Hoft.  O  my  moil  worfhipful  lord,  an't  pleafe  your 
grace,  I  am  a  poor  widow  of  Eaftcheap,  and  he  is  ar- 
retted at  my  fuit. 

Cb.  Juji.  For  what  fum  ? 

Ho/i,  It  is  more  than  for  fome,  my  lord  fit  is  for 
all,  all  I, have  :  he  hath  eaten  me  out  of  houfe  and 
home  ;  he  hath  put  all  my  fubftance  into  that  fat  belly 
of  his  : — but  I  will  have  fome  of  it  out  again,  or  I'll 
ride  thee  o'nights,  like  the  mare. 

Fal.  I  think,  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if  I  have 
any  vantage  of  ground  to  get  up. 

Ch.  juft.  How  comes  this,  Sir  John  ?  Fie  !  what 
man  of  good  temper  would  endure  this  temper!  of  ex- 
clamation ?  Are  you  not  aiham'd  to  enforce  a  poor 
widow  to  fo  rough  a  courfe  to  come  by  her  own  ) 

FaL  What  is  th'egrofs  fum  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

Hoft.  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honeft  man,  thyfelf, 
and  the  money  too.  Thou  didil  fwear  to  me  upon, 
a  parcel-gilt  goblet,  fitting  in  my  Dolphin-chamber, 
at  the  round  table,  by  a  fea-coal  fire,  on  Wcdnefdav 
in  Witfun-weck,  when  the  prince  broke  thy  head 
for  likening  his  father  to  a  ringing-man  of  Wi'ndfor  ; 
thou  didft  fwear  to  me  then,  as  I  was  wafting  thy 
wound,  to  marry  me,  and  make  me  my  lady  thy  wife. 
Canft  thou  deny  it  ?  Did  not  good  wife  Keech,  the 
butcher's  wife,  come  in  then,  and  call  me  goffip 
Quickly  ?  coming  in  to  borrow  a  mefs  of  vinegar  ; 
telling  us,  (lie  had  a  good  difh  of  prawns  ;  whereby 
thou  didft  deiire  to  eat  fome  ;  whereby  I  told  thee, 
they  were  ill  for  a  green  wound  ?  And  didil  thou  not, 
When  me  was  gone  down  flairs,  deiire  me  to  be  no 
more  fo  familiarity  with  fuch  poor  people  ;  faying, 
that  ere  long  they  fhould  call  me  madam  ?  And  d  id  it 
thou  not'  kifs  me,  and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  fhil- 

B  4  lings? 
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lings  ?  I  put  thee  now  to  thy  book- oath;  deny  it,  if  thou 
canft. 

FaL  My  lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  foul  ;  and  fhe  fays, 
up  and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldefl  ion  is  like  you^: 
flie  hath  been  in  good  cafe,  and,  the  truth  is,  poverty 
hath  diffracted  her.  But  for  thefe  foolifh  officers,  I 
befeech  you,  I  may  have  redrefs  againft  them. 

Ch.  Juji,  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  1  am  well  acquainted 
With  your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true  caufe  the  falfe 
way.  It  is  not  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of 
words  that  come  with  fuch  more  than  impudent  fauci- 
nefs  from  you,  can  thruft  me  from  a  level  consideration  ; 
1  know,  you  have  practis'd  upon  the  eafy-yielding  fpirit 
of  this  woman,  and  made  her  ferve  your  ufes  both  in 
purfe  and  perlon. 

Ho/I.  Yes,  in  troth,  my  lord. 

Ch.  Juji.  IV y thee,  peace  : — Pay  her  the  debt  you 
owe  her,  and  unpay  the  villany  you  have  done  her  ; 
the  one  you  may  do  with  fterling  money,  and  the 
other  with  current  repentance. 

FaL  My  lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  fneap  without 
reply.  You  call  honourable  boldnefs  impudent  fauci- 
nefs  :  if  a  man  will  make  court'fy,  and  fay  nothing,  he 
is  virtuous:  no,  my  lord,  my  humble  duty  remem- 
ber'd,  I  will  not  be  your  fuitor:  I  fay  to  you,  I  do  de- 
iire  deliverance  from  thefe  officers,  being  upon  hafty 
employment  in  the  king's  affairs. 

Ch,  J nft.  You  fpcak  as  having  power  to  "do  wrong  : 
but  anfwer  in  the  effect,  of  your  reputation,  and  la- 
tisfy  the,  poor  woman. 

FaL  Come  hither,  hoftcfs.  [Taking  her  afidc. 

Enter  a  MeJJcngcr. 

Ch,  Juft,  Now,  matter  Gower  ;  what  news  ? 
Cower.  The  king,  my  lord,  and  Henry   prince  of 
Wales, 
Are  near  at  hand  :  the  reft,  the  paper  tells. 

FaL  As  I  am  a  gentleman . 

Hoji,  Nay,  you  laid  ib  before. 
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FaL  As  I  am  a  gentleman  ; — Come,  no  more  words 
of  it. 

Hoft.  By  this  heavenly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  muft  be 
fain  to  pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapeftry  of  my 
dining-chambers. 

FaL  Glaffes,  glavTes,  is  the  only  drinking :  and  for 
thy  walls  — a  pretty  ilight  drollery,  or  the  ftory  of  the 
prodigal,  or  the  German  hunting  in  Water-work,  is 
worth  a  thou  (and  of  thefe  bed-hangings,  and  thefe 
fly-bitten  tapeftries.  Let  it  be  ten  pound,  if  thou 
canft.  Come,  if  it  were  not  for  thy  humours,  there 
is  not  a  better  wench  in  England.  Go,  wafh  thy  face, 
and  draw  thy  action  :  Come,  thou  muft  not  be  in  this 
humour  with  me  ;  do'ft  not  know  me  ?  Come,  come, 
I  know  thou  waft  fet  on  to  this. 

Hoft.  Pray  thee,  Sir  John,  let  it  be  but  twenty 
nobles ;  I  am  loth  to  pawn  my  plate,  in  good  earneft, 
la. 

FaL  Let  it  alone,  I'll  make  other  fhift :  vou'll  be  a 
fool  ftill. 

Hoft.  Well,  you  fhall  have  it,  though  I  pawn  my 
gown.  I  hope,  you'll  come  to  fupper  :  You'll  pay  me 
all  together  ?   . 

FaL  Will  I  liver — Go,  with  her,  with  her;  hook 
on,  hook  on.  [To  the  Officers . 

HojL  Will  you  have  Doll  Tear-fheet  meet  you  at 
fupper  ? 

FaL  No  more  words  ;  let's  have  her. 

[Exeunt  Bojiefs,  Bardolph,  Officer \r,  &V. 

Ch,  Juji.   1  have  heard  better  news. 

FaL  What's  the  news,  my  good  lord  ? 

Ch.  Juft.  Where  lay  the  king  laft  night  ? 

Gower.  At  Balingftolce,  my  lord. 

FaL  I  hope,  my  lord,  all's  well :  What's  the  news, 
my  lord  ? 

Cb.  Juft.  Come  all  his  forces  back  ? 

Gower.    No;    fifteen  hundred    foot,    five   hundred 
horfe, 
Are  marchM  up  to  my  lord  of  Lancafter, 
Agair.il  Northumberland,  and  the  archfciihop* 

FaL 
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FaL  Comes  the  king  back  from  Wales,  my  noble 
lord  ? 

Cfa  Jitft*  You  (hall  have  letters  of  me  prefently  : 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  mailer  Gower. 

FaL  My  lord  ! 

Ch.  Jiift.  What's  the  matter  ? 

FaL  Mailer  Gower,  mall  I  entreat  you  with  me  tti 
dinner  ? 

Gower \  I  muft  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here:  I  thank 
you,  good  Sir  John. 

Ch.  Juji.  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long,  being 
you  are  to  take  foldiers  up  in  counties  as  you  go. 

FaL  Will  you  fup  with  me,  mafter  Gower  ? 

Ch-  Juft  What  foolifh  mailer  taught  you  thefe  man- 
ners, Sir  John  ? 

FaL  \\ a fter  Gower,  if  they  become  me  not,  he  was 
a  fool  that  taught  them  me. — This  is  the  right  fencing 
grace,  my  lord  ;  tap  for  tap,  and  fo  part  fair. 

Ch.  Juft.  Now  the  Lord  lighten  thee  !  thou  art  a 
great  fool.  \_Exeunt. 


S  C  E  IN  E    II.     Continues  in  London. 
Enter   Prince  Henry,  and  Poins. 

P.  Henry.  Truft  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

Poins    is  it  come  to  that  ?  I  had  thought,  wearinefs 
durft  not  have  attach'd  one  of  fo  high  blood. 

P.  Henry*  Faith,  it  does   me;  though   it  difcolours 
the  complexion  of  my  greatnefs  to  acknowledge  it. 
Doth  it.  hot  fhew  vilely  in  me,  to  deiire  fmall  beer? 

Poms.  Whv,  a  prince  fhould  not  be  fo  loofely  iludied, 
as  to  remember  fo  weak  a  composition. 

P.  Henry-  Belike  then,  my  appetite  was  not  princely 
got;  fox  in  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor  crea- 
ture, fmail  beer.  But,  indeed,  thefe  humble  confidera- 
tions  make  me  out  of  love  with  my  greatnefs.  What 
a  difgrace  it  is  to  me,  to  remember  thv  name  ?  or  to 
know  thy  face  to-morrow?  or  to  take  note  how 
vmany  pair  of   filk  iloclungs  thou  haft;    viz,  thefe, 

q  ana 
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and  thofe  that  were  the  peach-colour'd  ones  ?  or  to 
bear  the  inventory  of  thyfhirts;  as,  one  for  fuper- 
fluity,  and  one  other  for  ufe  r — but  that  the  tennis- 
court-keeper  knows  better  than  I ;  for  it  is  a  low  ebb 
of  linen  with  thee,  when  thou  keepeft  not  racket  there ; 
as  thou  haft  not  done  a  great  while,  becaufe  the  reft 
of  thy  low-countries  have  made  a  lhift  to  eat  up  thy. 
holland  :  and  God  knows,  whether  thofe  that  bawl 
out  the  ruins  of  thy  linen,  fhall  inherit  his  kingdom  : 
but  the  midwives  fay,  the  children  are  not  in  the 
fault;  whereupon  the  world  increafes,  and  kindreds 
are  mightily  ftrengthen'd. 

Poins.  How  ill  it  follows,  after  you  have  labour'd 
fo  hard,  you  fhould  talk  fo  idly  !  Tell  me,  how  many 
good  young  princes  would  do  fo,  their  fathers  being 
lo  lick  as  your's  at  this  time  is  ? 

P.  Henry.  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poins  P 

Poins.  Yes  ;  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 

P.  Henry.  It  fhall  ferve  among  wits  of  no  higher 
breeding  than  thine. 

Poins.  Go  to  ;  I  Hand  the  pufh  of  your  one  thing 
that  you  will  tell. 

P.  Henry..  Why,  I  tell  thee — it  is  not  meet  that  I 
fhould  be  fad,  now  my  father  is  lick  :  albeit  I  could 
tell  to  thee  (as  to  one  it  pleafes  me,  for  fault  of  a 
better,  to  call  my  friend)  I  could  be  fad,  and  fad  in- 
deed too. 

Poms.  Very  hardly,  upon  fuch  a  fubjecl. 

P.  Henry,  By  this  hand,  thou  think'il  me  as  far  in 
the  devil's  book,  as  thou  and  Falftaff,  for  obduracy 
and  -periHtency  :  Let  the  end  try  the  man.  But  I 
tell  thee — my  heart  bleeds  inwardly  that  my  father 
is  folick:  and  keeping  fuch  vile  company  as  thou  art, 
hath  in  reafon  taken  from  me  all  oftentation  of  for- 
row. 

Poins.  The  reafon  ? 

P.  Henry.  What  wouldfl  thou  think  of  me,  if  I 
fhould  weep  ? 

Poins.  I  would  think  thee  a  moil  princely  hypo- 
crite. 

P.  Henry. 
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P*  Henry.  It  would  be  every  man's  thought :  arid 
thou  art  a  blefled  fellow,  to  think  as  every  man  thinks* 
Never  a  man's  thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  road- 
way better  than  thine  :  every  man  would  think  me  an 
hypocrite  indeed.  And  what  accites  your  moft  wor- 
fhipful  thought  to  think fo  ? 

Poins*  Why,  becaufe  you  have  been  fo  lewd,  and 
fo  much  engrafFed  to  FalftafF. 

P.  Henry.  And  to  thee. 

Poms.  NaV'.  by  this  light,  I  am  well  fpoken  of,  I 
can  hear  it  with  my  own  ears  :  the  worft  that  they 
can  fay  of  me  is,  that  I  am  a  fecond  brother,  and  that 
I  am  a  proper  fellow  of  my  hands  ;  and  thofe  two 
things,  I  confefs,  I  cannot  help.  Look,  look,  here 
comes  Bardolph. 

P.  Henry.  And  the  boy  that  I  gave  FalftafF:  he  had 
him  from  me  chriftian  ;  and  fee,  if  the  fat  villain  have 
not  transform'd  him  ape. 

Enter  Bardolph,  and  Page, 

Bard.  Save  your  grace  ! 

P.  Henry,  And  your's,  moil  noble  Bardolph  ! 

Bard,  [To  the  Page,~\  Come,  you  virtuous  afs,  you 
bafhful  fool,  muft  you  be  blufhing  ?  wherefore  bluih. 
you  now  ?  What  a  maidenly  man  at  arms  are  you  be- 
come ?  Is  itfuch  a  matter,  to  get  a  pottle-pot's  maiden- 
head ? 

Page.  He  call'd  me  even  now,  my  lord,  through  a 
red  lattice,  and  I  could  difcern  no  part  of  his  face 
from  the  window  :  at  laft,  1  fpy'd  his  eyes ;  and,  me- 
thought,  he  had  made  two  holes  in  the  ale-wife's  new 
petticoat,  and  peep'd  through. 

P.  Henry.  Hath  not  the  boy  profited  ? 

Bard.  Away,  you  whorefon  upright  rabbit,  away  ! 

Page,  Away,  you  rafcally  Althea's  dream,  away  ! 

P.  Henry,  lnftrucl:  us,  boy  :  What  dream,  boy? 

Page.  Marry,  my  lord,  Althea  dream'd  fhe  was  de- 
liver'd  of  a  firebrand ;  and  therefore  I  call  him  her 
dream. 

P.  Henry, 
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P.  Henry.  A  crown's-worth  of  good  interpretation. 
* — Thereitis,boy.  [  Gives  him  m  oney* 

Poins.  O,  that  this  good  bloflbm  could  be  kept  from 
cankers  ! — Well,  there  is  fixpence  to  preferve  thee. 

Bard.  An  you  do  not  make  him  be  hang'd  among 
you,  the  gallows  fhall  have  wrong. 

P.  Henry.  And  how  doth  thy  mailer,  Bardolph  ? 

Brad.  Well,  my  good  lord.  He  heard  of  your 
grace's  coming  to  town  ;  there's  a  letter  for  you. 

P.  Henry.  Deliver'd  with  good  refpect. — And  how 
doth  the  Martlemas,  your  mailer  ? 

Bard.  In  bodily  healrh,  iir  ? 

Poins.  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  phylician  : 
but  that  moves  not  him  ;  though  that  be  fick,  it  dies 
not. 

P.  Henry.  I  do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar 
with  me  as  my  dog  :  and  he  holds  his  place ;  for, 
look  you,  how  he  writes. 

Poins   reads.      John    Fal/?ajf    knight Every    man 

muil  know  that,  as  oft  as  he  hath  occaiion  to  name 
himfelf.  Even  like  thole  that  are  kin  to  the  king; 
for  they  never  prick  their  finger,  but  they  fay,  There 
is  fome  of  the  king's  blood  fpili.  How  comes  that  ?  fays  he, 
that  takes  upon  him  not  to  conceive  :  the  anivver  is  as 
ready  as  a  borrower's  cap;  I  am  the  king's  poor  cdufht9 

P.  Henry.  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  or  they  will 
fetch  it  from  japhet.     But  to  the  letter  :— 

Poins.-  Sir  John  Fal/laff,  knight,  to  the  f on  of  theJdngy 
near  eft  his  father  Harry  prince  of  ffales,  greeting, 
Why,  this  is  a  certificate. 

P.  Henry     .  eace  ! 

Poins.  I  will  imitate  the  honourable  Roman  in  brevity  :— 
fufe  he  means  brevity  in  breath;  more-winded. — I 
commend  me  to  thee,  I commend  thee,  and  1  leave  thee*  Be 
not  too  familiar  with  Poins  3  for  he  mifufes  thy  favours  Jo 
much,  that  he  fvears.  thou  art  to  marry  hisfijicr  Nell.  Re- 
pent at  idle  times  as  thou  mayfly  andfofa\  eu  ne,  by 
yea  and  '-■  is  as  much  ac.  to  Jay9  as  thou  ■  .m).. 
Jack  <ith  my  familiars  ;  John,  iv.. 
-   .■ 
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My  lord,  I  will  fteep  this  letter  in  fack,  and  make 
him  eat  it. 

P.  Henry.  That's  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his 
words.  But  do  you  ufe  me  thus,  Ned  }  mult  I  marry 
your  lifter  ? 

Polns.  May  the  wench  have  no  worfe  fortune  !  bu£ 
I  never  faid  fo. 

P.  Henry. "Well,  thus  we  play  the  fool  with  the  time; 
and  the  fpirits  of  the  wife  lit  in  the  clouds,  and  mock 
us. — Is  your  mailer  here  in  London } 

Bard.  Yes,  my  lord. 

P.' Henry.  Where  fups  he  ?  doth  the  old  boar  feed 
in  the  old  frank  ? 

Bard,  At  the  old  place,  my  lord  ;  in  Ealtcheap. 

P.  Henry.  What  company  ? 

Page,  Ephefians,  my  lord  ;  of  the  old  church. 

P.  Henry.  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 

Page.  None,  my  lord,  but  old  miftrefs  Quickly,  and 
mifcrefs  Doll  Tear-fheet. 

P.  Henry.  What  pagan  may  that  be  ? 

Page.  A  proper  gentlewoman,  fir,  and  a  kinfwoman 
of  my  mailer's. 

P.  Henry.  Even  fuch  kin  as  the  parifh  heifers  are 
to  the  town  bull. — Shall  we  Heal  upon  them,  Ned,  at 
i upper  ? 

Polns.  I  am  your  fhadow,  my  lord;  I'll  follow  you. 

P.  Henry.  Sirrah,  you  boy— and  Bardolph  ; — no 
word  to  your  mailer,  that  I  am  yet  come  to  town  : 
There's  for  your  lilence. 

Bard.  I  have  no  tongue,  lir. 

Page.  And  for  mine,  lir— I  will  govern  it. 

P.Henry.  Fare  ye  well;  go. — This  Doll  Tear-fheet 
mould  be  fome  road. 

Polns.  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  be- 
tween St.  Albans  and  London. 

P.  Henry,  How  might  we  fee  FalllafT  bellow  him- 
fclf  to-night  in  his  true  colours,  and  not  ourfelves  be 
feen  ? 

Polns.  Put  on  two  leather  jerkin%  and  aprons,  and 
wait  upon  him  at  his  table  as  drawers. 

P.  Hwy. 
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P„  Henry.  From  a  god  to  a  bull  ?  a  heavy  defce  1- 
iion!  it  was  Jove's  cafe.  From  a  prince  to  a  pre.i- 
tice?  a  low  transformation  !  that  fh all  be  mint  :  for, 
in  every  thing,  the  purpoie  mull  weigh  with  the  fol  . 
Follow  me,  Ned.  \Exeunt» 


SCENE    III.     Warkworth-Caftle. 

Enter  Northumberland,  Lady  Northumberland, 
and  Lady  Percy. 

North.  I  pray  thee,  loving  wife,  and  gentle  daugh- 
ter, 
Give  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs  : 
Put  not  you  on  the  viiage  of  the  times, 
And  be,  like  them,   to  Percy  troubleibme. 

L  North.  I  have  given  over.  I  will  ipeak  no  more  : 
Do  what  you  will;  your  wifdom  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas,  fweet  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pawn  ; 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 
.  L.  Percy.  Oh,  yet,  for  heaven's  fake,  go  not  to  thefe 
wars  ! 
The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word, 
When  you  were  moie  endear'd  to  it  than  now  ; 
When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  heart's  dear  Harry, 
Threw  many  a  northward  look,  to  fee  his  father 
Bring  up  his  powers  ;  but  he  did  long  in  vain. 
Who  then  perfuaded  you  to  ftay  at  home  ? 
There  were  two  honours  loll  ;  your's,  and  your  fon's. 
For  your's — may  heavenly  glory  brighten  it  !        «$ 
For  his — it  ituck  upon  him,  as  the  fun 
In  the  grey  vault  of  heaven  :  and,  by  his  light, 
Did  all  the  chivalry  of  England  move 
To  do  brave  acls  ;  he  was,  indeed,  the  glafs 
Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  drefs  themfelves. 
He  had  no  legs,  that  praais'd  not  his  gait : 
And  fpeaking  thick,  which  nature  made  his  blemiih, 
Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant; 
For  thofe  that  could  ipeak  low,  and  tardily, 
Would  turn  their  own  perfection  to  abufe, 

To 
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To  feem  like  him  :  So  that,  in  fpeech,  in  gait, 

In  diet,  in  affections  of  delight, 

In  military  rules,  humours  of  blood, 

He  was  the  mark  andglafs,  copy  and  book, 

That  fafhion'd  others.     And  him — O  wondrous  him  I 

O  miracle  of  men  ! — him  did  you  leave 

(Second  to  none,  unfecondcd  by  you) 

To  look  upon  the  hideous  god  of  war 

In  difadvantage  ;  to  abide  a  field, 

Where  nothing  but  the  found  of  Hotfpur's  name 

Did  feem  defensible  : — fo  you  left  him. 

Never,  O  never,  do  his  ghofl  the  wrong, 

To  hold  your  honour  more  precife  and  nice 

With  others,  than  with  him  :  let  them  alone; 

The  marfhal,  and  the  archbifhop,  are  ftrong. 

Had  my  fweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  numbers, 

To-day  might  I,  hanging  on  Hotfpur's  neck, 

Have  talk'd  of  Monmouth's  grave. 

North.  Befhrew  your  heart, 
Fair  daughter  !   you  do  draw  my  fpirits  from  me, 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  overflights; 
But  I  mil  ft  go,  and  meet  with  danger  there; 
Or  it  will  feek  me  in  another  place, 
And  find  me  worfe  provided. 

Z.  North.  O,  fly  to  Scotland, 
'Till  that  the  nobles,  and  the  armed  commons, 
Have  of  their  puirTance  made  a  little  tafte. 

L.  Percy.  If    they  get    ground  and   vantage  of  the 

Then  join  you  with  them,  like  a  rib  of  ftecl, 
To  make  Strength  ftronger  ;  but  for  all  our  loves, 
Firfl  let  them  try  themfelves :  So  did  your  fan  ; 
He  was  fo  furFer'd  ;  fo  came  1  a  widow  ; 
And  never  fhall  have  length  of  life  enough, 
To  rain  upon  remembrance  with  mine  eyes, 
That  it  may  grow  and  fprout  as  high  as  heaven, 
For  recordation  to  my  noble  hufband. 

North.  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me:  'tis  with  my 
mind 

As 
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As  with  the  tide  fwell'd  up  unto  its  height, 

That  makes  a  ftill-ftand,  running  neither  way* 

Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  archbifhop, 

But  many  thoufand  reafons  hold  me  back  :— 

I  will  refolve  for  Scotland;  there  am  I, 

'Till  time  and  vantage  crave  my  company.       [Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV.     London.     The  Boar's- Head  Tavern  in 
Eajlchcap. 

Enter  two  Drawers* 

1  Draw.  What  the  devil  haft  thou  brought  there  ? 
apple- Johns  ?  Thou  know'ft,  Sir  John  cannot  endure 
an  apple-John. 

2  Draw*  Mafs,  thou  fay 'ft  true :  The  prince  once 
fet  a  difh  of  apple-Johns  before  him,  and  told  him, 
there  were  five  more  Sir  Johns  ;  and,  putting  off  his 
hat,  fa  id,  1  will  now  take  my  leave  of 'thefe fix  dry,  round, 
old,  withered  knights.  It  anger'd  him  to  the  heart;  but 
he  hath  forgot  that. 

i  Draw.  Why  then,  cover,  and  fet  them  down: 
And  fee  if  thou  canft  find  out  Sneak's  noife  ;  miftrefs 
Tear-fheet  would  fain  hear  fome  mufick.  Difpatch  : 
- — The  room  where  they  fupp'd,  is  too  hot ;  they'll 
come  in  ftraight. 

2  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  prince,  and  mafter 
Poins,  anon  :  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  jerkins 
and  aprons ;  and  Sir  John  mult  not  know  of  it :  Bar- 
dolph  hath  brought  word. 

1  Draw.  Then  here  will  be  old  utis  :  It  will  be  an 
excellent  ftratagem. 

2  Draw.  I'll  fee,  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak.         [Exit. 

Enter  Hofiefs  and  Doll  Tear-sheet. 

Hoft.  Sweet  heart,  methinks  now  you  are  in  an  ex- 
cellent good  temperality  :  your  pulfidge  beats  as  ex- 
traordinarily as  heart  would  deflre  ;  and  your  colour, 
I  warrant  you,  is  as  red  as  any  rofe :  But,  i'faith,  you 
feave   drank  to  much  canaries ;  and   that's  a  marvel* 

C  lous 
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lous  fearching  wine,  and  it  perfumes  the  blood  ert 
we  can  fay- — What's  this  ?  How  do  you  now  ? 

DoL  Better  than  I  was.     Hem. 

Hoft.  Why,  that  was  well  faid  ;  A  good  heart's 
worth  gold.    Look,  here  comes  Sir  John. 

Enter  Falstaff. 

Fal.  When  Arthur  fir Jl  in  court — Empty  the  Jordan— 
dnd  was  a  worthy  king — How  now,  miftrefs  Doll  ? 

{Exit  Drawer, 

Hoft,  Sick  of  a  calm  :  yea,  good  footh. 

Fal.  So  is  all  her  feet ;  if  they  be  once  in  a  calm, 
they  are  lick. 

Doll.  You  muddy  rafcal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you 
give  me  ? 

Fal.  You  make  fat  rafcals,  miftrefs  Doll. 

Doll.  I  make  them  !  gluttony  and  difeafes  make 
them  ;  I  make  them  not; 

Fal.  If  the  cook  help  to  make  the  gluttony,  you 
jhelp  to  make  the  difeafes,  Doll :  we  catch  of  you 
Doll,  we  catch  of  you  ;  grant  that,  my  poor  virtue, 
grant  that. 

Doll.  Ay,  marry  ;  our  chains,  and  our  jewels. 

Fal.  Tour  brooches,  pearls,  and  owches ; — for  to  ferve 
bravely, ;  is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know  :  To  come 
oft  the  breach  with  his  pike  bent  bravely,  and  to  fur- 
gery  bravely  ;  to  venture  upon  the  charg'd  chambers 
bravely  : — 

Doll.  Hang  yourfelf,  you  muddy  conger,  hang 
yourfelf ! 

Hoft.  Why,  this  is  the  old  fafhion  ;  you  two  never 
meet,  but  you  fall  to  fome  difcord :  you  are  both,  in 
good  troth,  as  rheumatick  as  two  dry  toafts;  you  cannot 
one  bear  with  another's  conflrmities.  What  the  good- 
jere  !  one  muft  bear,  and  that  muft  be  you  :  you 
are  the  weaker  veflel,  as  they  fay,  the  emptier  veiTel. 

{To  Doll. 

Doll.  Can  a  weak  empty  veffel  bear  fuch  a  huge  full 
hogfhead  ?  there's  a  whole  merchant's  venture  of 
Bourdeaux  ftuff  in  him ;  you  have  not  feen  a  hulk 
better  ftuff'd  in  the  hold,— .Come,  I'll  be  friends  with 

thee, 
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thee,  Jack  :  thou  art  going  to  the  wars  ;  and  whether  I 
Ihall  ever  fee  thee  again,  or  no,  there  is  nobody  cares. 

Re-enter  Drawer, 

Draw,  Sir,  ancient  Piftol's  below,  and  would  fpeak 
with  you. 

Doll.  Hang  him,  fwaggering  rafcal !  lethim  not  come 
hither:  it  is  the  foul-mouth'dft  rogue  in  England. 

Hofi.  If  he  fwagger,  let  him  not  come  here  :  no, 
by  my  faith  ;  I  mull  live  amongfl  my  neighbours  ; 
I'll  .no  fwaggerers  :  I  am  in  good  name  and  fame  with 
the  very  belt  : — Shut  the  door  ;— there  comes  no  fwag- 
gerers here  ;  I  have  not  liv'd  all  this  while,  to  have 
fwaggering  now  ; — fhut  the  door,  I  pray  you. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear,  hoilefs  ? 

Hoft.  Pray  you,  pacify  yourfelf,  Sir  John;  there 
comes  no  fwaggerers  here. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  hear  ?  it  is  mine  ancient. 

Hoft.  Tilly-fally,  Sir  John,  never  tell  me  ;  your  an- 
cient fwaggerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  was  before 
mailer  Tifick,  the  deputy,  the  other  day:  and,  as  he 
faid  to  me — it  was  no  longer  ago  than  Wednefday 
laft — Neighbour  Quickly,  fays  he  ; — mafter  Dumb,  our 
minifter,  was  by  then  ; — Neighbour'  Quickly,  fays  he, 
receive  thofe  that  are  civile  for,  faith  he,  you  are  in  an  ill 
name; — now  he  faid  fo,  I  can  tell  whereupon  ;  for,  fays 
he,  you  are  an  honeft  woman,  and  well  thought  on  ;  therefore 
take  heed  what  guefts  you  receive:    Receive,  fays    he,    no 

fwaggering  companions, There  comes   none  here  ; — r 

you  would  blefs  you   to   hear  what  he  faid  :—  no,  I'll 
no  fwaggerers. 

Fal.  He's  no  fwaggerer,   hoftefs  ;  a  tame  cneater, 
he ;  you  may  ftroke  him  as  gently  as  a  puppy  grey- 
hound :  he   will  not  fwagger  with  a  Barbarv  hen,  if 
her  feathers  turn  back  in  any  fhew  of  refiftance.- 
Call  him  up,  drawer. 

Hoft,  Cheater,  call  you  him  ?  I  will  bar  no  honell 
man  my  houfe,  nor  no  cheater  :  But  I  do  not  lovo- 
fwaggering,  by  my  troth ;  I  am  the  worfe,  when  one 
fays — fwagger  :  feel,  mailers,  how  I  ihake ;  look  you, 
I  warrant  "you. 

C  2  Doll. 
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Doll,  So  do  you,  hoftefs. 

Hoft.  Do  I  ?  yea  in  very  troth,  do  I,  an  'twere  an 
afpen  leaf  :  I  cannot  abide  fwaggerers. 

Enter  Pistol,  Bardolph,  and  Page, 

Plft,  'Save  you,  Sir  John  ! 

Fa/,  Welcome,  ancient  Piftol.  Here,  Piftol,  I 
charge  you  with  a  cup  of  fack  :  do  you  difcharge 
upon  mine  hcftefs. 

Pljt,  I  will  difcharge  upon  her,  Sir  John,  with  two 
bullets. 

Fal.  She  is  piflol-proof,  fir;  you  fhall  hardly  offend 
her. 

Hoft.  Come,  I'll  drink  no  proofs,  nor  no  bullets  : 
I'll  drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  no  man's 
pleafure,  I. 

Plft,  Then  to  you,  miftrefs  Dorothy  ;  I  will  charge 
you. 

Doll.  Charge  me  ?  I  fcorn  you,  fcurvy  companion. 
What!  you  poor,  bafe,  rafcally,  cheating,  lack-linen 
mate!  Away,  you  mouldy  rogue,  away!  I  am  meat 
for  your  mailer. 

Plft.  I  know  you,  miflrefs  Dorothy. 
Doll.  Away,  you  cut-purfe  rafcal !   you  filthy  bung, 
away  !  by   this  vine,    I'll  thrufl  my    knife    in   your 
mouldy  chaps,  an  you  play  the  faucy  cuttle  with  me. 
Away,   you   bottle-ale    rafcal  !  you   bafket-hilt    ftalc 
jugler,  you  ! — Since  when,  I  pray  you,   fir  ? — What, 
with  two  points  on  your  fhoulder  ?  much  ! 
Pi  ft.  I  will  murder  your  ruff  for  this. 
Fal.  No  more,  Piftol ;  I  would  not  have  you  go  ofF 
here:  difcharge  yourfelf  of  our  company,  Piftol. 

Hoft.  No;  good  captain  Piftol;  not  here,  fweet  cap- 
tain. 

Doll.  Captain  !  thou  abominable  damn'd  cheater,  art 
thou  not  afham'd  to  be  call'd — captain?  If  captains 
were  of  my  mind,  they  would  truncheon  you  out,  for 
taking  their  names  upon  you  before  you  have  earn'd 
them.  You  a  captain,  you  flave  !  for  what  ?  for 
tearing  a  poor  whore's  ruff  in  a  bawdy-houfe  ? — He  a 
eaptaui  !  Han*g  him,  rogue  !  He  lives   upon  mouldy 

ftew'd 
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ftew'd  prunes,  aud  dry'd  cakes.  A  captain  !  thefe  vil- 
lains will  make  the  word  captain  as  odious  as  the  word 
occupy  ;  which  was  an  excellent  good  word  before 
it  was  ill  forted  :  therefore  captains  had  need  look  to  it. 

Bard,  Pray  thee,  go  down,  good  ancient. 

Fal.   Hark  thee  hither,  miftrefs  Doll. 

pift.  Not  I  :  I  tell  thee  what,  corporal  Bardolph  $ — 
I  could  tear  her  : — I'll  be  reveng'd  on  her. 

Page.  Pray  thee,  go  down. 

Pifi.  I'll  fee  her  damn'd  firft;— To  Pluto's  damn'd 
lake,  to  the  infernal  deep,  where  Erebus  and  tortures 
vile  alfo.  Hold  hook  and  line,  fay  I.  Down  !  down, 
dogs  !   down,  faitors  !  Have  we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Hoft.  Good  captain  Peefel,  be  quiet ;  it  is  very  late  : 
I  befeech  you  now,  aggravate  your  choler, 

Pift.  Thefe  be  good  humours,  indeed  !  Shall  pack- 
horfes, 
And  hollow-pamper'd  jades  of  Alia, 
Which  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  a  day, 
Compare  with  Csefars,  and  with  Cannibals, 
And  Trojan  Greeks  ?  nay,  rather  dam  them  with 
King  Cerberus ;  and  let  the  welkin  roar. 
Shall  we  fall  foul  for  toys  ? 

Hoft.  By  my  troth,  captain,  thefe  are  very  bitter 
words. 

Bard.  Be  gone,  good  ancient :  this  will  grow  to  a 
brawl  anon. 

Pift,  Die  men,  like  dogs;  give  crowns  like  pins; 
Have  we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Hoft.  O'  my  word,  captain,  there's  none  fuch  here. 
What  the  good-jere  !  do  you  think,  I  would  deny  her  I 
I  pray,  be  quiet. 

Pift.  Then,  feed,  and  be  fat,  my  fair  Calipolis  : 
Come,  give's  fome  lack. 

— Si  for  tuna  me  tormenta,  fperato  me  contenta,< — 
Fear  we  broad-fides  ?   no,  let  the  fiend  give  fire  : 
Give    me   fome   fack ; — and,    fweet-heart,     lie   thou 
there.  \ Laying  down  his  Sword. 

Come  we  to   full  points  here ;  and  are  et  cetera**  no- 
thing ? 

C  3  /% 
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FaL   Piflol,  I  would  be  quiet. 

Pift.  Sweet  knight,  I  kifs  thy  neif :  What!  wo 
have  feen  the  feven  flars. 

Doll.  Thruft  him  down  flairs ;  I  cannot  endure  fuch 
a  fuftian  rafcal. 

Pift.  Thruft  him  down  flairs!  know  we  not  Gal- 
loway nags? 

FaL  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolph,  like  a  fhove-groat 
fhilling  :  nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  fpeak  nothing,  he 
fhali  be  nothing  here. 

Bard.  Come,  get  you  down  flairs. 

Pift.  What  !   ihall   we  have  incifion  ?  fhall  we  im- 

brew  ? Then  death 

Rock  me  aflecp,  abridge  my  doleful  days  ! 
Why,  then,  let  grievous,  ghaftly,  gaping  wounds 
-Untwine  the  fillers  three  !   Come,  Atropos,  I  fay  I 

[Snatching  up  his  Sword. 

Hoft.  Here's  goodly  fluff  toward  ! 

FaL  Give  me  my  rapier,  boy. 

Doll.  I  pray  thee,  Jack,  I  pray  thee,  do  not  draw. 

FaL  Get  you  down  flairs. 

(  Drawing,  and  driving  Pistol  out* 

Hoft.  Here's  a  goodly  tumult!  I'll  forfwear  keeping 
houfe,  before  I'll  be  in  theie  tirrits  and  frights.  So  ; 
murther,  I  warrant  now. — Alas,  alas  !  put  up  your 
naked  weapons,  put  up  your  naked  weapons. 

Doll.  I  pray  thee,  Jack,  be  quiet ;  the  rafcal  is  gone. 
Ah,  you.whorelbn  little  valiant  villain,  you  ! 

Hoft.  Are  you  not  hurt  P  the  groin  ?  methought,  he 
made  a  fhrewd  thruft  at  your  belly. 

[Re-enter  BARDOLPH, 

FaL  Have  you  turn'd  him  out  of  doors  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  fir.  The  rafcai's  drunk :  you  have  hurt 
him,  fir,  in  the  fhoulder. 

FaL  A  rafcal  !  to  brave  me  ! 

Doll.  Ah,  you  fweet  little  rogue,  you  !  Alas,  poor 
ape,  how  thou  fweat'ft  ?  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face  ; — 
come  on,  you  whorefon  chops :— -Ah,  rogue  !  I  love 
thee. — Thou  art  as  valorous  as  Hec"lor  of  Troy,  worth 

five 
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five  of  Agamemnon,  and  ten  times  bettter  than  the 
nine  worthies:  Ah,  villain  I 

FaL  A  rafcally  flave  !  I  will  tofs  the  rogue  in  a 
blanket. 

DoL  Do,  if  thou  dar'ft  for  thy  heart :  if  thou  doft, 
I'll  canvafs  thee  between  a  pair  of  fheets. 

Enter  Mujick. 

Page.  The  mufick  is  come,  fir. 

FaL  Let  them  play  ; — Play,  firs. — Sit  on  my  knee, 
Doll.  A  rafcal  bragging  flave  !  the  rogue  fled  from 
me  like  quickfilver. 

Doll,  I*  faith,  and  thou  followd'ft  him  like  a  church. 
Thou  whorefon  little  tidy  Bartholomew  boar  pig, 
when  wilt  thou  leave  fighting  o'days,  and  foining 
o'nights,  and  begin  to  patch  up  thine  old  body  for 
heaven? 

Enter y  behind,    Prince  Henry  and  Poins,  difguifed  like 
Drawers, 

FaL  Peace,  good  Doll  !  do  not  fpeak  like  a  death's 
head ;  do  not  bid  me. remember  mine  end. 

Doll.  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  prince  of  ? 

FaL  A  good  fhallow  young  fellow  :  he  would  have 
made  a  good  pantler,  he  would  have  chipp'd  bread  well. 

Doll.  They  fay,  Poins  hath  a  good  wit. 

Fal.  He  a  good  wit  ?  hang  him,  baboon  ! — his  wit 
is  as  thick  as  Tewkfbury  muftard  ;  there  is  no  more 
conceit  in  him,  than  is  in  a  mallet. 

Doll.  Why  doth  the  prince  love  him  fo  then? 

FaL  Becaufe  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bignefs ;  and  he 
plays  at  quoits  well ;  and  eats  conger  and  fennel ;  and 
drinks  off  candles'  ends  for  flap-dragons  ;  and  rides  the 
wild  mare  with  the  boys ;  and  jumps  uponjoint-ftools; 
and  fwears  with  a  good  grace ;  and  wears  his  boot 
very  fmooth,  like  unto  the  fign  of  the  leg ;  and  breeds 
no  bate  with  telling  of  difcreet  ftories ;  and  fuch  other 
gambol  faculties  he  hath,  that  fhew  a  weak  mind  and 
an  able  body,  for  the  which  the  prince  admits  him  : 
C  4  foe 
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for  the  prince  himfelf  is  fuch  another;  the  weight  of 
a  hair  will  turn  the  fcales  between  their  averdupois. 

P.  Henry.  Would  not  this  nave  of  a  wheel  have  his 
cars  cut  off? 

Poins.  Let's  beat  him  before  his  whore. 

P.  Henry.  Look,  if  the  wither'd  elder  hath  not  his 
pole  claw'd  like  a  parrot. 

Poins.  Is  it  not  ftrange,  that  deiire  fhouid  fo  many- 
years  out-live  performance  } 

Fal.  Kifs  me,  Doll. 

P.  Henry,  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  conjunc- 
tion ?  what  fays  the  almanack  to  that  f 

Poins.  And,  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trigon,  his 
man,  be  not  lifping  to  his  mailer's  old  tables ;  his 
note-book,  his  council-keeper. 

Fal.  Thou  doll  give  me  flattering  buffes. 

Doll.  Nay,  truly;  I  kifs  thee  with  a  moll  conllant 
Jieart. 

Fal.  I  am  old,  I  am  old. 

Doll.  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e'er  a  fcurvy 
young  boy  of  them  all. 

Fal.  What  fluff  wilt  have  a  kirtle  of?  I  fhail  re- 
ceive money  on  Thurfday :  thou  lhalt  have  a  cap  to- 
morrow. A  merry  fong,  come  :  it  grows  late,  we'll 
to  bed.     Thou'lt  forget  me,  when  I  am  gone. 

Doll.  By  my  troth,  thou'lt  fet  me  a  weeping,  an 
thou  fay'll  fo :  prove  that  ever  I  drefs  myfelf  handfome 
'till  thy  return. Well,  hearken  the  end. 

Fal.  Some  lack,  Francis. 

P.  Henry.  Poins.  Anon,  anon,  fir. 

Fal.  Ha  !  a  ballard  fon  of  the  king's  ? — and  art 
not  thou  Poins,  his  brother  ? 

P.  Henry.  Why,  thou  globe  of  finful  continents, 
what  a  life  doll  thou  lead  ? 

Fal.  A  better  than  thou  j  lam  a  gentleman,  thou 
art  a  drawer. 

P.  Henry.  Very  true,  lir;  and  I  am  come  to  draw 
you  out  by  the  ears. 

Hojl.  O,  the  Lord  perceive  thy  good  grace  !  wel- 
come to  London. — Now  heaven  blefs  that  fweet  face 
of  thine  1  what,  are  you  come  from  Wales  ? 

Fal. 
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fal.  Thou  whorefon  mad  compound  of  majefty — 
by  this  light  fleili  and  corrupt  blood,  thou  art  wel- 
come. [Leaning  his  Hand  uponDoLL. 

Doll,  How  !  you  fat  fool,  I  fcorn  you. 

Poins,  My  lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  re- 
venge, and  turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the 
heat. 

P.  Henry,  You  whorefon  candle-mine,  you,  how 
vilely  did  you  fpeak  of  me  even  now,  before  this  ho- 
neft, virtuous,  civil  gentlewoman  \  \ 

Heft.  'Bleffing  o'  your  good  heart  !  and  fo  fhe  is, 
by  my  troth. 

Fal.  Didftthou  hear  me  ? 

P.  Henry,  Yes  !  and  you  knew  me,  as  you  did  when 
you  ran  away  by  Gads-hill :  you  knew,  I  was  at  your 
back ;  and  fpoke  it  on  purpofe,  to  try  my  patience. 

Fal.  No,  no,  no  ;  not  foj  I  did  not  think  thou  waft 
within  hearing. 

P.  Henry.  I  (hall  drive  you  then  to  confefs  the  wil- 
ful abufe  ;  and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

FaL  No  abufe,  Hal,  on  mine  honour;  no  abufe. 

P.  Henry,  No  !  to  difpraife  me ;  and  call  me— 
pander,  and  bread-chipper,  and  I  know  not  what  I 

Fed,  No  abufe,  Hal. 

Poins,  No  abufe  ! 

Fal,  No  abufe,  Ned,  in  the  world  ;  honeft  Ned, 
none.  I  diiprais'd  him  before  the  wicked,  that  the 
wicked  might  not  fall  in  love  with  him  :  in  which  do- 
ing, I  have  done  the  part  of  a  careful  friend,  and  a 
true  fubje£t,  and  thy  father  is  to  give  me  thanks  for  it. 
No  abufe,  Hal  ; — none,  Ned,  none  ; — no,  boys,  none. 

P.  Henry.  See  now,  whether  pure  fear,  and  entire 
cowardice,  doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous 
gentlewoman  to  clofe  with  us  ?  Is  fhe  of  the  wicked  ? 
Is  thine  hoftefs  here  of  the  wicked  ?  Or  is  the  boy  of 
the  wicked  ?  or  honeft  Bardolph,  whofe  zeal  burns  in 
his  nofe,  of  the  wicked  ? 

Poins,  Anfwer,  thou  dead  elm,  anfwer. 

Fal.  The  fiend  hath  prick'd  down  Bardolph  irre- 
coverable $    and  his  face  is  Lucifer's  privy  kitchen, 

where 
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where  he  doth  nothing  but  roaft  malt-worms.  For  the 
boy — there  is  a  good  angel  about  him  ;  but  the  devil 
out-bids  him  too. 

P.  Henry.  For  the  women- 


Pa/.  For  one  of  them — fhe  is  in  hell  already,  and 
burns,  poor  foul  !  For  the  other — I  owe  her  money  ; 
and  whether  fhe  be  damn'd  for  that,  I  know  not. 

Heft.  No,  I  warrant  you. 

FaL  No,  I  think  thou  art  not ;  I  think,  thou  art  quit 
for  that:  Marry,  there  is  another  indictment  upon 
thee,  for  fuffering  iiefh  to  be  eaten  in  thy  houfe,  con- 
trary to  the  law;  for  the  which,  1  think,  thou  wilt 
howl. 

Hoju  All  victuallers  do  fo  :  What's  a  joint  of  mut- 
ton or  two,  in  a  whole  Lent  ? 

P.  Henry.  You,  gentlewoman 

Doll.  What  fays  your  grace  ? 

FaL  His  grace  fays  that  which  his  flefh  rebels 
againft. 

Ho/?.  Who  knocks  fo  loud  at  door  ?  look  to  the  door 
there,  Francis. 

Enter  Peto. 

P.  Henry.  Peto,  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Peto.  The  king  your  father  is  at  Weftminfter, 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  polls, 
Come  from  the  North  :  and,  as  I  came  along, 
I  met,  and  overtook,  a  dozen  captains, 
Bare-headed,  fvveating,  knocking  at  the  taverns, 
And  afking  every  one  for  Sir  John  FalftafF. 

P.  Henry.  By  heaven,    Poins,  I  feel  rue  much   to 
blame, 
So  idly  to  profane  the  precious  time  ; 
When  tempeft  of  commotion,  like  the  fouth 
Borne  with  black  vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt, 
And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  heads. 
Give  me  my  fword,  and  cloak  : — FalftafF,  good  night, 

\_Exeunt  Prince^  and  Poins. 

FaL  Now  comes  in  the  fweeteft  morfel  of  the  night, 
and  we  mull  hence,  and  leave  it  unpick'd.      More 

knocking 
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knocking  at  the  door  ?  How  now,  what's  the  mat- 
ter ? 

Bard.  You  muft  away  to -court,  fir,  prefently  ;  a 
dozen  captains  flay  at  door  for  you. 

Fa/.  Pay  the  muficians,  lirrah.  [To  the  Page.~\ — Fare- 
wel, hoftefs ;— farewel,  Doll.-*- You  fee,  my  good 
wenches,  how  men  of  merit  are  fought  after  :  the  un- 
deferver  may  fleep,  when  the  man  of  action  is  call'd 
on.  Farewel,  good  wenches  : — If  I  be  not  fent  away 
port,  I  will  fee  you  again  ere  L  go. 

DoL  I  cannot  fpeak  ; — If  my  heart  be  not  ready  to 
burfl: — Well,  fweet  Jaek,  have  a  care  of  thyfelf. 

Fal.  Farewel,  farewel.         [Exeunt  Fal.  and  Bard. 

Ho  ft.  Well,  fare  thee  well:  I  have  known  thee  thefe 
twenty-nine  years,  come  pefcod-time;  but  an  honefter, 
and  truer-hearted  man — Well,  fare  thee  welL 

Bard,  {Within^  Miftrefs  Tear-fheet 

Hoji.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Bard,  Bid  miftrefs  Tear-fheet  come  to  my  mafter. 

HoJl.  O  run,  Doll,  run  ;  run,  good  Doll.      [Exeunt, 


ACT      III, 

SCENE    1.      The  Palace. 

JZnter  King  Henry,  in  his  Night-Gown,  with  a  Page. 

K.  Henry. 

Go,  call  the  earls  of  Surrey  and  of  Warwick; 
But,  ere  they  come,  bid  them  o'er-read  thefe  letters, 

And  well  confider  of  them  :  Make  good  fpeed. ■ 

[Exit  Page* 
How  many  thoufand  of  my  poorefl  fubje&s 
Are  at  this  hour  afleep  ! — O  fleep,  O  gentle  fleep  ! 
Nature's  foft  nurfe,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eye-lids  down, 
And  fleep  my  fenfes  in  forgetfulnefs  ? 
Why  rather,  fleep,  ly'fl  thou  in  fmoky  cribs, 
Upon  uncafy  pallets  ftretching  thee, 

And 
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And  hufh'd  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  flumbor  ; 

Than  in  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great, 

Under  the  canopies  of  coftly  Hate, 

And  lull'd  with  founds  of  fweeteft  melody  ?  •; 

O  thou  dull  god,  why  ly'ft  thou  with  the  vile, 

In  loathfome  beds  ;  and  leav'ft  the  kingly  couch, 

A  watch-cafe,  or  a  common  larum-bell  ? 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mail: 

Seal  up  the  fhip-boy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  furge  ; 

And  in  the  visitation  of  the  winds, 

Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  top, 

Curling  their  monftrous  heads,  and  hanging  them 

With  deafning  clamours  in  the  ilippery  clouds, 

That,  with  the  hurly,  death  itfelf  awakes  t 

Canft  thou,  O  partial  fleep  !  give  thy  repofe 

To  the  wet  fea-boy  in  an  hour  fo  rude  ; 

And,  in  the  calmefl  and  moll  ftilleft  night, 

With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot, 

Deny  it  to  a  king  ?  Then,  happy  low,   lie  down  ! 

Uneafy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

Enter  Warwick,  and  Surry, 

War.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  majefty  ! 
X.  Henry.  Is  it  good  morrow,  lords  ? 
War.  'Tis  one  o'clock,  and  pall. 
X.  Henry,  Why,  then,  good  morrow  to  you.    Well,, 
my  lords, 
Have  you  read  o'er  the  letters  that  I  fent  you  ? 
War.  We  have,  my  liege. 

X.  Henry.   Then  you   perceive,   the.  body  of    our 
kingdom 
How  foul  it  is;  what  rank  difeafes  grow, 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it. 
War.  It  is  but  as  a  body,  yet  difremper'd  ; 
Which  to  its  former  ftrength  may  be  reftor'd, 
With  good  advice,  and  little  medicine: 
My  lord  Northumberland  will  foon  be  cool'd. 

X.  Henry.  O  heaven  !  that  one  might  read  the  book 
of  fate ; 

And 
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And  fee  the  revolution  of  the  times 

Make  mountains  level,  and  the  continent 

(Weary  of  folid  firrnnefs)  melt  itfelf 

Into  the  fea  !  and,  other  times,  to  fee 

The  beachy  girdle  of  the  ocean 

Too  wide  for  Neptune's  hips ;  how  chances  mock, 

And  changes  fill  the  cup  of  alteration 

With  divers  liquors  !   O,  if  this  were  feen, 

The  happieft  youth — viewing  his  progrefs  through, 

What  perils  pall,  what  crofTes  to  enfue — 

Would  (hut  the  book,  and  fit  him  down  and  die. 

*Tis  not  ten  years  gone, 

Since  Richard  and  Northumberland,  great  friends, 

Did  feaft  together,  and,  in  two  years  after, 

Were  they  at  wars :   It  is  but  eight  years,  fince 

This  Percy  was  the  man  nearell  my  foul  ; 

Who  like  a  brother  toil'd  in  my  affairs, 

And  laid  his  love  and  life  under  my  foot ; 

Yea,  for  my  fake,  even  to  the  eyes  of  Richard, 

Gave  him  defiance.     But  which  of  you  was  by 

(You,  coufin  Nevil,   as  1  may  remember), 

[To  Warwick 
When  Richard — with  his  eye  brim-full  of  tears, 
Then  eheck'd  and  rated  by  Northumberland — 
Did  fpeak  thefe  words,  nowprov'd  a  prophecy  ? 
Northumberland,  thou  ladder,  by  the  which 
Jlfy  coufin  Bolingbroke  afcends  my  throne  ;-— 
Though  then,  heaven  knows,  I  had  no  fuch  intent; 
But  that  necefTity  fo  bowT'd  the  ftate, 
That  I  and  greatnefs  were  compelPd  to  kifs  : 
The  time  fhall  come,  thus  did  he  follow  it, 
The  time  will  come,  that  foul' fin,  gathering  hcad9 
Shall  break  into  corruption  : — fo  went  on, 
Foretelling  this  fame  time's  condition, 
And  the  divifion  of  our  amity. 

IVar.  There  is  ahiftory  in  all  men's  lives, 
Figuring  the  nature  of  the  times  deceas'd  ; 
The  which  obferv'd,  a  man  may  prophefy, 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 
As*yet  not  come  to  life;,  which  in  their  feeds, 

And 
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And  weak  beginnings,  lie  entreafur'd. 
Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time; 
Andr  by  the  neceffary  form  of  this, 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfect  guefs, 
That  great  Northumberland,  then  falfe  to  him, 
Would,  of  that  feed,  grow  to  a  greater  falfenefs  j 
Which  fhould  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unlefs  on  you. 

K,  Henry.    Are  thefe  things  then  neceffities  ? 
Then  let  us  meet  them  like  neceffities : — 
And  that  fame  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us  ; 
They  fay,  the  bifhop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thoufand  ftrong. 

War.  It  cannot  be,  my  lord  ; 
Rtimour  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo, 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd  : — Pleafe  it  your  grace, 
To  go  to  bed  ;  upon  my  life,  my  lord 
The  powers  that  you  already  have  fent  forth, 
Shall  bring  this  prize  in  very  eafily. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  receiv'd 
A  certain  inftance,  that  Glendower  is  dead. 
Your  majefty  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill  ; 
And  theie  unfeafon\d  hours,  perforce,  muft  add 
'Unto  your  licknefs. 

K.  Henry.  I  will  take  your  counfel  : 
And,  were  thefe  inward  wars  once  out  of  hand, 
We  would,  dear  lords,  unto  the  Holy  Land.      [Exeunt* 


SCENE     II.     Juftice  Shallow'*  Seat  in  Gloucejier- 
Jhire. 

Enter  Shallow  meeting  Silence.  Mouldy,  Shadow, 
Wart,  Feeble,  and  Bullcalf,  Servants^  &c. 
behind. 

Shal.  Come  on,  come  on,  come  on  ;  give  me  your 
hand,  fir,  give  me  your  hand,  fir  :  an  early  ftirrer, 
by  the  rood.     And  how  doth  my  good  coufin  Silence  ? 

5/7.  Good  morrow,  good  coufin  Shallow. 

Shah 
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ShaL  And  how  doth  my  coufin,  your  bed-fellow  ? 
and  your  faireft  daughter,  and  mine,  my  god-daugh- 
ter Ellen  ? 

Sit,  Alas,  a  black  ouzel,  coufin  Shallow. 

ShaL  By  yea  and  nay,  fir,  I  dare  fay,  my  coufin 
William  is  become  a  good  fcholar  :  He  is  at  Oxford 
Hill,  is  he  not  ? 

SiL  Indeed,  fir  ;  to  my  colt. 

Shal.  He  muft  then  to  the  inns  of  court  fhortly  :  I 
was  once  of  ClementVInn  ;  where,  I  think,  they  will 
talk  of  mad  Shallow  yet. 

SiL  You  were  call'd — lufly  Shallow,  then,  coufin. 

Shal.  I  was  call'd  any  thing ;  and  I  would  have 
done  any  thing,  indeed,  and  roundly  too.  There  was 
I,  and  little  John  Doit  of  Stafford-Ill  ire,  and  black. 
George  Bare,  and  Francis  Pickbone,  and  Will  Squele, 
a  Cots  wold  man — you  had  not  four  fuch  fwinge- 
bucklers  in  all  the  inns  of  court  again  :  and,  I  may  fay 
to  you,  we  knew  where  the  bona-robas  were  ;  and  had 
the  beftof  them  all  at  commandment.  Then  was  Jack 
FalftafF,  now  Sir  John,  a  boy ;  and  page  to  Thomas 
Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk. 

SiL  This  Sir  John,  couiin,  that  comes  hither  anon 
about  foldiers  ! 

SiL  The  fame  Sir  John,  the  very  fame.  Ifawhim 
break  Skogan's  head  at  the  court  gate,  when  he  was  a 
crack,  not  thus  high  :  and  the  very  fame  day  I  did  fight 
with  one  Sampfon  Stockfiffi,  a  fruiterer,  behind  Gray's- 
Inn.  O,  the  mad  days  that  I  have  fpent  !  and  to.  fee 
how  many  of  mine  old  acquaintance  are  dead  ! 

StL  We  (ball  all  follow,  coufin. 

Shal.  Certain,  'tis  certain  ;  very  fure,  very  fure  : 
death,  as  the  pfalmift  faith,  is  certain  to  all :  all  fliall 
die.     How  a  good  yoke  of  bullocks  at  Stamford  fair  I 

SiL  Truly,  coufin,  I  was  not  there. 

ShaL  Death  is  certain. — Is  old  Double  of  your  town 
living  yet  ? 

SiL  t)ead,  fir. 

ShaL  Dead! — See,  fee  ! — he  drew  a  good  bow; — 
And  dead  ? — he  fhot  a  fine  fhoot :— John  of  Gaunt 
lov'd  him  well,  and  betted  much  money  on  his  head. 

Dead  <-, 
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Dead  ! — lie  would  have  clapp'd  i'  the  clout  at  twelve 
fcore;  and  carry'd  you  a  fore-hand  lhaft  a  fourteen^ 
and  fourteen  and  a  half,  that  it  would  have  done  a 
man's  heart  good  to  fee. How  a  fcore  of  ewes  now? 

Sil.  Thereafter  as  they  be  :  a  fcore  of  good  ewes 
may  be  worth  ten  pounds. 

Shal.  .And  is  old  Double  dead  ! 

Enter  Bardolph,  and  his  Boy. 

57/,  Here  come  two  of  Sir  John  Falftaff's  men,  as  I 
think. 

Bard*  Good  morrow,  honefl  gentlemen  :  I  befeech 
you,  which  is  Juftice  Shallow  ? 

Shal.  I  am  Robert  Shallow,  lir ;  a  poor  efquire  of 
this  county,  and  one  of  the  king's  juftices  of  the  peace : 
What  is  your  good  pleafure  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My,  captain,  lir,  commends  him  to  you  ;  my 
captain,  Sir  John  FalftafF:  a  tall  gentleman,  by  hea- 
ven, and  a  moll  gallant  leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well,  fir ;  I  knew  him  a  good 
back-fword  man  :  How  doth  the  good  knight  ?  may 
I  alk,  how  my  lady  his  wife  doth  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon  ;  a  foldier  is  better  accommo- 
dated, than  with  a  wife. 

Shal.  It  is  well  faid,  lir;  and  it  is  well  faid  indeed 
too.  Better  accommodated  ! — it  is  good  ;  yea,  in- 
deed, is  it  :  good  phrafes  are  furely,  and  ever  were, 
very  commendable.  Accommodated  ! — it  comes  of 
accommodo  :   very  good  ;  a  good  phrafe. 

Bard.  Pardon,  fir  ;  1  have  heard  the  word.  Phrafe, 
call  you  it  ?  By  this  day,  I  know  not  the  phrafe  :  but 
I  will  maintain  the  word  with  my  fword,  to  be  a  fol- 
dier-like  word,  and  a  word  of  exceeding  good  com- 
mand. Accommodated  !  That  is,  when  a  man  is,  as 
they  fay,  accommodated  :  or,  when  a  man  is — being — ■ 
whereby — he  may  be  thought  to  be  accommodated  ; 
Which  is  an  excellent  thing. 

Enter  Falstaff. 

Shal.  It  is  very  juft  :—  Look,  here  comes  good  Sir 
John. — Give  me  your  good  hand,  give  me  your  wor- 

fhip's 
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fiip^s  good  hand  :  By  my  troth,   you  look  well,  and 
bear  your  years  very  well :  welcome,  good  Sir  John. 

FaU  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well,  good  mailer  Robert 
Shallow; — Mailer  Sure-card,  as  I  think. 

ShaU  No,  Sir  John  j  it  is  my  couftn-  Silence>  in 
commiffion  wTith  me, 

FaU  Good  mailer  Silence,  it  well  befits  you  fliould 
be  of  the  peace. 
v  Si/t  Your  good  worfhip  is  welcome. 

FaU  Fie  !  this  is  hot  weather. — Gentlemen,  have: 
you  provided  me  here  half  a  dozen  fufftcient  men  ? 

ShaU  Marry,  have  we,  fir.     Will  you.fit? 

FaU  Let  me  fee  them,  I  befeech  yon. 

ShaU  Where's  the  roll?  where's  the  roll  ?  where's 
the  roll  ? — Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee.  So,  fo, 
fo,  fo  :  Yea,  marry,  lir: — Ralph  Mouldy  : — let  them 
appear  as  I  call ;  let  them  do  fo,  let  them  do  Co.— 
Let  me  fee  ;  where  is  Mouldy  ? 

MouU  Here,  an't  pleafe  you. 

ShaU  What  think  you,"  Sir  John  ?  a  good-limbM 
fellow  :  young,  ilrong,  and  of  good  friends* 

FaU  Is  thy  name  Mouldy  ? 

MouU  Yea,  an't  pleafe  you. 

FaU  'Tis  the  more  time  thouwert  us'd. 

ShaU  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  moll  excellent,  i'faith  !  things 
that  are  mouldy,  lack  ufe  :  Very  lingular  good  !  — 
Well  faid,  Sir  John  :  very  wellfaid. 

FaU  Prick  him. 

MouU  I  wras  prickM  well  enough  before,  an  you 
could  have  let  me  alone  :  my  old  dame  will  be  undone 
now,  for  one  to  do  her  hufbandry,  and  her  drudgery: 
you  need  not  to  have  prick' d  me  ;  there  are  other  men 
litter  to  go  out  than  I. 

FaU  Go  to  ;  peace,  Mouldy,  you  fhall  go.  Mouldy, 
it  is  time  you  were  fpent* 

MouU  Spent ! 

ShaU  Peace,  fellow,  peace  ;  Hand  alide  ;  Know  you 
where  you  are? — For  the  .other,  Sir  John  : — let  me 
fee  i—£imon  Shadow ! 

P  FaU 
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FaL  Ay  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  fit  under  :  he's 
like  to  be  a  cold  foldier. 

■  Shah  Where's  Shadow? 

Shad.  Here,  fir. 

FaL  Shadow,  whofe  fon  art  thou  ? 

Shad.  My  mother's  fon,  fir. 

FaL  Thy  mother's  fon!  like  enough;  and  thy  fa- 
ther's fhadow  :  fo  the  fon  of  the  female  is  the  fhadow 
of  the  male  :  It  is  often  fo,  indeed  ;  but  not  much  of 
the  father's  fubilance. 

ShaL  Do  you  like  him,  Sir  John  ? 

FaL  Shadow  will  ferve  for  fummer — prick  him  ; — 
for  we  have  a  number  of  fhadows  to  fill  up  the  mufter- 
book. 

ShaL  Thomas  Wart ! 

FaL  Where's  he  ? 

Wart.  Here,  fir. 

FaL  Is  thy  name  Wart  ? 

Wart.  Yea,  fir. 

FaL  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 

ShaL  Shall  I  prick  him,  Sir  John  ? 

FaL  It  were  fuperfluous  ;  for  his  apparel  is  built 
upon  his  back,  and  the  whole  frame  Hands  upon  pins : 
prick  him  no  more. 

ShaL  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — you  can  do  it,  fir ;  you  can  do 
it :  I  commend  you  well. — Francis  Feeble  ! 

Feeble.  Here,  fir. 

FaL  What  trade  art  thou,  Feeble  ? 

Feeble.  A  woman's  tailor,  fir. 

ShaL  Shall  I  prick  him,  fir  ? 

FaL  You  may:  but  if  he  had  been  a  man's  tailor, 
he  would  have  prick'd  you. — Wilt  thou  make  as  many 
holes  in  an  enemy's  battle,  as  thou  haft  done  in  a  wo- 
man's petticoat  ? 

Feeble.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  fir ;  you  can  have  no 
more. 

FaL  Well  faid,  good  woman's  tailor !  well  faid, 
courageous  Feeble  !  Thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the 
wrathful  dove,  or  moft  magnanimous  moufe. — Prick 

the 
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the  woman's  tailor  well,  matter  Shallow ;  deep,  mailer 
Shallow. 

Feeble.  I  would,  Wart  might  have  gone,  fir. 
Fal.  I  would,  thou  wert  a  man's  tailor ;  that  thou 
might'ft  mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  I  can- 
not put  him  to  a  private  foldier,  that  is  the  leader 
of  fo  many  thoufands :  Let  that  fuffice,  moll  forcible 
Feeble. 

Feeble.  It  fhall  iuffice,  fir. 

Fah  I  am  bound  to  thee,  reverend  Feeble. — Who  is 
next  ? 

Shah  Peter  Bullcalf  of  the  green  ! 
Fal.  Yea,  marry,  let  us  fee  Bullcalf. 
Bulh  Here,  fir. 

Fah  Truft  me,  a  likely  fellow  ! — Come,  prick  me 
Bullcalf,  till  he  roar  again. 

Bull.  Oh  !  good  my  lord  captain 

Fah  What,  doft  thou  roar  before  thou  art  prick'd  ? 
Bulh  O  lord,  fir !  I  am  a  difeas'dman. 
Fal.    What  difeafe  haft  thou  ? 

Bulh  A  whorefon  cold,  fir;  a  cough,  fir;  which  I 
caught  with  ringing  in  the  king's  affairs,  upon  his  co- 
ronation-day, fir. 

Fah  Come,  thou  f halt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown  ;  wc 
will  have  away  thy  cold ;  and  I  will  take  fuch  order, 
that  thy  friends  fhall  ring  for  thee. — Is  here  all  ? 

Shah  There  is  two  more  call'd  than  your  number; 
you  mufl  have  but  four  here,  fir ;— and  fo,  J  pray 
you,  go  in  with  me  to  dinner. 

Fah  Come,  I  will  go  and  drink  with  you,  but  I  can- 
not tarry  dinner.  I  am- glad  to  fee  you,  in  good  troth, 
mafter  Shallow. 

Shah  O,  Sir  John,  do  you  remember  fince  we  lay 
all  night  in  the  windmill  in  Saint  George's  fields  ? 

Fah  No  more  of  that,  good  matter  Shallow,  no 
more  of  that. 

Shal.  Ha,  it  Was  a  merry  night.  And  is  Jane 
Night-work  alive  ? 

Fal.  She  lives,  mafter  Shallow. 
Shah  She  could  never  away  with  me, 

D  2  Fah 
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FaL  Never,  never  :  (he  would  always  fay,  fhe  could 
not  abide  mailer  Shallow. 

ShaL  By  the  mais,  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart. 
She, was  then  a  bona-roba.  Doth  fhe  hold  her  own 
well  ? 

FaL  Old,  old,  matter  Shallow. 
ShaL  Nay,    fhe  mutt   be    old ;    (lie   cannot  choofe 
but  be  old;  certain,  ihe's  old  ;  and  had  Robin  Night- 
work  by  old  Night- work',  before  i  came  to  Clement's  •? 
Jnn. 

StL  That's  fifty-five  years  ago, 

ShaL  Ha,  coulin  Silence,  that  thou  hadft  feen  that 

that  this  knight  and   I  have  feen  ! Ha,    Sir  John, 

faid  I  well  ? 

FaL  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,  maf- 
ter  Shallow. 

ShaL  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  that  we  have ; 
in  faith,  Sir  John,  we  have  ;  our  watch -word  was, 
Hem,  boys! — Come,  let's  to  dinner;  come,  let's  to  din- 
ner : — O,  the  days  that  we  have  feen  ! — Come,  corner. 
[Exeunt  Falstaff,  and  Ju/ 'ikes. 
Bull,  Good  matter  corporate  Bardolph,  ftand  my 
friend  ;  and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  fhillings  in  French 
crowns  for  you.  In  very  truth,  fir,  I  had  as  lief  be 
Jiang,  d,  fir,  as  go  :  and  yet,  for  mine  own  part,  fir,  I 
do  not  care ;  but,  rather,  becauie  I  am  unwilling, 
and,  for  mine  own  part,  have  a  defire  to  ftay  with  my 
friends  ;  elfe,  fir,  I  did  not  care,  for  mine  own  part, 
io  much. 

Bard.  Go  to  ;  ftand  afide. 

Moid.  And  good  matter  corporal  captain,  for  my 
old  dame's  fake,  ftand  my  friend:  fhe  has  nobody 
to  do  any  thing  about  her,  .when  I  am  g°ne  ;  and  fhe 
is  old,  and  cannot  help  herfelf :  you  fhall  have  forty, 
lir. 

Bard.  Go  to;  ftand  afide. 

Feeble.  I  care  not; — a  man  can  die  but  once; — we 
owe  God  a  death  ; — I'll  ne'er  bear  a  bafe  mind  : — 
an't  be  my  deitiny,  foj  an't  be   not,   fo;    No  man's 

toq 
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too  good  to  ferve  his  prince  :  and,  let  it  go  which  way- 
it  will,  he  that  dies  this  year,  is  quit  for  the  next. 

Bard.  Well  laid  ;  thou'rt  a  good  fellow, 

Fccbk,  'Faith,  I'll  bear  no  bafe  mind. 

[Re-enter  Falstaff,  and  J  unices, 

FaL  Come,  fir,  which  men  fhall  I  have  } 

Shal.  Four  of  which  you  pleafe. 

Bard,  Sir,   a  word   with  you  : — I  have  three  pound 
to  free  Mouldy  and  Bullcalf. 
*FaI.  Go  to  ;  well. 

Shal,  Come,  Sir  John,  which  four  will  you  have  ? 

FaL  Do  you  choofe  for  me. 

Shal,  Marry  then—- Mouldy,  Bullcalf,  Feeble,  and 
Shadow. 

FaL  Mouldy,  and  Bullcalf :—  For  you,  Mouldy, 
{lay  at  home  till  you  are  pall  fervice  ; — and,  for  your 
part,  Bullcalf — grow  till  you  come  unto  it ;  I  will 
none  of  you. 

Shal.  Sir  John,  Sir  John,  do  not  yourfelf  wrong  ; 
they  are  your  likelieil  men,  and  I  would  have  you 
ierv'd  with  the  bell. 

FaL  Will  you  tell  me,  mailer  Shallow,  how  to 
chooie  a  man  ?  Care  I  for  the  limb,  the  thewes,  the 
flatue,  bulk,  and  big  afTemblance  of  a  man  ?  give  me 
the  fpirit,  mailer  Shallow. — Here's  Wart; — you  fee 
what  a  ragged  appearance  it  is :  he  fhall  charge  you, 
and  difcharge  you,  with  the  motion  of  a  pewterer's 
hammer ;  come  off,  and  on,  fwifter  than  he  that  gib- 
bets-on  the  brewer's  bucket.  And  this  fame  half- 
fae'd  fellow,  Shadow — give  me  this  man  ;  he  prefents 
no  mark  to  the  enemy  ;  the  foe-man  may  with  as 
great  aim  level  at  the  edge  of  a  pen-knife  :  And,  for 
a  retreat — how  fwiftly  will  this  Feeble,  the  woman's 
tailor,  run  off!  O,  give  me  the  fpare  men,  and  fpare 
me  the  great  ones, — Put  me  a  caliver  into  Wart's 
hand,  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Hold,  Wart,  traverfe  ;  thus,  thus,  thus. 
FaL  Come,    manage  me  your  caliver.     So  : — very- 
well  : — go   to  : — very    good  : — exceeding    good. — O, 
give   me   always   a  little,    lean,    old,    chopp'd,    bald 

fhot.— 


52  SECOND  PART  OF 

ihot.-— Well  faid,  Wart ;  thou'rt  a  good  fcab  :  hold, 
there's  a  teller  for  thee. 

Shal.  He  is  not  his  craft's  mafter,  he  doth  not  do  it 
right.  I  remember  at  Mile-End  green,  when  I  lay  at 
Clement's-Inn  (I  was  then  Sir  Dagonet  in  Arthur's 
fhow),  there  was  a  little  quiver  fellow,  and  'a  would 
manage  you  his  piece  thus  :  and  'a  would  about,  and 
about,  and  come  you  in,  and  come  you  in  :  rah,  tab, 
tab,  would  'a  fay:  bounce,  would 'a  fay;  and  away 
again  would  'a  go,  and  again  would  'a  come  : — I  fhall 
never  fee  fuch  a  fellow. 

FaL  Thefe  fellows  will  do  well,  mafter  Shallow. — 
God  keep  you,  mafter  Silence  ;  I  will  not  ufe  many 
words  with  you  : — Fare  you  well,  gentlemen  both  :  I 
thank  you  :  I  muft  a  dozen  mile  to-night. — Bardolph, 
give  thefoldiers  coats. 

Shal.  Sir  John,  heaven  blefs  you,  and  profper  your 
afFairs,  and  fend  us  peace  !  As  you  return,  viiit  my 
houfe ;  let  our  old  acquaintance  be  renew'd  :  perad- 
venture,  I  will  with  you  to  the  court. 

FaL  I  would  you  would,  mafter  Shallow. 
Shal.  Go  to  5  I  have  fpoke,    at  a  word.     Fare   you 
well.  [Exeunt  Shallow,  and  Silence. 

FaL  Fare  you  well,   gentle  gentlemen. — On,  Bar- 
dolph ;  lead  the  men  away. — [Exeunt  Bardolph,  Re- 
cruits, &c.~\ — As  I  return,  I  will  fetch  off  thefe  juftices: 
I  do  fee   the  bottom  of  Juftice  Shallow.     Lord,  lord, 
how  fubjecl:   we  old  men   are  to  this  vice   of  lying! 
This  fame  ftarv'd  juftice  hath  done  nothing  but  prate 
to  me  of  the  wildnefs  of  his  youth,  and  the   feats  he 
doth   done   about  Turnbull-Street ;    and   every   third 
word  a  lie,   duer  paid  to-  the  hearer  than  the  Turk's 
tribute.     I  do  remember  him  at  Clement's-Inn,  like  a 
man   made  after   fupper  of  a  cheefeparing  :  when  he 
was  naked,  he  was,  for  all  the'world,  like  a  fork'd  ra- 
difh,  with  a  head   fantaftically  carv'd  upon  it  with  a 
knife  :  he  was  fo  forlorn,  that  his  dimenfions,  to  any 
thick  light,  were  invifible  :  he  was  the  very  Genius  of 
famine  ;  yet  lecherous   as  a  monkey,   and  the  whores 
call'd   him — mandrake  :  Uc  came   ever   in  the   rear- 
ward 
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ward  of  the  fafhion  ;  and  fung  thofe  tunes  tq  the  over- 
fcutcht  hufwives,  that  he  heard  the  carmen  whittle, 
and  fware — they  were  his  fancies,  or  his  good-nights. 
And  now  is  this  vice's  dagger  become  afquire;  and 
talks  as  familiarly  of  John  of  Gaunt,  as  if  he  had  been 
fworn  brother  to  him  :  and  I'll  be  fworn  he  never  faw 
him  but  once  in  the  Tilt-yard  ;  and  then  he  burft  his 
head,  for  crowding  among  the  marfhal's  men.  I  faw 
it;  and  told  John  of  Gaunt,  he  beat  his  own  name: 
for  you  might  have  trufs'd  him,  and  all  his  apparel^ 
into  an  eelikin  ;  the  cafe  of  a  treble  hautboy  was  a 
maniion  for  him,  a  court :  and  now*  hath  he  land  and 
beeves.  Well;  I  will  be  acquainted  with  him,  if  I 
return  :  and  it  III  all  go  hard,  but  I  will  make  him  a 
philofopher's  two  ftones  to  me  :  If  the  young  dace  be 
a  bait  for  the  old  pike,  I  fee  no  reafon,  in  the  law  of 
nature,  but  I  may  fnap  at  him.  Let  time  fhape,  and 
there  an  end.  [Exeunt. 


ACT      IV. 

SCENE    I.      A  Foreji  In  York/hire. 

Enter  the  ArchViJhop  of  York,  Mowbray,    Hastings, 
and  others, 

York. 

What  is  this  forefl  call'd  ? 

Haft.  'Tis   Gualtree  foreft,  an't  fhall  pleafe  your 

grace. 
York.  Here  Hand,   my  lords;  and  fend  difcoverers 
forth, 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 
Haft.  We  have  fent  forth  already. 
York.  'Tis  well  done. 
My  friends,  and  brethren  in  thefe  great  affairs, 
I  muft  acquaint  you,  that  I  have  receiv'd 
New-dated  letters  from  Northumberland  ; 
Their  cold  intent,  tenor  and  fubftance,  thus  :— 

Here 
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Here  doth  he  wifh  his  perfon,  with  fuch  powers 
♦As  might  hold  fortance  with  his  quality. 
The  which  he  could  not  levy  ;  whereupon 
He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes, 
To  Scotland  :  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers, 
That  your  attempts  may  over-live  the  hazard, 
And  fearful  meeting  of  their  oppofitc. 

Mowb,    Thus  do  the  hopes  we  had   in  him  touch, 
ground, 
And  daih  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger. 

Haft,  Now,  what  news  ? 

Mejft.  Weil  of  this  foreft,  fcarcely  off  a  mile, 
In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  enemy  : 
And,  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  number 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thouiand. 
.  Mowb.  The  juft  proportion  that  we  gave  them  out. 
Let  us  fway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field. 

Enter  Westmoreland. 

York,  What  well-appointed  leader  fronts  us  here  ? 

Mowb.  I  think,  it  is  my  lord  of  Wefhnoreland. 

Weft.  Health  and  fair  greeting  from  our  general, 
The  prince,  lord  John,  and  duke  of  Lancafter. 

York.  Say  on,  my  lord  of  Wefhnoreland,  in  peace; 
What  doth  concern  your  coming? 

Weft.  Then,  my  lord. 
Unto  vour  grace  do  I  in  chief  addrefs 
The  lubftance  of  my  fpeech.     If  that  rebellion 
Came  like  itfelf,  in  bale  and  abject  routs, 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guarded  with  rage, 
And  countenane'd  by  boys,  and  beggary  ; 
I  fay,  if  damn'd  commotion  fo  appear'd, 
In  his  true,  native,  and  mofb  proper  'fhape, 
You,  reverend  father,  and  thefe  noble  lords, 
Had  not  been  here,  to  drefs  the  ugly  form 
Of  bafe  and  bloody  infurre&ion 
With  your  fair  honours.     You,  lord  archbifhop— - 
Whofe  fee  is  by  a  civil  peace  maintain'd  > 

Whofc 
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tVhofe  beard  the  filver  hand  of  peace  hath  touch'd  ; 
Whofe  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd  ; 
Whofe  white  inveftments  figure  innocence, 
The  dove  and  very  blefled  fpirit  of  peace- 
Wherefore  do  you  io  ill  translate  yourfelf, 
Out  of  the  fpeech  of  peace,  that  bears  fuch  grace, 
Into  the  harlh  and  boifl'rous  tongue  of  war  ? 
Turning  your  books  to  graves,  your  ink  to  bloody 
Your  pens  to  lances ;  and  your  tongue  divine 
To  a  loud  trumpet,  and  a  point  of  war  ? 

York,  Wherefore  do  I  this  ? — fo  the  queflion  {lands* 
Briefly,  to  this  end  ; — We  are  ail  difeas'd ; 
And,  with  our  forfeiting,  and  wanton  hours, 
Have  brought  ourfelves  into  a  burning  fever, 
And  we  mull  bleed  for  it  :  of  which  difeafe 
Our  late  king,  Richard,  being  infected,  dy'd* 
But,  my  moft  noble  lord  of  Weilmoreland, 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  phylician  ; 
Nor  do  I,  as  an  enemy  to  peace, 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men  ; 
But,  rather,  fhew  a  while  like  fearful  war, 
To  diet  rank  minds,  lick  of  happinefs; 
And  purge  the  obftructions  which  begin  to  flop 
Our  very  veins  of  life.     Hear  me  more  plainly. 
I  have  in  equal  balance  juflly  weigh'd 
What  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,    what  wrongs   we 

fufter, 
And  find  our  griefs  heavier  than  our  offences. 
We  fee  which  way  the  flream  of  time  doth  run, 
And  are  enforc'd  from  our  moil  quiet  fphere 
By  the  rough  torrent  of  occafion  : 
And  have  the  fummary  of  all  our  griefs, 
W7hen  time  fhall  ferve,  to  fhew  in  articles  ; 
XVhich,  long  ere  this,  we  offer' d  to  the  king, 
And  might  by  no  iuit  gain  our  audience  : 
When  we  are  wrong'd,  and  would  unfold  our  griefs, 
We  are  deny'd  accefs  unto  his  perfon 
Even  by  thofe  men  that  mofl  have  done  us  wrong. 
The  dangers  of  the  days  but  newly  gone 
(Whofe  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 

E 
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With  yet  appearing  blood),  and  the  examples 
Of  every  minute's  inftance  (prefent  now), 
Have  put  us  in  thefe  ill-befeeming  arms; 
Not  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it ; 
But  to  eftablifh  here  a  peace  indeed, 
Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 

Weft,   When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  deny'd  ? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  king  ? 
What  peer  hath  been  iuborn'd  to  grate  on  you  ? 
That  you  fhould  feal  this  lawlefs  bloody  book 
Of  forg'd  rebellion  with  a  feal  divine, 
And  confecrate  commotion's  civil  edge  ? 

York.  My  brother-general,  the  commonwealth, 
To  brother  born  an  houfehold  cruelty, 
I  make  my  quarrel  in  particular. 

Weft.  There  is  no  need  of  any  fuch  redrefs  ; 
Or,  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Movjb.  Why  not  to  him,  in  part;  and  to  us  all, 
That  feel  the  bruifes  of  the  days  before  ; 
And  fuffer  the  condition  of  thefe  times 
To  lay  a  heavy  and  unequal  hand 
Upon  our  honours  ? 

IVcjt.  O  my  good  lord  Mowbray, 
Conftrue  the  times  to  their  neceffities, 
And  you  fhall  fay  indeed — it  is  the  time, 
And  not  the  king,  that  doth  you  injuries. 
Yet,  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me, 
Either  from  the  king,  or  in  the  prefent  time, 
That  you  fhould  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 
To  build  a  grief  on  :  Were  you  not  reflor'd 
To  all  the  duke  of  Norfolk's  figniories, 
Your  noble  and  right-well-remember'd  father's  ? 

Mowb.  What  thing,  in  honour,  had  my  father  loft, 
That  need  to  be  reviv'd,  and  breath' d  in  me  ? 
The  king,  thatlov'd  him,  as  the  ftate  ftood  then, 
Was,  force  perforce,  compell'd  to  banifh  him  : 
And  then,  when  Harry  Bolingbroke,  and  he — 
Being  mounted,  and  both  roufed  in  their  feats, 
Their  neighing  courfers  daring  of  the  fpur, 
Their  armed  ftaves  in  charge,  their  beavers  down, 

Their 


KING  HENRY  IV.  5J 

Their  eyes  of  fire  fparkling  through  fights  of  Heel, 
And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together  ; 
Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  ft  aid 
My  father  from  the  breaft  of  Bolingbrcke, 
O,  when  the  king  did  throw  his  warder  down, 
His  own  life  hung  upon  the  flaff  he  threw  : 
Then  threw  he  down  himfelf  j  and  all  their  lives, 
That,  by  indictment,  and  by  dint  of  fword, 
Have  lince  mifcarried  under  Bolingbroke. 

Weft.  You  fpeak,  lord  Mowbray,   now  you  know 
not  what : 
The  earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then 
In  England  the  mo  ft  valiant  gentleman  ; 
Who   knows,    on    whom   fortune    would    then   have 

.  fmii'd  ? 
But,  if  your  father  had  been  vicloi*  there, 
He  ne'er  had  borne  it  out  of  Coventry  : 
For  all  the  country,  in  a  general  voice) 
Cry'd  hate  upon  him  ;  and  all  their  prayers,  and  love* 
Were  let  en  Hereford,  whom  they  doted  on, 
And  blefs'd,  and  gracM  indeed,  more  than  the  king. 
But  this  is  mere  digreflion  from  my  purpofe.— 
Here  come  I  from  our  princely  general* 
To  know  your  griefs;  to  tell  you  from  his  grace, 
That  he  will  give  you  audience  :  and  wherein 
It  fhall  appear,  that  your  demands  are  jufr., 
You  lhall  enjoy  them  ;  every  thing  fet  off, 
That  might  fo  much  as  think  you  enemies. 

A'Tovjb    But  he  hath  fore'd  us  to  compel  this  offer  J 
And  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  love. 

Weft,  Mowbray,  you  over-ween,  to  take  it  foj 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear : 
For,  lo  !  within  a  ken,  our  army  lies ; 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battle  is  more  full  of  names  than  yourSj 
Our  men  more  perfect  in  the  ufe  of  arm?, 
Our  armour  all  as  ftrong,  our  caufe  the  belt  • 
Then  reafon  wills,  our  hearts  fhould  be  as  good  ;— 
Say  you  not  then,  our  offer  is  compell'd. 

Mewb.  Well,  by  my  will,  we  fhall  admit  no  parley. 
E   2  Weft. 
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Weft..  That  argues  but  the  fhame  of  your  offence  : 
A  rotten  cafe  abides  no  handling. 

Haft,  Hath  the  prince  John  a  full  commiflion, 
In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  father, 
To  hear,  and  abfolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  fhall  {land  upon  ? 

Weft.  That  is  intended  in  the  general's  name  : 
I  mule,  yon  make  fo  flight  a  queftion. 

York.  Then   take,  my  lord  of  Weflmoreland,  this 
fchedule; 
For  this  contains  our  general  grievances  :  — 
Each  feveral  article  herein  reclrefs'd  ; 
All  members,  of  our  caufe,    both  here  and  hence, 
That  are  infinew'd  to  this  action, 
Acquitted  by  a  true  fubftantial  form  ; 
And  prefent  execution  of  our  wills 
To  us,  and  to  our  purpofes,  confin'd  ; 
We  come  within  our  awful  banks  again, 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

Weft*  This  will  I  fhew  the  general.     Pleafe   you3 
lords, 
In  light  of  both  our  battles  we  may  meet : 
And  either  end  in  peace,  which  heaven  fo  frame  ! 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  fwords 
Which  muft  decide  it. 

York.  My  lord,  we  will  do  fo.  [Exit  West. 

Mowb.  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bofoin,  tells  me, 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace  can  (land. 

Haft,  Fear   you   not  that:    if    we   can  make  our 
peace 
Upon  fuch  large  terms,  and  fo  abfolute, 
As  our  conditions  fhall  infift  upon, 
Our  peace  fhall  Hand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountains. 

Mowb.  Ay,  but  our  valuation  mail  be  fuch, 
That  every  flight  and  falfe-derived  caufe, 
Yea,  every  idle,  nice,  and  wanton  reafon, 
Shall,  to  the  king,  tafte  of  this  acYion  : 
That,  were  our  loyal  faiths  martyrs  in  love, 
We  fhall  be  winnow'd  with  fo  rough  a  wind, 
That  even  our  corn  fhall  feem  as  light  as  chafF, 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

York* 
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York.    No,    no,  my  lord ;    Note   this — the   king  is 
weary 
Of  dainty  and  fuch  picking  grievances : 
For  he  hath  found — to  end  one  doubt  by  death, 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life. 
And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  clean  ; 
And  keep  no  tell-tale  to  his  memory, 
That  may  repeat  and  hifrory  his  lofs 
To  new  remembrance  :  For  full  well  he  know?, 
He  cannot  fo  precifely  weed  this  land, 
As  his  mifdoubts  prelent  occasion  : 
His  foes  are  fo  enrooted  with  his  friends, 
That,  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy, 
He  doth  unfaften  fo,  and  fhake  a  friend. 
So  that  this  land,  like  an  offenlive  wife, 
That  hath  enrag'd  him  on  to  offer  ftrokes  ; 
As  he  is  ftriking,  holds  his  infant  up, 
And  hangs  refolv'd  correction  in  the  arm 
That  was  up  rear' d  to  execution. 

Haft.  Befides,  the  king  hath  wailed  all  his  rods 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  inltruments  of  chailifement : 
So  that  his  power,  like  to  a  fangiefs  lion, 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

York.  'Tis  very  true  ; — 
And  therefore  be  affur'd,  my  good  lord  marfhal, 
If  we  do  now  make  our  atonement  well, 
Our  peace  will,  like  a  broken  limb  united, 
Grow  ftronger  for  the  breaking. 

Mowb.  Be  it  fo. 
Here  is  return'd  my  lord  of  Weftmoreland. 

Re-enter  Westmoreland. 

Weji.  The  prince  is  here  at   hand  :  PJeafeth  your 
lordfhip, 
To  meet  his  grace  juft  diffance  'tween  our  armies  ? 
Mowb.  Your  grace  of  York,  in  heaven's  name  then 

fet  forward. 
fork.  Before,   and  greet  his  grace  : — my  lord,   we 
come.  [Exeunt. 

E  3  SCENE 
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SCENE    II.     Another  Part  of  the  Forejf. 

Enter,  on  one  Side,  Mowbray,  the  Archbifbop,  Hastings.* 
ci)\d  others  ;  from  the  other  Side,  Prince  f  OHN  of  Lan- 
cafter,  Westmoreland,  Officers,  &c. 

Lan.  You    are   well   encounter'd  here,    my  couiin, 
Mowbray  :— 
Good  day  to  you,  gentle  lord  archbifhop  ; — 
And  fo  to  you,  lord  Bailings — and  to  all. — 
My  lord  of  York,  it  better  fhew'd  with  you, 
When  that  your  flock,'  aflembled  by  the  bell, 
Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence 
Your  expoiition  on  the  holy  text ;  ' 
Than  now  to  fee  you  here  an  iron  man, 
Cheering  a  rout  of  rebels  with  your  drum, 
Turning  the  word  to  fword,  and  life  to  death. 
That  man,  that  fits  within  a  monarch's  heart, 
And  ripens  in  the  fun-fhine  of  his  favour, 
Would  he  abufe  the  countenance  of  the  king^, 
Alack,  what  mifchiefs  might  he  fet  abroach, 
In  iliadow  of  fuch  greatnefs  !  With  you,  lord  b.ifho.p, 
It  is  even  fo  :-—  who  hath  not  heard  it  fpoken, 
How  deep  you  were  within  the  books  of  God? 
To  us,  the  fpeaker  in  his  parliament ; 
To  us,  the  imagin'd  voice  of  heaven  itfelf ; 
The  very  opener,  and  intelligencer, 
Between  the  grace,  the  fanftities  of  heaven, 
And  our  dull  workings  :  O,  who  lhali  believe, 
But  you  mifufe  the  reverence  of  your  place  ; 
Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heaven, 
As  a  falfe  favourite  doth  his  prince's  name, 
Jn  deeds  difhonourable  ?  You  have  taken  up, 
Under  the  counterfeited  zeal  of  God, 
The  fubjects  of  his  fubftitute,  my  father; 
And,  both  againfl  the  peace  of  heaven  and  him, 
Have  here  uplwarm'd  them. 

York.  Good  my  lord  of  Lancafter, 
I  am  not  here  againil  your  father's  peace  : 

?uf* 


KING   HENRY  IV.  6l 

But,  as  I  told  my  lord  of  Weftmoreland, 

The  time  mis-order'd  doth,  in  common  fenfe, 

Crowd  us,  and  crufh  us,  to  this  monftrous  form, 

To  hold  our  fafety  up.     I  lent  your  grace 

The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief; 

The  which  hath  been   with   fcorn  fhov'd   from  the 

court, 
Whereon  this  Hydra  fon  of  war  is  born  : 
Whofe  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  afleep, 
With  grant  of  our  molt  juft  and  right  deli  res  ; 
And  true  obedience,  of  this  madnefs  cur'd, 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  majefly. 

Movub.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes, 
To  the  laft  man. 

Haft.  And  though  we  here  fall  down, 
We  have  fupplies  to  fecond  our  attempt ; 
If  they  mifcarry,  theirs  fhall  fecond  them  : 
And  ib,  fuccefs  of  miichief  ill  ail  be  born; 
And  heir  from  heir  fhall  hold  this  quarrel  up, 
Whiles  England  fhall  have  generation. 

Lan*    You  are  too   {hallow,    Haitings,    much  too 
fli  allow, 
To  found  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 

Wejl.  Pleafeth  your  grace,  to  anlwer  them  directly,  ■ 
How  far-forth  you  do  like  their  articles  ? 

Lan.  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well: 
And  fwear  here  by  the  honour  of  my  blood, 
My  father's  purpofes  have  been  miftookj 
And  ibme  about  him  have  too  lavifhly 
Wrelled  his  meaning,  and  authority. — 
My  lord,  thefe  griefs  fhall  be  with  fpeed  redrefs'd  ; 
Upon  my  life,  they  fhall.     If  this  may  pleafe  you, 
Difcharge  your  powers  unto  their  feveral  counties, 
As  we  will  ours  :  and  here,  between  the  armies, 
Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace ; 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  thofe  tokens  home, 
Of  ourreftored  love,  and  amity. 

York*  I  take  your  princely  word  for  thefe  redrefTes. 

Lan.  I  give  it  you,  and  will  maintain  my  word  : 
And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  grace. 

E  4  Htfi 
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Haft.  Go,  captain,  and  deliver  to  the  army 
This  news  of  peace  ;  let  them  have  pay,  and  part: 
I  know,  it  will  well  pleafe  them  :    Hie  thee,  captain* 

[Exit  Captain, 

York.  To  you  my  noble  lord  of  Weftmoreland. 

Weft.  I  pledge  your  grace  :  And,  if  you  knew  what 
pains 
I  have  beftow'd,  to  breed  this  prefent  peace, 
You  wTould  drink  freely  :   but  my  love  to  you 
Shall  fhew  itfelf  more  openly  hereafter. 

Tori,  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

Weft.  I  am  glad  of  it. — 
Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  couiin,  Mowbray. 

Mcavb.  You  wifh  me  health  in  very  happy  feaibn  ; 
For  I  am,  on  the  1  udden,  fomething  ill. 

Tcrk,  Againit  ill  chances,  men  are  ever  merry  ; 
But  heavinefs  fore-runs  the  good  event. 

Weft.  Therefore  be   merry,  cozj  fince  fudden  for- 
row 
Serves  to  fay  thus — Some  good  thing  comes  to-mor- 
row. 

York*  Believe  me,  I  am  pairing  light  in  fpirit. 

Mowb.  So  much  the   worfe,  if  your   own  rule  be 
true.  [Shout. 

Lan.  The  word  of  peace  is  render'd ;  Hark,  how 
they  fhout ! 

Mowb.  This  had  been  cheerful,  after  victory. 

York.  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conquer!  ; 
For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  fubdu'd, 
And  neither  party  lofer. 

Lan.  Go,  my  lord, 
And  let  our  army  be  difcharged  too. — [Exit  West, 
And,  good  my  lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  let  our  trains 
IVlarch  by  us  ;  that  we  may  perufe  the  men 
We  fhould  have  cop'd  withal. 

York.  Go,  eopd  lord  Raftings, 
And,  ere  they  be  difmifs'd,  let  them  march  by. 

r^AvVHASTINCJSc 

f.aq.  I  truft,  lords,  we  fhall  lie  to-night  together. 
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Re-enter  Westmoreland. 

Now,  coufin,  wherefore  ftands  our  army  Hill  ? 

IVcft.    The  leaders,    having   charge   from  you   to 
ftand, 
Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  fpeak. 

Lan.  They  know  their  duties. 

Re-enter  Hastings. 

Haft.  My  lord,  our  army  is  difpers'd  already  : 
Like  youthful  fleers  unyok'd,  they  take  their  courfes 
Eaft,  weft,  north,  fouth  ;  or,  like  a  fchool  broke  up, 
Each  hurries  towards  his  home,  and  fporting-place. 

Weft.  Good  tidings,  my  lord  Haftings;  for  the  which 
I  do  arreft  thee,  traitor,   of  high  trealbn  : — 
And  you,  lord  archbifhcp — and  you,  lord  Mowbray— 
Of  capital  treafon  I  attach  you  both. 

Mowb.  Is  this  proceeding  juft  and  honourable  ? 

TVeJl.  Is  your  aflembly  lo  ? 

York.  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith  ? 

Lan.  I  pawn'd  thee  none  : 
T  promis'd  you  redrefs  of  thefe  fame  grievances, 
Whereof  you  did  complain  ;  which,  by  mine  honour, 
I  will  perform  with  a  moft  chriftian  care. 
But,  for  you,  rebels — look  tc  tafte  the  due 
Meet  for  rebellion,  and  fuch  a£ts  as  yours. 
Molt  fhallowly  did  you  thefe  arms  commence, 
Fondly  brought  here,  and  foolifhly  fent  hence, — * 
Strike  up  our  drums,  purfue  the  fcatter'd  ftray; 
Heaven,  and  not  we,  hath  fafely  fought  to-day. — 1 
Some  guard  thefe  traitors  to  the  block  of  death; 
Treafon's  true  bed,  and  yielder-up  of  breath.  \ExeunU 

[  Alarum .     Ex  cur/ions . 


SCENE    III.     Another  Part  of  the  ForeJl% 

Enter  Falstaff,  and  Colevile,  meeting,, 

Fal.  What's  your  name,  fir  ?  of  what  condition  are 
you  ;  and  of  what  place,  i  pray  ? 

Cole* 
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Cole.  I  am  a  knight,  fir ;  and  my  name  is — Colevile 
of  the  dale* 

Fal,  Well  then,  Colevile  is  your  name  ;  a  knight  is 
your  degree  ;  and  your  place,  the  dale  :  Colevile  fliall 
ftill  be  your  name;  a  traitor  your  degree  ;  and  the 
dungeon  your  place — a  place  deep  enough  -3  fo  fliall 
you  ftill  be  Colevile  of  the  dale. 

Cole,  Are  not  you  Sir  John  Falftafr? 

Fal.  As  good  a  man  as  he,  fir,  whoe'er  I  am.  Do 
ye  yield,  fir  ?  or  fhall  1  fweat  for  you  ?  If  I  do  fvveat, 
they  are  drops  of  thy  lovers,  and  they  weep  for  thy 
death  ;  therefore  roufe  up  fear  and  trembling,  and  do 
obfervance  to  my  mercy. 

Cole,  I  think,  you  are  Sir  John  FalflarT;  and  in 
that  thought,  yield  me. 

Fal.  I  have  a  whole  fchool  of  tongues  in  this  belly 
of  mine  ;  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  fpeaks  any 
other  word  but  my  name.  An  I  had  but  a  belly  of 
any  indifFerency,  I  were  fimply  the  moil  active  fellow 
In  Europe  :  My  womb,  my  womb,  my  womb  undoes 
roe. — Here  comes  our  general. 

Enter  Prince  John  of  Lancafter,  and  Westmoreland. 

Lan.  The  heat  is  pail,  follow  no  farther  now ; — 
Call  in  the  powers,  good  coufin  Weftmoreland. — 

[Exit  West. 
Now,  Falftafr,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while  t 
"When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come  : — 
Thefe  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will,  on  my  life, 
One  time  or  other  break  fome  gallows'  back. 

Fal,  J  would  be  forry,  my  lord,  but  it  fhould  be 
thus  :  I  never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was 
the  reward  of  valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  fwallow, 
an  arrow,  or  a  bullet  ?  have  1,  in  my  poor  and  old  mo- 
tion, the  expedition  of  thought  ?  1  have  fpeeded  hither 
with  the  very  extremeft  inch  of  pofiibility;  1  have 
founder'd  nine-fcore  and  odd  polls  :  and  here,  travel- 
tainted  as  I  am,  have,  in  my  pure  and  immaculate 
valour,  taken  Sir  John  Colevile  of  the  dale,  a  moil  fu- 
rious knight,  and  valorous  enemy  :  But  what  of  that? 

he 
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he  faw  me,  and  yielded  ;  that  I  may  juRly  fay  wirh. 

the  hook-nos'd  fellow  of  Rome 1  came,  faw,  and 

overcame. 

Lan.  It  was  more  of  his  courtefy  than  your  defer* 
ving. 

Fal.  I  know  not;  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him  : 
and  I  befeech  your  grace,  let  it  be  book'd  with  the 
reft  of  this  day's  deeds ;  or,  by  the  lord,  I  will  have 
it  in  a  particular  ballad  elfe,  with  mine  own  picture 
on  the  top  of  it,  Colevile  kifling  my  foot :  To  the 
which  courfe  if  I  be  enfore'd,  if  you  do  not  all  fliew 
like  gilt  two-pences  to  me  ;  and  I,  in  the  clear  Iky  of 
fame,  o'erfhine  you  as  much  as  the  full  moon  doth 
the  cinders  of  the  element,  which  fhew  like  pins*  heads 
to  her  ;  believe  not  the  word  of  the  noble  :  Therefore 
let  me  have  right,  and  let  defert  mount, 

Lan.  Thine's  too  heavy  to  mount. 

Fal.  Let  it  fhine  then. 

Lan.  Thine's  too  thick  to  fhine. 

Fal.  Let  it  do  fomething,  my  good  lord,  that  may 
do  me  good,  and  call  it  what  you  will. 

Lan.  Is  thy  name  Colevile  f 

Cole.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Lan.  A  famous  rebel  art  thou,  Colevile. 

Fal.  And  a  famous  true  fubject  took  him. 

Cole.  I  am,  my  lord,  but  as  my  betters  are, 
That  led  me  hither :  had  they  been  rul'd  by  me, 
You  fhould  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

Fal.  I  know  not  how  they  fold  themfelves  :  but 
thou,  like  a  kind  fellow,  gav'ft  thyfelfaway$  and  I 
thank  thee  for  thee. 

He-enter  Westmoreland. 

Lan.  Have  you  left  purfuit? 
If  eft.  Retreat  is  made,  and  execution  flay'd. 
Lan.  Send  Colevile,  with  his  confederates, 
To  York,  toprefent  execution. — 
Blunt,  lead  him  hence  j  and  fee  you  guard  him  fure. 

[Exeunt  fome  with  Colevile. 
And  now  difpatch  we  toward  the  court,  my  lords ; 

I  hear 
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I  hear,  the  king  my  father  is  fore  lick : 
Our  news  fhall  go  before  us  to  his  rnajefry — 
Which,  coufin,  you  fhall  bear — to  comfort  him; 
And  we  with  fober  fpeed  will  follow  you. 

FaL  My  lord,  I  befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go 
through  Glofterihire  :  and  when  you  come  to  court, 
Hand  my  good  lord  'pray,  in  your  good  report. 

Lan.  Fare  you  well,  Falftaff:  1,  in  my  condition, 
Shall  better  fpeak  of  you  than  you  deferve.  [Exit* 

FaL  1  would,  you  had  but  the  wit ;  'twere  better 
than  your  dukedom.-— Good  faith,  this  fame  young 
fober-blooded  boy  doth  not  love  me  ;  nor  a  man  can- 
not make  him  laugh  ; — but  that's  no  marvel,  he  drinks 
no  wine.  There's  never  any  of  thefe  demure  boys 
come  to  any  proof  :  for  thin  drink  doth  i'o  over-cool 
their  blood,  and  making  many  fifh  meals,  that  they 
fall  into  a  kind  of  male  green-fkknefs  ;  and  then, 
when  they  marry,  they  get  wenches  :  they  are  gene- 
rally fools  and  cowards; — which  feme  of  us  fhould  be 
too,  but  for  inflammation.  A  good  fherris-fack  hath 
a  two-fold  operation  in  it.  It  afcends  me  into  the 
brain  ;  dries  me  there  all  the  foolifh,  and  dull,  and 
crudy  vapours  which  environ  it ;  makes  it  appre- 
henfive,  quick,  forgetive,  full  of  nimble,  fiery,  and 
delegable  fhapes ;  which  deliver'd  o'er  to  the  voice 
(the  tongue),  which  is  the  birth,  becomes  excellent  wit. 
The  fecond  property  of  your  excellent  fherris  is — the 
warming  of  the  blood  ;  which,  before  cold  and  fettled, 
left  the  liver  white  and  pale,  which  is  the  badge  of 
pusillanimity  and  cowardice  :  hut  the  fherris  warms  it, 
and  makes  it  courfe  from  the  inwards  to  the  parts  ex-^ 
treme.  It  illumineth  the  face  ;  which,  as  a  beacon, 
gives  warning  to  all  the  reft  of  this  little  kingdom, 
man,  to  arm*  and  then  the  vital  commoners,  and  in- 
land petty  fpirits,  tnufter  rne  all  to  their  captain,  the 
heart;  who,  great,  and  pufPd  up  with  this  retinue, 
doth  any  deed  of  courage  ;  and  this  valour  comes  of 
fherris  :  So  that  fkill  in  the  weapon  is  nothing,  with- 
out iaek  ;  for  that  fets  it  a-work  ;  and  learning,  a  mere 
koard  of  gold  kept   by  a  devil;  till  fack  commences 
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it,  and  fets  it  in  aft  and  ufe.  Hereof  comes  it,  that 
prince  Harry  is  valiant :  for  the  cold  blood  he  did 
naturally  inherit  of  his  father,  he  hath,  like  lean, 
fteril,  and  bare  land,  manured,  hufbandcd,  and  tilled, 
with  excellent  endeavour  of  drinking  good,  nnd  good 
flore  of  fertile  fherris  ;  that  he  is  become  very  hot,  and 
valiant.  If  I  had  a  thoufand  fons,  the  firft  human 
principle  I  would  teach  them,  fhould  be — to  forfwear 
thin  potations,  and  to  acidic!  themfelves  to  fack. 

Enter  Bardclph. 

How  now,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  The  army  is  difcharged  all,  and  gone. 

Fal.  Let  them  go.  I'll  through  Gloucefierfhire ; 
and  there  will  I  vifit  mailer  Robert  Shallow,  efquire: 
I  have  him  already  tempering  between  my  finger  and 
my  thumb,  and  fhortly  will  I  feal  with  him.  Come 
away. 


SCENE    IV.     The  Palace  at  Weftmmjier. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Warwick,  Clarence,  and 
Gloster,  &c. 

K.  Henry*  Now,  lords,  if  heaven  doth  give  fuccefs- 
ful end 
To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors, 
We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields, 
And  draw  no  fwords  but  what  are  fan&ify'd. 
Our  navy  is  addrefs'd,  our  power  collected, 
Our  fubftitutes  in  ablence  well  inverted, 
And  every  thing  lies  level  to  our  wifh  : 
Only,  we  want  a  little  perfonal  flrength ; 
And  paufe  us,  'till  thefe  rebels,  now  afoot, 
Come  underneath  the  yoke  of  government. 

War.  Both  which,  we  doubt  not  but  your  majeftv 
Shall  foon  enjoy. 

K.  Henry.  Humphrey,  my  fon  of  Glofxer, 
Where  is  the  prince  your  brother  ? 

Glo.  I  think  he's  gone  to  hunt,  mv  lord,  at  Windibr. 

K.  Henry. 
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K,  Henry.  And  how  accompanied  ? 

Glo.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord. 

K.  Henry.  Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence, 
with  him  ? 

Glo.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  he  is  in  prefence  here. 

Cla.  What  would  my  lord  and  father  ? 

K.  Henry.    Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  o£ 
Clarence. 
How  chance,  thou  art  not  with  the  prince. thy  brother? 
He  loves  thee,  and  thou  doll  neglect  him,  Thomas  ; 
Thou  haft  a  better  place  in  his  affection, 
Than  all  thy  brothers  :  cherifh  it,  my  boy  ; 
And  noble  offices  thou  may'it  effect 
Gf  mediation,  after  I  am. dead, 
Between  his  greatnefs  and  thy  other  brethren  :— * 
Therefore,  omit  him  not ;  blunt  not  his  love  ; 
Nor  lofe  the  good  advantage,  of  his  grace, 
By  feeming  cold,  or  carelefs  of  his.  will. 
For  he  is  gracious,  if  he  be  obferv'd  ; 
He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  -and  a  hand 
Open  as  day  for  melting  charity  : 
Yet  notwithstanding,  being  incens'd,  he's  flint  % 
As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  fudden 
As  flaws  congealed  in  the  fpring  of  day. 
His  temper,  therefore,  mull  be  well  obfervM  :— 
Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently, 
"When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclin'd  to  mirth  j 
But,  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  fcope  ; 
'Till  that  his  paffions,  like  a  whale  on  ground, 
Confound     themfelves    with    working.     Learn    this, 

Thomas, 
And  thou  fhalt  prove  a  fhelter  to  thy  friends ; 
A  hoop  of  gold,  to  bind  thy  brothers  in  ; 
That  the  united  veffel  of  their  blood, 
Mingled  with  venom  of  fuggeftion 
(As,  force  perforce,  the  age  will  pour  it  in), 
Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  ftrong 
As  aconitum,  or  rafh  gunpowder. 

Cla.  I  ftiall  cbferve  him  with  all  care  and  love. 

K*  Henry. 
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K.  Henry.  Why  art  thou  not  at  Windfor  with  him, 
Thomas? 

Cla.  He  is  not  there  to-day  ;  he  dines  in  London. 

K,  Henry.  And  how   accompanied  ?   canft  thou   tell 
thr/t  ? 

Cla.  With  Poins,  and  other  his  continual  followers. 

K.  Henry.  Moll  fubjeft  is  the  fatteft  foil  to  weeds  $ 
And  he,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth, 
Is  overfpread  with  them:  Therefore  my  grief 
Stretches  itielf  beyond  the  hour  of  death; 
The  blood  weeps  from  my  heart,  When  I  do  fbape, 
Informs  imaginary,  the  unguided  days, 
And  rotten  times,  that  you  (hall  look  upon 
When  I  am  fleeping  with  my.  anceftors. 
For  when  his  headlirong  riot  hath  no  curb, 
When  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counfellors, 
When  means  and  lavifh  manners  meet  together, 
O,  with  what  wings. fhali  his  affections  fly 
Towards  fronting  peril  and  oppos'd  decay  ! 

War.    My    gracious   lord,    you    look   beyond   (iim 
quite  : 
The  prince  but  Undies  his  companions, 
Like  a  flrange  tongue  :  wherein  to  gain  the  language,. 
'Tis  needful  that  the  raoft  immodefl  word 
Be  look'd  upon,  and  learn'd  ;  which,  once  attain'cL 
Your  highnefs  knows,  comes  to  no  farther  ufe, 
But  to  be  known,   and  hated.     So,  likegrofs  terms, 
The  prince  will,  in  the  perfectnefs  of  time, 
Call  off  his  followers  :   and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  pattern  or  a  meafure  live, 
By  which  his  grace  mull  mete  the  lives  of  others ; 
Turning  pall  evils  to  advantages. 

K.  Henry.    'Tis  feldom,    when  the   bee  doth   1 . 
her  comb 
In  the  dead  carrion.— Who's  here  ?  Wefcmoreland  I 

Enter  Westmoreland. 

Weft.  Health  to  my  fovereign  !   and  new  happinefs 
Added  to  that  which  I  am  to  deliver  ! 
Prince  John,  your  fon,  doth  kifs  your  grace's  hand: 

Mowbray, 
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Mowbray,  the  bifhop  Scroop,  Haftings,  andall^ 
Are  brought  to  the  correction  of  your  law; 
There  is  not  now  a  rebel's  iword  unfheath'd, 
But  peace  puts  forth  her  olive  everywhere. 
The  manner  how  this  action  hath  been  borne, 
Here,  at  more  leifure,  may  your  highnefs  read  ; 
With. every  courfe,  in  his  particular. 

K>  Henry.    O  Weftmoreland,    thou   art   a    fummer 
bird, 
Which  ever  in  the  haunch  of  winter  fings 
The  lifting  up  of  day.     Look  !  here's  more  news. 

Enter  Harcourt* 

Uar,  From  enemies  heaven  keep  your  majefty  ; 
And,  when  they  ftand  againft  you,  may  they  fall 
As  thofe  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of ! 
The  earl  Northumberland,  and  the  lord  Bardolph, 
With  a  great  power  of  Englifh,  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  fheriffof  Yorkfhire  overthrown: 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  fight, 
This  packet, 'pieafe  it  you,  contains  at  large. 

K.  Henry.  And  wherefore  fhould  thefe  good   news 
make  me  lick  ? 
Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full, 
But  write  her  fair  words  ftill  in  fouleft  letters  } 
She  either  gives  a  ftomach,  and  no  food — 
Such  are  the  poor,  in  health  ;  or  elfe  a  feaft, 
And  takes  away  the  ftomach — fuch  are  the  rich, 
That  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not. 
I  fhould  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news  ; 
And  now  my  fight  fails,  and  my  brain  is  giddy  :-— • 
O  me  !  come  near  me,  now  I  am  much  ill. 

[Sinks  down* 

Glo.  Comfort,  your  majefty  ! 

Cla.  O  my  royal  father  ! 

IVeJi.  My  fovereign  lord,  cheer  up  yourfelf,  look 
up  ! 

War,  Be  patient,  princes ;   you  do  know  thefe  fits 
Are  with  his  highnefs  very  ordinary, 
aland  from  him,  give  him  air;  he'll  ftraight  be  well. 

Cla. 
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Via.  No,  no;  he  cannot  long  hold  outthefe  pangs; 
The  inceiTant  care  and  labour  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  mure,  that  mould  confine  it  in, 
So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  breakout. 

Glo.  The  people  fear  me  ;   for  they  do  obferve 
Unfather'd  heirs,   and  loathly  births  of  nature  : 
The  ieafons  change  their  manners;  as  the  year 
Had  found  fome  months  alleepj  and  leap'd  them  oven 

Cla.  The  river  hath  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb  between  : 
And  the  old  folk,  time's  doting  chronicles, 
Say,  it  did  fo  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great  grandfire,  Edward,  fick'd  and  dy'd. 

War.  Speak  lower,  princes,   for  the  king  recovers, 

Glo.  This  apoplexy  will-,  certain,  be  his  end. 

K.  Henry.  I   pray  you,  take  me  up,   and  bear  mc 
hence 
Into  fome  other  chamber :  foftly,  pray. 
Let  there  be  no  nolle  made,  my  gentle  friends  2 
Unlefs  fome  dull  and  favorable  hand 
Will  whiiper  mulick  to  my  weary  fpirit. 

War.  Call  for  the  mufick  in  the  other  room, 

K.  Henry.  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here* 

Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 

War.  Lefs  noife,   lefs  nOife. 
[  They  convey  the  King  io  an  inner  Part  -  of  the  Room.* 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Henry.  Who  faW  the  duke  of  Clarence  ? 
Cla.   1  am  here,  brother,  full  of  heavinefs. 
P.  Henry.  How  now  !   rain  within  doors,  and  none 
-  abroad  \  - 
How  doth  the  king  ?  . 
Glo    Exceeding  ill* 

P.  Henry.  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet? 
Tell  it  him. 

Glo.  He  alter' d  much  upon  the  hearing  it. 
P.  Henry.  If  he  be  lick 
With  joy,  he  will  recover  without  phyilek. 

War.  Not  fo  much  noife,  my  lords  :— .fweetprince^ 
fpeak  low  ; 

F  Tke 
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The.  king  your  father  is  difpos'd  to  fleep. 

Cla.  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  room. 

War.  Will't  pleafe  your  grace  to  go  along  with  us  ? 

P*  Henry.  No;  I  will  fit   and  watch   here  by  the 
king.  [Exeunt  all  but  Prince  Henry, 

Why  doth  the  crown  lie  there  upon  his  pillow, 
Being  fo  troublefome  a  bed-fellow  ? 
Opoiifh'd  perturbation!  golden  care! 
That  keep'fl  the  ports  of  tlumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  night ! — fleep  with  it  now  ! — 
Yet  not  lb  found,  and  half  fo  deeply  fweet, 
As  he,  whofe  brow,  with  homely  biggen  bound, 
Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.     O  majefty  ! 
When  thou  doft  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  doft;  fit 
Like  a  rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day, 
That  fcalds  with  fafety.     By  his  gates  of  breath 
There  lies  a  downy  feather  which  ftirs  not : 
Did  he  fufpire,  that  light  and  weightlefs  down 
Perforce   muft   move. — My   gracious   lord!  my   fa- 
ther I— 
This  fleep  is  found,  indeed;  this  is  a  fleep, 
That  from  this  golden  rigol  hath  divorc'd 
So  many  Englifh  kings.     Thy  due,  from  me, 
Is  tears,  and  heavy  ibrrows  of  the  blood  ; 
Which  nature,  love,  and  filial  tendernefs, 
Shall,  O  dear  father,  pay  thee  plenteoufly : 
My  due,  from  thee,  is  this  imperial  crown  ; 
Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood, 
Derives  itielf  to  me.     Lo,  here  it  fits-— 

[  Putting  it  on  his  Head. 
Which  heaven  (hall  guard  :  And  put  the  world's  whole 

ftrength 
Into  one  giant  arm,  it  (hall  not  force 
This  lineal  honour  from  me  :  This  from  thee 
Will  I  to  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left  to  me.  [£*i*. 

K.  Hmry.  Warwick  !  Glofter  !  Clarence  ! 

Re-enter  Warwick.,  and  the  reft. 

Cla.  Doth  the  king  call? 

War,  What  would  your  majefty  ?  How  fares  yotir 


grace  I 


K.Hi 


'Wp> 


KING  HENRY  IV.  73 

K.  Henry.  Why  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,  ray 
lords? 

Cla.  We  left  the  prince  my  brother  here,  my  liege, 
Who  undertook  to  lit  and  watch  by  you. 

K.  Henry.  The  prince  of  Wales  }  Where  is  he  ?  let 
me  fee  him  : 
He  is  not  here. 

War.  This  door  is  open;  he  is  gone  this  way. 

Glo.  He  came  not  through  the  chamber  where  we 
ftay'd. 

K»  Henry.  Where  is  the  crown  ?  who  took  it  from 
my  pillow  ? 

War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  liege,  we  left  it  here. 

K.  Henry.  The  prince  hath  ta'en  it  hence  : — go,  feek 
him  out. 
Is  he  fo  hafty,  that  he  doth  fuppofe 

My  ileep  my  death  ? 

Find  him,  my  lord  of  Warwick ;  chide  him  hither.— 

This  part  of  his  conjoins  with  my  difeafe, 

And  helps  to  end  me. — See,  fons,  what  things  you 

are  ! 
How  quickly  nature  falls  into  revolt, 
When  gold  becomes  her  obje£t! 
For  this  the  foolifh  over-careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  fleeps  with  thought,  their  brains 

with  care, 
Their  bones  with  induftry  ;   . 
For  this  they  have  engroiied  and  pil'd  up 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  ftrange-achieved  gold  : 
For  this  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  invert 
Their  fons  with  arts,  and  marfhal  exercifes  : 
When,  like  the  bee,  tolling  from  every  flower 
The  virtuous  fweets, 

Our  thighs  pack'd  with  wax,  our  mouths  with  honey, 
We  bring  it  to  the  hive  ;  and,  like  the  bees, 
Are  murder' d  for  our  pains.     This  bitter  tafte 
Yield  his  engroffmcnts-  to  the  ending  father.—. 

Re-enter  Warwick. 

Now,  where  is  he  that  will  not  ft  ay  fo  long 

F  a  'Till 
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'Till  his" friend  ficknefs  hath  determin'd  me  ? 

War.    My  lord,    I  found  the   prince   in  the   next 
room, 
Wafhing  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks ; 
With  fuch  a  deep  demeanour  in  great  forrow, 
That  tyranny,  which  never  quafPd  but  blood, - 
Would,  by  beholding  him,  have  wafh'd  his  knife 
With  gentle  eye-drops.     He  is  coming  hither. 

iT.  Henry.    But  wherefore    did   he  take    away  the 
crown  ? 

Re-enter  Prince  Henry. 

Lo,  'where  he  comes. — Come,  hither  to  me,  Harry  :  — 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone. 

[Exeunt  Lords,  £sV, 

P.  Henry.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  fpeak  again. 

K.  Henry.    Thy   wifh  was    father,    Harry,    to  that 
thought : 
1  ftay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee*. 
Dolt  thou  i'o  hunger  for  my  empty  chair, 
That  thou  wilt  needs  invert  thee  with  mine  honours 
Before  thy  hour  f)e  ripe  ?  O  foolifh  youth! 
Thou  feek'ft  the  greatnefs  that  will  overwhelm  thee. 
Stay  but  a  little  ;  for  my  cloud  of  dignity 
Is  held  from  falling  with  fo  weak  a  wind, 
That  it  will  quickly  drop  :  my  day  is  dim. 
Thou  haft  ftol'n  that  which,   after  fome  few  hours, 
Were  thine  without  offence  ;  and,  at  my  death, 
Thou  haA  feal'd  up  my  expectation  : 
Thy  life  did  manifeft,  thou  lov'dft  me  not, 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  aflur'd  of  it. 
Thou  hid'fl  a  thoufand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts ; 
Which  thou  haft  whetted  on  thy  ftony  heart, 
To  ftab  at  hnlf  an  hour  of  my  life. 
What  !  can  ft  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  ? 
Then  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  my  grave  thyfelf ; 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thine  ear, 
That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead. 
Let  all  the  tears  that  fhould  bedew  my  hearfe, 
Be  drops  of  balm,  to  fan&ify  thy  head  : 

Onlj' 
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Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  duft; 

Give  that,  which  gave  thee  life,  unto  the  worms. 

Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees; 

For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form, 

Harry  the  fifth  is  crown'd  : — Up,  vanity  ! 

Down,  royal  ftate  !   all  you  fage  counieilors,  hence! 

And  to  the  Englifh  court  afTemhle  now, 

From  every  region,  apes  of  idlenefs  ! 

Now,  neighbour  confines,  purge  you  of  your  fcum  :  . 

Have  you  a  ruffian,  that  will  fwear,  drink,  dance, 

Revel  the  night  ;  rob,   murder,  and  commit 

The  oldefr.  fins  the  neweft  kind  of  ways  ? 

Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more  : 

England  (hall  double  gild  "his  treble  guilt ; 

England  fhall  give  him  office,  honour,  might: 

For  the  fifth  Harry  from  curb'd  licence  plucks 

The  muzzle  of  reltraint,  and  the  wild  dog 

Shall  flefh  his  tooth  in  every  innocent. 

0  my  poor  kingdop,  fick  with  civil  blows  ! 
When  that  my  care  could  not  withhold  thy  riots, 
What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care  ? 

O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wildernefs  again, 
Peopled  with  wolves,  thy  old  inhabitants  ! 

P.  Henry.  O,    pardon  me,  my   liege  !  but  for  my 
tears,  [Kneeling 

The  moift  impediments  unto  my  fpeech, 

1  had  foreftall'd  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke, 

Ere  you  with  grief  had  fpoke,   and  I  had  heard 
Thecourfe  of  it  io  far.     There  is  your  crown  3 
And  he  that  wears  the  crown  immortally, 
Long  guard  it  your's  !   If  I  afte£l  it  more, 
Than  as  your  honour,  and  as  your  renown, 
Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rife, 
Which  my  moil  true  and  inward-duteous  fpirit 
Teaches,  this  proftrate  and  exterior  bending  ! 
Heaven  witnefs  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in, 
And  found  no  courfe  of  breath  within  your  majefly, 
How  cold  it  ftruck  my  heart  !   If  I  do  feign, 
O,  let  me  in  my  prefent  wildnefs  die  ; 
Ar\d  never  live  to  fhew  the  incredulous  world 

F  s  The 
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The  noble  change  that  I  have  purpofed  ! 

Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead 

(And  dead  almoft,  my  liege,  to  think  you  were), 

I  fpake  unto  the  crown,  as  having  fenfe, 

And  thus  upbraided  it  t     The  care  on  thee  depending* 

Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father  ; 

Therefore,  thou,  bcfi  of gold ,  art  worft  of  gold. 

Other )   lefs  fine  in  carat,  is  more  precious, 

Prefcrving  life  in  medicine  potable  : 

But  thou,  mo  ft  fine,  mojl  honoured,  mofii  renowtfd, 

Haft  eat  thy  bearer  up.     Thus,  my  moll  royal  liege, 

Accufing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  head  ; 

To  try  with  it — as  with  an  enemy, 

That  had  before  my  face  murder'dmy  father-— 

The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 

But  if  it  did  infect  my  blood  with  joy, 

Or  fwell  my  thoughts  to  any  ftrain  of  pride  ; 

If  any  rebel  or  vain  fpirit  of  mine 

Did,  with  the  leaft  affection  of  a  welcome, 

Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it, 

Let  heaven  for  ever  keep  it  from  my  head  ! 

And  make  me  as  the  poorer!  vafTal  is, 

That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it  ! 

K.  Henry,  Q  my  fon  ! 
Heaven  put  it  in  thy  mind  to  take  it  hence, 
That  thou  might'ft  win  the  more  thy  father's  love, 
Pleading  fo  wifely  in  excufe  of  it. 
Come  hither,  Harry,  lit  thou  by  my  bed  ; 
And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  lateft  counfel 
That  ever  I  fhall  breathe.     Heaven  knows,  my  fon3 
By  what  by-paths,  and  indirect  crook'd  ways, 
I  met  this  crown  ;  and  I  myfelf  know  well, 
How  troublefome  it  fat  upon  my  head  : 
To  thee  it  fliall  defcend  with  better  quiet, 
Better  opinion,  better  confirmation; 
For  all  the  foil  of  the  achievement  goes 
With  me  into  the  earth.     It  feem'd  in  me, 
But  as  an  honour  fnatch'd  withboifterous  hand  ; 
And  I  had  many  living,   to  upbraid 
My  gain  of  it  by  their  ailiftances ; 

Whicl; 
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Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel,    and  to  bloodfhed, 

Wounding  iuppofed  peace  :  all  thefe  bold  fears, 

Thou  feed  with  peril  I  have  anfwered  : — 

lor  all  my  reign  hath  been  but  as  a  fcene 

Acting  that  argument ;  and  now  my  death 

Changes  the  mode  :  for  what  in  me  was  purchased, 

Falls  upon  thee  in  a  more  fairer  fort, 

So  thou  the  garland  wcar'ft  fucceflively. 

Yet,  though  thou  ftand'ft  more  lure  than  I  could  do, 

Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  fince  griefs  are  green  ; 

And    all    thy   friends,    which    thou   muft  make    thy 

friends, 
Have  but  their  flings  and  teeth  newly  ta'en  out ; 
By  whole  fell  working  I  was  firft  advanc'd, 
And  by  whofe  power  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear 
To  be  again  difplac'd  :  which  to  avoid, 
I  cut  them  off;  and  had  a  purpofe  now 
To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land  ; 
Left  reft,  and  lying  flill,  might  make  them  look 
Too  near  into  my  ftate.     Therefore,  my  Harry, 
Be  it  thy  courfe,  to  bufy  giddy  minds 
With  foreign  quarrels ;  that  action,  hence  borne  out, 
May  wafle  the  memory  of  the  former  days.. 
More  would  I,  but  my  lungs  are  wafted  ib9 
That  flrength  of  fpeech  is  utterly  deny'd  me. 
How  I  came  by  the  crown,  O  God,  forgive  ! 
And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  live  ! 

P.  Henry.  My  gracious  lkge, 
You  won  it,  wore  it,   kept  it,  gave  it  me  ; 
Then  plain,  and  right,  muft  my  pofTefiion  be  : 
Which  I,  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain, 
'Gainft  all  the  world  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Lord John  of  Lancajler,  Warwick,  13c. 

K.  Henry.    Look,  look,    here  comes    my   John  of 

Lancafter, 
Lan.  Health,    peace,   and  happinefs,  to   my  royal 

father  ! 
K.  Henry.  Thou  bring'ft  me  happinefs,  and  peace, 

fon  John ; 

F  4  But 
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But  health,  alack,  with  youthful  wings  is  flowr*  * 
From  this  bare,  withered  trunk  :,  upon  thy  fight, 

My  worldly  bufinefs  makes  a  period. 

Where  is  my  lord  of  .Warwick  ? 

P.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Warwick  ! 

K.  Henry    Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  I  fuft  did  fwoon  ? 

War.  '  I  is  call'd  Jerufalem,  my  noble  lord. 

K.  Henry.    Laud   be  to  God  ! — even  there  my  life 
muft  end. 
It  hath  been  prophefy'd  to  me  many  years, 
I  fhould  not  die  but  in  Jerufalem  ; 
Which  vainly  I  fqppos'd,  the  Holy  Land  : — 
Put,  bear  me  to  that  chamber  ;  there  I'll  lie  ; 
In  that  Jerufalem  ihall  Harry  d;e.  [Exeunt. 


A    C    T   .   V. 

SCENE    L     Shallow' j  Seat  in  Gloucejierjhirs. 
Enter  Shallow,    Falstaff,  Bardolph,  and  Page. 

Shallow. 

By  cock  and  pye,  fir,   you  fhall  not  away  to-night. 
What,  Davy,  I  fay  ! 

FaL  You  mull  excufe  me,   matter  Robert  Shallow. 

Shah  I  will  not  excufe  yon;  you  fhall  not  be  ex- 
cus'd  ;  excufes  ihall  not  foe  admitted  ;  there  is  no  ex- 
cufe fhall  ferve;  you  fhall  not  be  excus'd-— Why, 
Davy  I 

Enter  Davy. 

Davy.  Here,  fir. 

Skal.  Davy,  Davy,  Davy— let  me  fee,  Davy;  let 
mc  fee  : — yea,  marry,  William  cook,  bid  him  come 
hither. — Sir  John,    you  fhall  not  be  excus'd. 

Day.  Marry,  fir,  thus ;— thofe  precepts  cannot 
be  ferv'd  :  and,  again,  fir— Shall  we  fow  the  head- 
land with  wheat  ? 

Shal.  With  red  wheat,  Davy.  But  for  William 
cook  J Are  there  no  young  pigeons  ? 
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Davy,  Yes,  fir. Here  is  now  the  fmith's  note, 

for  fhoeing,  and  plough-irons. 

Shal.  Let  it  be  cafl,  and  paid  : — Sir  John,  you  fhall 
not  be  excus'd. 

Davy,  Now,  fir,  a  new  link  to  the  bucket  muft 
needs  be  had: — And,  fir,  do  you  mean  to  flop  any  of 
William's  wages,  about  the  lack  he  loft  the  other  day 
at  Hinkley  fair  ? 

Shal,  He  fhall  anfwer  it: — Some  pigeons,  Davy; 
a  couple  of  fhort-legg'd  hens ;  a  joint  of  mutton  ;  and 
any  pretty  little  tiny  kickfhaws,  tell  William  cook. 

Davy    Doth  the  man  of  war  flay  all  night,  fir  ? 

Shal.  Yes,  Davy.  I  will  ule  him  well ;  A  friend 
i'  the  court  is  better  than  a  penny  in  purfe.  Ufe  his 
men  well,  Davy  j  for  they  are  arrant  knaves,  and  will 
backbite. 

Davy,  No  worfc  than  they  are  back-bitten,  fir; 
for  they  have  marvellous  foul  linen, 

Shal.  Well  conceited,  Davy.  About  thy  bufinefs, 
Davy. 

Davy.  I  beilech  you,  fir,  .to  countenance  William 
Vifor  of  Woncot  againft  Clement  Peres  of  the  hill. 

Shal.  There  are  many  complaints,  Davy,  againft 
that  Vifor  j  that  Vilbr  is  an  arrant  knave,  on  my 
knowledge. 

Davy.  I  grant  your  worfhip,  that  he  is  a  knave, 
iir :  but  yet,  God  forbid,  fir,  bet  a  knave  fhould 
have  fome  countenance  at  his  friend's  requefl.  An 
honeft  man,  fir,  is  able  to  fpeak  for  himfelf,  when  a 
knave  is  not.  I  have  ferv'd  your  worfhip  truly,  fir, 
thefe  eight  years ;  and  if  I  cannot  once  or  twice  in  a 
quarter  bear  out  a  knave  againil  an  honetl  man,  I  have 
but  a  very  little  credit  with  your  worfhip.  The  knave 
is  mine  honefl  friend,  fir;  therefore,  1  befeech  your 
worfhip,  let  him  be  countenane'd. 

Shal  Go  to;  I  lay,  he  fhall  have  no  wrong.  Look 
about,  Davy.  Where  are  you,  Sir  John?  Come,  ofF 
with  your  boots. — Give  me  your  hand,  mafler  Bar- 
dolph? 

Bard,  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  worfhip. 

Shal*- 
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•  Shot.  I  thank  thee  with  all  my  heart,  kind  matter 
Eardolph  : — and  welcome,  my  tall  fellow  \_to  the  Pagel. 
Come,  Sir  John. 

Fal.  I'll  follow  you,  good  mailer  Robert  Shallow. 
Bardolph,  look  to   our  horfes.      [Exeunt  Shallow, 

Bardolph,  c5V.] If  I  were  faw'd  into  quantities, 

I  fhould  make  four  dozen  of  fuch  bearded  hermit's- 
ilaves  as  mailer  Shallovv.  It  is  a  wonderful  thing,  to 
fee  the  femblable  coherence  of  his  men's  fpirits  and 
his.  They,  by  obferving  of  him,  do  bear  themfelves 
like  foolim  juftices  ;  he,  by  converting  with  them,  is 
turn'd  into  a  juflice-like  ferving-man  :  their  fpirits 
are  fo  married  m  conjunction  with  the  participation 
of  fociety,  that  they  flock  together  in  confent,  like  fo 
many  wild  getfe.  If  I  had  a  fuit  to  matter  Shallow, 
I  would  humour  his  men,  with  the  imputation  of  be- 
ing near  their  mafter  :  if  to  his  men,  I  would  curry 
with  mafter  Shallow,  that  no  man  could  better  com- 
mand his  fervants.  It  is  certain,  that  either  wife 
bearing,  or  ignorant  carriage,  is  caught,  as  men  take 
difeafes,  one  of  another  :  therefore,  let  men  take  heed 
of  their  company.  I  will  devife  matter  enough  out 
of  this  Shallow,  to  keep  prince  Harry  in  continual 
laughter,  the  wearing-out  of  fix  fafhions  (which  is 
four  terms,  or  two  actions),  and  he  fhall  laugh  with- 
out interval/urns.  O,  it  is  much,  that  a  lie,  with  a 
flight  oath,  and  a  jeft  with  a  fad  brow,  will  do  with  a 
fellow  that  never  had  the  ache  in  his  fhoulders  !  O, 
you  fhall  fee  him  laugh 'till  his  face  be  like  a  wet  cloak 
ill  laid  up. 

Shal.  [Within.]  Sir  John  ! 

Fal.  I  come,  mafter  Shallow  j  I  come,  matter 
Shallow.  [Exit  Falstaff. 


SCENE     II.      The  Court \  in  London. 
Enter  the  Earl  ^Warwick,  and  the  Lord  Chief  Jufiice. 

War*  How   now,  my  lord   chief  juftice  ?    whither 
away  ? 

Qk.  Ju/1> 
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Ch.  Jiift.  How  doth  the  king  ? 

War.  Exceeding  well;  his  cares  are  now  all  ended. 

Ch.  J ujl.  I  hope,  not  dead. 

War.  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  nature  ; 
And,  to  our  purpofes,  he  lives  no  more. 

Ch.  Juft.  I  would,  his  majefty  had  calPd  me  with 
him  : 
The  fervice  that  I  truly  did  his  life, 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War.    Indeed,  I  think,  the  young  king  loves  you 
not. 

Ch.  Juji.  I  know  he  doth  not :  and  do  arm  myfelf, 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time  ; 
Which  cannot  look  more  hideouily  upon  me 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantafy. 

Enter  Lord  John   of  Lancafhr,  Gloster,   and  Cla- 
rence, Qe. 

War.  Here  comes  the  heavy  ifTue  of  dead  Harry  :— ~ 
O,  that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  worft  of  thefe  three  gentlemen  ! 
How  many  nobles  then  fhould  hold  their  places, 
That  muft  ftrike  fail  to  fpirits  of  vile  fort ! 

Ch.  Juft.   Alas  !  I  fear,  all  will  be  overturn'd. 

Lpn.  Good  morrow,  coulin  Warwick. 

GIo.  da.    Jood  morrcw,  coufin. 

Lan.  We  meet  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  fpeak. 

War.  We  do  remember  ;  but  our  argument 
Is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk. 

Lan.   Well,   peace  be  with  him  that  hath  made  us 
heavy  ! 

Ch.  Juft.  Peace  be  with  us,  left  we  be  heavier  f 

GIo.  O,   good  my  lord,  you  have  loft  a  friend,   in- 
deed : 
And  I  dare  fwear,  you  borrow  .not  that  face 
Of  feeming  forrow  ;  it  is,  fure,  your  own, 

Lan.  Though  no  man  be  afTur'd  what  grace  to  find, 
"You  ftand  in  coldeft  expectation  :     • 
I  am  the  forrier ;  'would  'twere  otherwife. 

Cla. 
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Cla.  Well*  you   muft  now  fpeak  Sir  John  FalflafF 
fair  -3 
Which  fwiins  agaittft  your  frream  cf  quality, 

Ch.  Juji.  Sweet  princes,  what  I  did,   1  did  in  ho- 
nour, 
£,ed  by  the  impartial  conduct,  of  my  foul; 
And  never  (hall  you  fee,  that  I  wili  beg 
A  ragged  and  foreftall'd  remiffion.— ^ 
If  truth  and  upright  innocency  fail  me, 
I'll  to  the  king  my  mafter  that  is  dead, 
And  tell  him  who  hath  fent  me  after  him. 

War.  Here  comes  the  prince. 

Enter  King  Henry. 

Ch.  Juft.    Good   morrow  ;    and   heaven  fave   your 
majefty  ! 
r    K.  Henry.  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  majefty, 

Sits  not  To  eafy  on  me  as  you  think. 

Brothers,  you  mix  your  fadnefs  with  fome  fear; 

This  is  the  Englifh,  not  the  Turkifh  court; 

Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  fucceeds, 

But  Harry,  Harry  : — Yet  be  {ddy  good  brothers, 

For,  to  fpeak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you  ; 

Sorrow  fo  royally  in  you  appears, 

That  I  will  deeply  put  the  fafhion  on, 

And  wear  it  in  my  heart.     Why  then,  be  fad  : 

But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers, 

Than  a  joint  burthen  laid  upon  us  all. 

For  me,  by  heaven,  I  bid  you  be  afTur'd, 

I'll  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too  ; 

Let  me  but  bear  your  love,  I'll  bear  you  cares. 

Yet  weep,  that  Harry's  dead  ;  and  fo  will  I : 

But  Harry  lives,  that  (hall  convert  thole  tears, 

By  number,  into  hours  of  happinefs.   . 

Lan.  &c.  We  hope  no  other  from  your  majefty. 

A.  Henry.  You  all  look  ftrangely  on  me : — and  you 
raoft  :  [To  the  Ch.  Jujh 

You  are,  I  think,  afiur'd  I  love  you  not. 

Ch.  Juji.  1  am  afiur'd,  if  I  be  meafur'd  rightly, 
Your  majefty  hath  no  juft  caufe  to  hate  me. 

K.  Hem-j. 
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A.  Henry,  No  !  How  might  a  prince  of  my  great 
hopes  forget  « 

So  great  indignities  you  laid  upon. me  ? 
What  1   rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  fend  to  prifon  .' 
The  immediate  heir  of  England  !    Was  this  eafy  ? 
May  this  be  wafh'd  in  Lethe,  and  forgotten  ? 

Ch.  Juft-  I  then  did  ufe  the  perfon  of  your  father; 
The  image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  me  * 
And,  in  the  adminiftration  of  his  law, 
Whiles  I  was  bufy  for  the  commonwealth, 
Your  highnefs  pleafed  to  forget  my  place, 
The  majefty  and  power  of  law  andjuftice, 
The  image  of  the  king  whom  I  prefented, 
And  itruck  me  in  my  very  feat  of  judgment ; 
Whereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  father, 
I  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority, 
And  did  commit  you.     Jf  the  deed  were  ill, 
Be  you  contented,  wearing  new  the  garland, 
To  have  a  fon  fet  your  decrees  at  nought; 
To  pluck  down  juflice  from  your  awful  bench; 
To  trip  the  courfe  of  law,  and  blunt  the  fword 
That  guards  the  peace  and  fafety  cf  your  peribn : 
Kay,  more  ;  to  fpurn  at  your  moll  royal  image, 
And  mock1  your  workings  in  afecond  body. 
Qreftion  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  cafe  yours; 
Be  now  the  father,  and  propofe  a  fon  : 
Hear  your  own  dignity  fo  much  profan'd. 
See  your  moft  dreadful  laws  fo  loofely  flighted, 
Behold  you'rfelf  fo  by  a  Ion  difdain'd  ; 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part, 

And,  in  your  power,  fo  filencing  your  fon  : = 

After  this  cold  conliderance,  fentence  me; 
And,   as  you  are  a  king,  fpeak  in  your  {rate — 
What  I  have  done,  that  mi  (became  my  place, 
My  perfon,  or  my  liege's  fovereignty. 

K.Henry,  You   are   right,  juftice, .  and   you  weigh 
this  well  ; 
Therefore  ftill  bear  the  balance,  and  the  fword  : 
And  I  do  wifh  your  honours  may  increafe, 
'Till  you  do  live  to  fee  a  fon  of  mine 

Offend 
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Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did. 

So  fhall  I  live  to  fpeak  my  father's  words  ;-— 

Happy  am  I9  that  have  a  manfo  bold. 

That  dares  do  juflice  on  my  proper  J on  j 

And  not  lefs  happy  having  fuch  a/on, 

That  would  deliver  up  his  greatnefsfo 

Into  the  hands  of  juftice. — You  did  commit  me  : 

For  which,  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 

The  unftain'd  fword  that  you  have  us'd  to  bear  ; 

With  this  remembrance — That  you  ufe  the  fame 

With  the  like  bold,  juft,  and  impartial  fpirit, 

As  you  have  done  'gainft  me.     There  is  my  hand  ; 

You  fhall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth  : 

My  voice  fhall  found  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear ; 

And  I  will  ftoop  and  humble  my  intents 

To  your  well-practis'd,  wife  directions.- 

And,  princes  all,  believe  me,  I  befeech  you;— 

My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  grave, 

For  in  his  tomb  lie  my  affections ; 

And  with  his  fpirit  fadly  lfurvive, 

To  mock  the  expectations  of  the  world  ; 

To  fruflrate  prophecies ;  and  to  raze  out 

Rotten  opinion,  who  hath  writ  me  down 

After  my  feeming.     The  tide  of  blood  in  me 

Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  vanity,  'till  now: 

Now  doth  it  turn,  and  ebb  back  to  the  fea; 

Where  it  fhall  mingle  with  the  ftate  of  floods, 

And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  majefty. 

Now  call  we  our  high  court  of  parliament : 

And  let  us  chufe  fuch  limbs  of  noble  counfel, 

That  the  great  body  of  our  ftate  may  go 

In  equal  rank  with  the  beft-govern'd  nation  ; 

That  war,  or  peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be 

As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us; 

In  which  you,  father,  fhall  have  foremoft  hand.— 

[To- the  Lord  Chief  Ju/iicc. 
Our  coronation  done,  we  will  accite, 
As  I  before  remember'd,  all  our  ftate  : 
And  (heaven  coniigning  to  my  good  intents) 
No  prince,  nor  peer,  fhall  have  juft  caufc  to  fay— - 
Hexuven  fhorten  Harry's  happy  life  one  day.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III.     Shallow'*  Seat  in  Gloucfierjhire* 

Enter  Falstaff,  Shallow,  Silence,  Bardolph, 
the  Page,  and  Davy. 

Shal.  Nay,  you  fhall  fee  mine  orchard  :  where,  in 
all  arbour,  we  will  eat  a  lafl  year's  pippin  of  my  own 
grafting,  with  a  difh  of  carraways,  fo  forth; — come, 
couiin  Silence; — and  then  to  bed. 

FaU  You  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a  rich. 

Shal.  Barren,  barren,  barren  ;  beggars  all,  beggars 
all,  Sir  John  ; — marry,  good  air. — Spread,  Daw, 
fpread,  Davy  :  well  faid,  Davy. 

FaU  This  Davy  ferves  you  for  good  ufes  ;  he  is 
your  ferving-man,  and  your  hufband-man.  . 

Shal,  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good 
varlet,    Sir  John. — By  the   mats,   I  have  drank  too 

much  lack  at   fupper  : a  good   varlet.      Now  lit 

down,  now  (it  down  : — come,  couiin. 

5/7.  Ah,  fir  rah  !   quoth- a — 

Wejhail  do  nothing  but  eat,  and  make  good  cheer, 

[Singing. 
And  praife  heaven  for  the  merry  year ; 
When  flejh.  is  cheap  and  females  dear, 
And  lufty  lads  roam  here  and  there  ! 

So  merrily,  and  ever  among,  fo  merrily,  Sec. 

FaU  There's  a  merry  heart  ! — Good  mailer  Silence, 
I'll  give  you  a  health  for  that  anon. 

ShaL  Give  mailer  Bardolph  fome  wine,  Davy. 

Davy.  Sweet  fir,  lit; — I'll  be  with  you  anon; — . 
moil  fweet  iir,  fit. — Mailer  page,  good  mailer  page, 
fit :  Preface  !  What  you  want  in  meat,  we'll  have  in 
tlrink.     But  you  muil  bear  ;  The  heart's  all.       \_Exit. 

Shal,  Be  merry,  mailer  Bardolph ; — and  my  little 
foldier  there,  be  merry. 

SiU  [Singing.]  Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  wife  has  all; 
For  women  are  f brews,  bothfhort  and  tall  : 
'  Tis  merry  in  hall,  when  beards  wag  all. 
And  welcome  merry  fhrove-ilde. 
Be  merry,  be  merry,  &c. 

FaU 
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Fah  I  did  not  think,  mailer  Silence  had  been  a  ma.a 
of  this  mettle. 

5/7.  Who  ?  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once,  ere 
now. 

Re-enter  Davy. 

Davy,  There  is  a  difh  of  leather-coats  for  you. 

[Setting  them  before  Bardolph, 

Shah  Davy 

Davy.  Your  worfhip  ? — -I'll  be  with  you  flrait.— 
A  cup  of  wine,  fir  ? 

'5/7.  [Singing.]  J  cup  of  wine,  that's  hrifk  and  fine, 

And  drink  unto  the  leman  mine  ; — 
And  a  merry  heart  lives  long- a* 

Fah  Well  faid,  mailer  Silence. 
Sil.  An  we  fhall  be  merry,  now  comes  in  the  fweet 
of  the  night. 

Fah  Health  and  long  life  to  you,  mailer  Silence  ! 

SiU  Fill  the  cup,  and  let  it  come  ; 
V 11  pledge  you  a  mile  to  the  bottom , 

Shah  Honefl  Bardolph,  welcome  :  If  thou  want'ft 
any  thing,  and  wilt  not  call,  befhrew  thy  heart. — 
Welcome,  my  little  tiny  thief  [to  the Pagi\\  and  wel- 
come, indeed,  too.  I'll  drink  to  mailer  Bardolph, 
and  to  all  the  cavaleroes  about  London. 

Davy.  1  hope  to  fee  London  once  ere  I  die. 

Bard.  An  I  might  fee  you  there,  Davy 

Shah-  You'll  crack  a  quait  together.  Ha  !  will  you 
not,  mailer  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  fir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 

Shah  I  thank  thee  :— The  knave  will  Hick  by  thee, 
I  can  allure  thee  that :  he  will  not  out,  he  is  true  bred. 

Bard.  And  I'll  flick  by  him,  fir. 

[One  knocks  at  the  Door. 

Shah  Why,  there  fpoke  a  king.  Lack  nothing: 
bemeiry.  Look  who's  at  the  door  there  !  Ho!  who 
knocks  ? 

Fah  Why,  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

[T*  SlLENCS,  who  drinks  a  Bumper* 

Sih 
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Sil.  [Singing]  Do  me  right ,   and  dub  me  knight, 
Samingo. — Is't  not  fo? 

Fal.  'Tis  fo. 

57/.  Is't  fo?  Why,  then  fay,  an  old  man  can  do 
fomewhat.  [Re-enter  Davy. 

Davy.  An  it  pleafe  your  worfhip,  there's  one  Piftol 
come  from  the  court  with  news. 

Fal.  From  the  court  ?  let  him  come  in— 

Enter  Pistol. 

How  now,  Piftol  ? 

Pift.  Sir  John,  'fave  you,  fir  ! 

Fal.  What  wind  blew  you  hither,    Piftol? 

Pift.  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  no  man  good. — 
Sweet  knight,  thou  art  now  one  of  the  greater!:  men 
in  the  realm. 

Sil.  Indeed  I  think  'a  be ;  but  goodman  Puff  of 
Barfon. 

Pift.  Puff? 
Puffin  thy  teeth,  mod  recreant  coward  bafe  ! — 
Sir  John,  I  am  thy  Piftol,  and  thy  friend, 
And  helter-fkelter'have  i  rode  to  thee  ; 
And  tidings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky  joys, 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price. 

Fal,  I  pr'ythee  now,  deliver  them  like  a  man  of 
this  world. 

Pift.  A  foufra  for  the  world,  and  worldlings  bafe  ! 
J  fpeak  of  Africa,  and  golden  joys. 

Fal.  O  bale  Ailvrian  knight,  what  is  thy  news  ? 
£,et  king  Cophetua  know  the  truth  thereof. 

Sil.  And  Robin  Hood,  Scarlet,  and  John.  [Sings* 

Pift.  Shall  duno-hill  curs  confront  the  Helicons  ? 
And  (hall  good  news  be  baffled  ? 
Then,  Piftol,  lay  thy  head  in  Furies'  lap. 

Shal.   Honeft  gentleman,  I  know  not  your  breeding. 

Pift.  Why  then,  lament  therefore. 

Shal.  Give  me  pardon,  fir — If,  fir,  you  come  with 
news  from  the  court,  I  take  it,  there  is  but  two  ways ; 
either  to  utter  them,  or  to  conceal  them.  I  am,  fir, 
under  the  king,  in  fame  authority. 

,  q  Pift. 
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Pift.  Under  which  king,  Bezonian  }  fpeak,  or  die. 

Shal.  Under  king  Harry. 

Pi  ft.  Harry  the  fourth?  or  fifth  ? 

Shal.  Harry  the  fourth. 

Pift.  A  foutra  for  thine  office  ! — 
Sir  John,  thy  tender  lambkin  now  is  king  ; 
Harry  the  fifth's  the  man.     I  fpeak  the  truth  : 
When  Piftol  lies,  do  this  ;  and  fig  me,  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard. 

FaU  What !  is  the  old  king  dead  ? 

Pi/I,  As  nail  in  door  :  the  things  I  fpeak,  are  juft. 

FaU  Away,  Bardolph  ;  faddle  my  horfe. — Mafter 
Robert  Shallow,  choofe  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the 
land,  5tis  thine. — Piftol,  I  will  double  charge  thee 
with  dignities. 

Bard.  O  joyful  day  ! — I  would  not  take  a  knight- 
hood for  my  fortune. 

Pift,  What?  I  do  bring  good  news  ? 

Fal.  Carry  mafter  Silence  to  bed. — Mafter  Shallow, 
my  lord  Shallow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  fortune's 
fteward.  Get  on  thy  boots:  we'll  ride  all  night  — 
Oh,  fweet  Piftol  !-— Away,  Barclolrfh — Come,  Piftol, 
litter  more  to  me;  and,  withal,  devife  fomething  to 
do  thyfelf  good. — Boot,  boot,  mafter  Shallow;  I  know, 
the  young  king  is  lick  for  me.  Let  us  take  any 
man's  horfes  ;  the  laws  of  England  are  at  my  com- 
mandment. Happy  are  they  which  have  been  my 
friends ;   and  woe  to  my  lord  chief  juftice  ! 

Pift,  Let  vultures  vile  leize  on  his  lungs  alio! 
Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led,  fay  they  : 
Why,  here  it  is ;  Welcome  theie  pleafant  days. 

f  Exeunt. 


SCENE    IV.      A  Street  in  London.      . 

Enter  ffoftefs   QyicKLY,    Doll  Tear  -  Sheet,   and 
Beadles. 

Heft.  No,  thou  arrant  knave  ;  I  would  I  might  die, 
that  I  might  have  thee  hang'd  ;  thou  haft  drawn  my 
fhoylcler  out  of  joint. 

Bead. 
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Bead.  The  conftables  have  deliver'd  her  over  to 
me;  and  ihe  (hall  have  whipping-cheer  enough,  I 
Warrant  her  :  There  hath  been  a.  man  or  two,  lately, 
kill'd  about  her. 

Doll.  Nut-hook,  nut-hook,  you  lie.  Come  on;  I'll 
tell  thee  what,  thou  damn'd  tripe-vifag'd  rafcal ;  if 
the  child  1  now  go  with,  do  mifcarry,  thou  hadft 
better  thou  hadft  ftruck  thy  mother,  thou  paper- fac'cl 
villain. 

Hoft.  O  the  Lord,  that  Sir  John  were  come  !  he 
would  make  this  a  bloody  day  to  fomebody.  But  I 
pray  God,  the  fruit  of  her  womb  mifcarry ! 

Bead.  If  it  do,  you  fhall  have  a  dozen  of  cufhions 
again  ;  you  have  but  eleven  now.  Come,  I  charge 
you  both  go  with  me ;  for  the  man  is  dead,  that  you 
and  Piftol  beat  among  you. 

Doll.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  thou  thin  man  in  a  cenfer  ! 
I  will  have  you  as  foundly  lwing'd  for  this,  you  blue- 
bottle-rogue !  you  filthy  famifh'd  correctioner!  if  you 
be  not  iwing'dj  I'll  forfwear  half-kirtles. 

Bead.  Come,  come,  you  me  knight-errant ;  come, 

Hoft.  O,  that  right  mould  thus  overcome  might ! 
Well;  of  fufFerance  comes  eafe. 

Doll,  come,  you  rogue,  come  ;  bring  me  to  a  jufticeb 

Hofi.  Ay;  come,  you  ftarv'd  blood-hound. 

Doll.  Goodman  death  !  goodman  bones  ! 

Hoft.  Thou  atomy,  thou  ! 

Doll.  Come,  you  thin  thing;  come,  you  rafcal  J 

Bead.  Very  well.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    V.     A  Public  Place  near  Weftminfter- Abbey. 
Enter  two  Grooms^  ftrewing  Rufhes. 

1  Groom.  More  rufhes,  more  rufhes. 

2  Groom.  The  trumpets  have  founded  twice. 

I  Groom.  It  will  be  two  o'clock  ere  they  come  from 
the  coronation  :  Difpatch,  difpatch.       \_Exeunt  Grooms. 

Enter  Falstaff,  Shallow,  Pistol,  Bardolph^  and 

the  Boy. 

Fal.  Stand  here  by  me,  mafter  Robert  Shallow;  I 
will  make  the  king  do  you  grace  :  I  will  leer  upon 

"G  2  him, 
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him,   as  'a  comes  by ;  and  do  but  mark  the  'counte* 
nance  that  he  will  give  me. 

Pifu  'Blefs  thy  lungs,  good  knight ! 

FaL  Come  here,  Piilol ;  Hand  behind  me. — O,  if  I 
had  had  time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  I  would  have 
beftow'd  the  thoufand  pound  I  borrowed  of  you.  \fl"o 
Shallow. 'I  But 'tis  no  matter;  this  poor  fhow  doth 
better  :  this  doth  infer  the  zeal  I  had  to  fee  him. 

ShaL  It  doth  fo. 

Fal.  It  (hews  my  earneftnefs  of  affeclion. 

Pifu  It  doth  fo. 

Fal.  My  devotion. 

ShaL  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

FaL  As  it  were,  to  ride  day  and  night;  and  not  to 
deliberate,  not  to  remember,  not  to  have  patience  to 
ihift  me. 

ShaL  It  is  moil  certain. 

FaL  But  to  ftand  ilain'd  with  travel,  and  fweating 
with  defire  to  fee  him  :  thinking  of  nothing  elfe  ; 
putting  all  affairs  elfe  in  oblivion;  as  if  there  were 
nothing  elfe  to  be  done,  but  to  fee  him. 

Pifu  ' 'Tis  femper  idem,  for  abfque  hoc  nihil  eft :  'Tis  all 
In  every  part. 

ShaL  'Tis  fo,  indeed. 

Pifu  My  knight,  I  will  inflame  thy  noble  liver, 
And  make  thee  rage. 

Thy  Doll,  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts, 
Is  in  bale  durance,  and  contagious  prifon  ; 
Haul'd  thither 

By  moft  mechanical  and  dirty  hand  : — 
Rouze  up  revenge  from  ebon  den  with  fell  Alecto's 

fnake, 
For  Doll  is  in  ;  Piftol  fpeaks  nought  but  truth. 

FaL  I  will  deliver  her. 

Pifu    There    roar'd   the  fea,   and  trumpet-clangor 
founds. 

The  Trumpets  found.     Enter  the  King,  and  his  Train. 

FaL  God  lave  thy  grace,  king  Hal  !  my  royal  Hal  f 
Pijt.  The  heavens  thee  guard  and  keep,  mofl  royal 
imp  of  fame  ! 

FaL 
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.  God  fave  thee,  my  fvveet  boy  ! 

King*   My  lord  chief  juilice,  fpeak  to  that  vain  man. 

Cb.  Juft.  Have  you  your  wits  ?     know    you   what 
'tis  you  fpeak  r 

Fal.  My  king  !    my  Jove  !    I   fpeak   to    thee,    my 
heart ! 

Kingi  I'know  thee  not,  old  man:  Fall  to  thy  prayers; 
How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  fool,  and  jeller  ! 
1  have  long  dream'd  of  fuch  a  kind  of  man, 
So  furfeit-lwell'd,  fo  old,  and  fo  profane  ; 
But,  being  awake,  1  do  defpife  my  dream. 
Make  lefa  thy  body,  hence,-  and  more  thy  grace  ; 
Leave  gormandizing  ;  know  the  grave  doth  gape 

For  thee  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men  : 

Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-born  jell; 

Prefume  not,  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was : 

For  heaven  doth  know,  fo  mall  the  world  perceive* 

That  I  have  turn'd  away  my  former  felf ; 

So  will  I  thofe  that  kept  me  company. 

When  thou  doll  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been, 

Approach  me  ;  and  thou  fhalt  be  as  thou  waft. 

The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riots  : 

'Till  then,  1  banilh  thee  on  pain  of  death — 

As  I  have  done  the  rell  of  my  miileaders — 

Not  to  come  near  our  perfon  by  ten  miles. 

For  competence  of  life,    I  will  allow  you  ; 

That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil : 

And,  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  yourfelves, 

We  will — according  to  your  flrength,  and  qualities—' 

Give  you  advancement. — Be  it  your  charge,  my  lord, 

To  fee  per  form' d  the  tenor  of  our  word. — 

Set  on,  \_Exit  King,  c3V, 

Fal.  Mailer  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  thousand  pound. 

Sbal.  Ay,  marry,  Sir  John;  which  1  befeech  you 
to  let  me  have  home  with  me. 

Fal,  That  can  hardly  be,  mailer  Shallow.  Do  not 
you  grieve  at  this;  I  fhall  be  fent  for  in  private  to  him  : 
look  you,  he  mull  feern  thus  to  the  world.  Fear  not 
your  advancement:  I  will  be  the  man  vet,  that  fhall 
make  you  great, 

ShaL 
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ShaL  1  cannot  perceive  how;  unlefs  you  give  me 
your  doublet,  and  ftuffme  out  with  ilraw.  1  befeech 
you,  good  Sir  John,  let  me  have  five  hundred  of  my 
thoufand. 

FaL  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word  :  this  that 
you  heard,  was  but  a  colour. 

ShaL  A  colour,  I  fear,  that  you  will  die  in,  Sir 
John. 

FaL  Fear  no  colours;  go  with  me  to  dinner.  Come, 
lieutenant  Piftol ; — come,  Bardolph  ; — I  lhall  be  fent 
for  foon  at  night. 

Re-enter  the  Chief  Jufiicc,  Prince  John,  £sV. 

Ch.  Juft.  Go,  carry  Sir  John  FalftafTto  the  Fleet  5 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  him. 

FaL  My  lord,   my  lord 

Ch.  Juft.  1  cannot  now  fpeak  :  I  will  hear  you  foon* 
Take  them  away. 

Pift.  Si  for  tuna  me  tormenta,fpero  me  contenta. 

[Exeunt* 

Manent  Lancaster,  and  Chief  Juftice. 

Lan.  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  king's  ; 
He  hath  intent,  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  very  well  provided  for  ; 
But  all  arebanifh'd,  'till  their  converfations 
Appear  more  wife  and  modeft  to  the  world. 

CL  Juft.  And  fo  they  are. 

Lan.  'The  king  hath  call'd  his  parliament,  my  lord* 

Ch.Juft.  He  hath. 

Lan.  I  will  lay  odds — that,  ere  this  year  expire, 
We  bear  our  civil  fwords,  and  native  fire, 
As  far  as  France  :  I  hear  a  bird  fo  fing, 
Whofe  mufick,  to  my  thinking,  pleas'd  the  king.^ 
Come,  will  you  hence  ?  [Exeunt* 


THE    END. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

General  Magazine  and  Impartial  Re<vie<w  Office, 

April  I,   1791. 

VyUR  only  motive  for  again  altering  trie  mode  of 
publifhing  fuch  Plays  and  Embellifhments  as  are  yet 
vvantingto  complete  the  Edition  of  Shakspeare,  arifes 
partly  from  a  wifh  to  comply  with  repeated  and  mul- 
tiplied applications  to  bring  that  Work  to  a  conclu- 
lion,  and  partly  from  a  defire  (not  lefs  ardent)  the 
fooner  to  bring  forward  the  Hiftory  of  a  Nation 
now  rendered,  by  a  late  event,  Hill  more  worthy  of 
the  Hiftorian's  pen.  In  our  next  Number,  therefore, 
will  commence 

(Dedicated  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Vyse,  LL.D.  F.  R.  S.  Reftor 
St.  Mary,  Lambeth,   and  Canon  Refidentiary   of  the  Ca- 
thedral Church  of  Litchfield) 

THE 

HISTORY     OF     FRANCE, 

B  Y 

WILLIAM    BECKFORD,    Esc-. 

AUTHOR    OF 

A  DESCRIPTIVE  ACCOUNT  of   the  ISLAND  of   JAMAICA. 


I.  This  Work  to  be  feparately  paged,  to  bind  up  in  Four 

handfome  Octavo  Volumes. 

II.  The  Type   to   be  entirely   new,  from  the  Foundery  of 

Fry  and  Co. 

III.  The  Printing  to  be  executed  by  Spilsbury  and  Son. 

IV.  The  Paper  to  be  of  an  excellent  quality — r.nd, 

V.  The  numerous  Hiiioricai  Subjects,   with  v/hich  the  Vo- 

lumes are  to  be  enriched,  to  be  engraved  by  Walker, 
Angus,  W.  J.  Taylor^  and  other  Artills  of  eminence, 
from  the  original  Drawings  of  Burn  ey,  Corbould, 
Ryley,  Days,  Byron,  &c.  Thefe  expenfive  Em- 
bellishments will  be  encom pa/Ted  by  an  ornamental 
Border,  beautifully  chara&eriftic,  from  the  elegant 
pencil  of  Mr.  Burnet. 
yi.  A  Map  of  France,  accurately  engraved  and  coloured, 
will  be  likewife  given  in  the  couife  of  the  publication. 

It 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

It  now  remains  again  to  affure  the  purchafers  of 
The  General  Magazine  and  Impartial  Review, 
that  every  future  detached  fubjed  will  be  printed  fron> 
Original  Manufcripts,  in  which  it  is  meant  to  blend 
Morality,  Inftru&ion,  and  Amufement.  Thefe  fub- 
jedts  will  not  be  publifhed  in  any  other  mode  than  in 
the  Magazine,  and  will  be  comprized  in  the  courfe  of 
from  1 8  to  24  months. 

The  extreme  length  of  time  neceffary  for  the  com- 
pletion of  Shakfpeare,  was  another  leading  inducement 
for  publifhing  the  remaining  Plays  and  Embellifh- 
ments  in  feparate  Numbers,  Price  One  Shilling  each. 
N°  1  to  6  are  already  out;  and  the  remainder  will  ad- 
vance in  quick  fucceflion,  in  general  at  the  rate  of 
two  a  month,  in  order  that  Gentlemen  and  Ladies 
may  become  pofTeiTed  of  complete  lets  ready  for  the 
Bookbinder  by  the  ifl  of  July  or  Auguft  at  the  fartheft. 
The  Binder  fhould  be  itrictly  charged  to  prefs  the 
Engravings  by  them/elves. 

(J^r  The  General  Magazine  and  Impartial 
Review,  from  its  commencement,  may  be  had  at 
any  period  of  time  j  but  the  Plays  of  Shakfpeare  is  the 
only  detached  work  that  will  never  be  reprinted.  The 
Proprietors  earneilly  re  quell  Subscribers  to  complete 
their  fets,  up  to  the  preient  time,  as  foon  as  poflibly 
convenient,  in  order  to  prevent  a  difappointment, 
which  moil  probably  (judging  from  the  prefent  de- 
mand for  former  Numbers)  they  may  in  the  courfe 
of  a  few  months  experience  by  delay.  The  com- 
pletion of  the  General-Magazine  Shakfpearc,  publifhed 
thus  fingly,  will  not  exceed  13  or  j^.  Numbers  at; 
the  fartheft. 
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DRAMATIS     PERSONS 

MEN. 

King  Henry  the  Fifth. 

Duke  of  Gloster,  I    p     .  i    v 

n  ,        f  Rr  '  \  Brothers  to  the  Kin?* 

Duke  of  Bedford,  J  6 

Duke  of  York,  1  TT    1    _     ,    „. 

tx   ,       r  T?  f  Uncles  to  the  Ki 

Duke  of  Exeter,  J 


.in?* 


Earl  of  Salisbury. 

Earl  of  Westmoreland. 

Earl  of  Warwick. 

Archbifhop  of  Canterbury. 

Bifhop  of  Ely. 

Earl  of  Cambridge,     1 

Lord  Scroop,  >  Confpirators  againfi  the  Kin*. 

Sir  Thomas  Grey,       J 

Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  Gower,  Fluellen,  Mack- 
morris,  JamYj   Officers  in  King  Henry  s  Army. 

Nym,  Bardolph,  Pistol,  Bty,  formerly  Servants  to 
Falftaff,  now  Soldiers  in  the  Kngs  Army* 

Bates,  Court,  Williams,  Soldiers. 

Charlks  the  Sixth,  King  of  Trance. 

The  Dauphin. 

Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Constable,  Orleans,  Rambures,  Bourbon,  Grand* 
Pre'e,   French  Lords* 

Governor  of  Harfleur. 

Montjoy,  a  Herald, 

Ambaffadors  to  the  King  of  England*  > 

W  O  M  E  N. 

Isabel,  Queen  of  France. 
Katharine,  Daughter  to  th-  King  of  France. 
Alice,  d  Lady  attending  on  the  Princefs  Katharine. 
Quickly,  Piftol's  Mrife,  an  Hojkfs. 

Chorus.  . 

Lords,    Meffengers,    French  and  Englijh  Soldiers,    with    other 
Attendants. 

7 he  Scene,  at  the  Beginning   of  the  Play,  lies    in  England : 
but  afterwards  wholly  in  France. 
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ACT     I. 

SCENE  I.  An  Aniich  amber  in  the  Englijb  Court,  at 
Kenelworth,  Enter  the  Archbijhop  of  Canterbury ,  and 
Bijhop  of  Ely. 

Canterbury. 

MY  lord,  I'll  tell  you— that  (elf  bill  is  urg'd. 
Which,  in  the  eleventh  year  o'  the  laft  king's  reign, 
Was  like,  and  had  indeed  againft  us  pair, 
But  that  the  fcambling  and  unquiet  time 
Did  pufTt  it  out  of  further  quefVion. 

Ely.  But  how,   my  lord,   (hall  we  refifl-  it  now  ! 

Cant.  It  muft  be  thought  on.     If  it  pafs  againll  us, 
We  lofe  the  better  half  of  our  polTefTion  ; 
For  all  the  temporal  lands,  which  men  devout 
By  teihment  have  given  to  the  church, 
Would  they  ftrip  from  us ;  being  valu'd  thus — 
As  much  as  would  maintain,  to  the  king's  honour, 
Full  fifteen  earls,  and  fifteen  hundred  knights  ; 
Six  thouiand  and  two  hundred  good  efquires  ; 
And,  to  relief  of  lazars,  and  weak  age, 
Of  indigent  faint  fouls,  patt  corporal  toil, 
A  hundred  alms-houfes,  right  well  fupply'd; 
And  to  the  coffers  of  the  king,  befide, 
A  thoufand  pounds  by  the  year  :   Thus  runs  the  bill. 

Ely.    This  would  drink  deep. 

Cant.   'Twould  drink  the  cup  and  all. 

Ely.   But  what  prevention  ? 

Cant.  The  king  is  full  of  grace,  and  fair  regard. 

Ely.  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  church. 

A  2  Cant. 
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Cant,  The  courfes  of  his  youth  promis'd  it  not. 
The  breath  no  fooner  left  his  father's  body, 
But  that  his  wildnefs,  mortify'd  in  him, 
Seem'd  to  die  too :  yea,  at  that  very  moment, 
Confideration  like  an  angel  came, 
And  whipp'd  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him  j 
Leaving  his  body  as  a  paradife, 
To  envelope  and  contain  celeftial  fpirits. 
Never  was  fuch  a  fudden  fcholar  made  : 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood, 
With  fuch  a  heady  current,  fcouring  faults  5 
Nor  never  Hydra-headed  wilfulnefs 
So  foon  did  lofe  his  feat,  and  all  at  once, 
As  in  this  king. 

Ely.  We  are  blefTed  in  the  change. 

Cant,  Hear  him  but  reafon  in  divinity, 
And,  all-admiring,  with  an  inward  wifh 
You  would  defire  the  king  were  made  a  prelate  j 
Hear  him  debate  of  common-wealth  affairs, 
You  would  fay,— it  hath  been  all-in  all  his  fludy : 
Lift  his  difcourfe  of  war,  and  you  (hall  hear 
A  fearful  battle  render'd  you  in  mufick  : 
Turn  him  to  any  caufe  of  policy, 
The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloofe,     • 
Familiar  as  his  garter ;  that,  when  he  fpeaks, 
The  air,  a  charter'd  libertine,  is  ftill, 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears, 
To  fteal  his  fweet  and  honey'd  fentences ; 
So  that  the  art,  and  pracYic  part  of  life 
IVlufl:  be  the  miflrefs  to  this  theorique: 
Which  is  a  wonder,  how  his  grace  mould  glean  it, 
Since  his  addiction  was  to  courfes  vain  ; 
His  companies  unletter'd,  rude,  and  mallow ; 
His  hours  filled  up  with  riots,  banquets,  fports ; 
And  never  noted  in  him  any  fludy, 
Any  retirement,  any  fequeflration 
trom  open  haunts  and  popularity. 

Ely,  The  itrawberry  grows  underneath  the  nettle, 
And  wholefome  berries  thrive,  and  ripen  befl, 
Neighbour'd  by  fruit  of  bafer  quality  : 
And  fo  the  prince  obfcur'd  his  contemplation 

Under 
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Under  the  veil  of  wildnefs  ;  which,  no  doubt, 
Grew  like  the  fummer  grafs,  fafteft  by  night, 
Unfeen,  yet  crefcive  in  his  faculty. 

Cant.  It  muft  be  fo  :  for  miracles  are  ceas'd  ; 
And  therefore  we  muft  needs  admit  the  means, 
How  things  are  perfected. 

Ely.  But,  my  good  lord, 
How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill 
Urg'd  by  the  commons  ?  Doth  his  majefty 
Incline  to  it,  or  no  ? 

Cant.  He  feems  indifferent ; 
Or,  rather,  fwaying  more  upon  our  part, 
Than  cheriming  the  exhibiters  againft  us  : 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  majefty— 
Upon  our  fpiritual  convocation ; 
And  in  regard  of  caufes  now  in  hand, 
Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  grace  at  large, 
As  touching  France — to  give  a  greater  fum 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  predecefTors  part  withal.  ^ 

Ely.  How  did  this  offer  feem  receiv'd,  my  ftfrd  ? 

Cant.  With  good  acceptance  of  his  majefty: 
Save,  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear 
(As,  I  perceiv'd,  his  grace  would  fain  have  done) 
The  feverals,  and  unhidden  paflages, 
Of  his  true  titles  to  fome  certain  dukedoms ; 
And,  generally,  to  the  crown  and  feat  of  France, 
Deriv'd  from  Edward,  his  great  grand-father. 

Ely.  What  was  the  impediment  that  broke  this  off? 

Cant.  The  French  smbaffador,  upon  that  inftant, 
Crav'd  audience  :  And  the  hour,  I  think,  is  come, 
To  give  him  hearing  ;  Is  it  four  o'clock  ? 

Ely.  It  is. 

Cant.  Then  go  we  in,  to  knew  his  embafly ; 
Which  I  could,  with  a  ready  guefs  declare, 
Before  the  Frenchman  fpeaks  a  word  of  it. 

£ly.  Pll  wait  upon  you  ;  and  I  long  to  hear  it. 

r  lExeunt, 


A  3  SCENE 
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SCENE     II, 


Opens  to  the  Prefence.  Enter  King  Henry,  Gloster, 
Bkdford,  Warwick,  .  Westmoreland,  and 
Exetek. 

K.  Henry.  Where  is  my  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury  ? 

'Exe.  Not  here  in  prefence. 

K,  Henry.   Send  for  him,  good  uncle. 

Weft    ShairW  call  in  the  ambaflador,  my  liege  ? 

K,  Henry,  Not  yet,  my  couiin  ;  we  would  be  refolv'd, 
Before  we  hear  him,  or  fome  things  of  weight, 
That  tSfjc'our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  France. 

Enterkhe  Archbijhop  of  Canterbury,  and  Bijhop  of  Ely. 

Cant,  God,  and  his  angels,  guard  your  facred  throne, 
And  rpake  you  long  become  it ! 

K.  Henry.  Sure,  we  thank  you. 
My  learned  lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed  ; 
And  juftly  and  religioufly  unfold, 
WhjjjbeJ^w  Salique,  that  they  have  in  France, 
Or  ffSuTdT  or  mould  cot,  bar  us  in  our  claim  ? 
And  God  forbid  my  dear  and  faithful  lord, 
That  you  fhould  fadiion,  wrelt,  or  bow  your  reading, 
Or  nicely  charge  your  undei Handing  loul 
With  opening  titles  mifcreate,  whofe  right 

Suits  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth  ; 

For  God  doth  know,  how  many,  now  in  health, 

Shall  drop  their  blood  in  approbation 

Of  what  your  reverence  (hall  incite  us  to  : 

Therefore  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  perfon, 

How  you  awake  the  deeping  fword  of  war  ; 

We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  God,  take  heed  : 

For  never  twp  fuch  kingdoms  did  contend, 

Without  much  fall  of  blood  ;  whofe  guiltlefs  drops 

Are  every  one  a  woe,  a  fore  complaint, 

'Gai-iit.hkTK   whofe  wrong  gives  edge  unto  the  fword 

That  makesiucri^vafte  in  brief  mortality. 

Uncier 4his  conjuration,  fpeak,  my  lord; 

For  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  in  heart, 

That 
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That  what  you  fpeak  is  in  your  confcience  wafiYd 
As  pure  as  fin  with  baptifm. 

Cant.  Then   hear   me,    gracious   fovereign — and   you 
peers, 
That  owe  your  lives,  your  faith,  and  fervices, 
To  this  imperial  throne. — There  is  no  bar 
To  make  againft  your  highnefs'  claim  to  France, 
But  this  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond— 
In  t  err  am  Salic  am  mulieres  ?ic  fuccedant^ 
No  zvoman  jhall  fucceed  in  Salique  land : 
Which  Salique  land  the  French  unjuflly  gloze 
To  be  the  realm  of  France,  and  Pharamond 
The  founder  of  this  law  and  female  bar. 
Yet  their  own  authors- faithfully  affirm, 
That  the  land  Salique  lies  in  Germany, 
Between  the  floods  of  Saia  and  of  Elbe : 
Where  Charles  the  great,  having  fubdu'd  the  Saxons, 
There  left  behind  and  fettled  certain  French  ; 
Who  hoiding  in  difdain  the  German  women, 
For  fome  difhoneft  manners  of  their  life, 
Eftablim'd  there  this  law — -to  wit,  no  female 
Should  be  inheritrix  in  Salique  land ; 
Which  Salique,  as  I  faid,  'twixt  Elbe  and  Saia, 
Is  at  this  day  in  Germany  calPd — Meifen. 
Thus  doth  it  well  appear,  the  Salique  law 
Was  not  devifed  for  the  realm  of  France : 
Nor  did  the  French  poftefs  the  Salique  land 
Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  years 
After  defunction  of  king  Pharamond, 
Idly  fuppos'd  the  founder  of  this  law; 
Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 
Four  hundred  twenty-fix  ;  and  Charles  the  great, 
Subdu'd  the  Saxons,  and  did  feat  the  French 
Beyond  the  river  Saia,  in  the  year 
Eight  hundred  five.     Befides,  their  writers  fay, 
King  Pepin,  which  depofed  Childerick, 
Did,  as  heir  general,  being  defcended 
Of  Blithiid,  which  was  daughter  to  king  Clothair, 
Make  claim  and  title  to  the  crown  of  France. 
Hugh  Capet  alfo— that  ufurp'd  the  crown 
Of  Charles  the  duke  of  Lorain,  fole  heir  male 

A  4  0f 
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Of  the  true  line  and  ftock  of  Charles  the  great— 

To  find  his  title  with  fome  mew  of  truth 

(Though,  in  pure  truth,  it  was  corrupt  and  naught), 

Convey'd  himftlf  as  heir  to  the  lady  Lingare, 

Daughter  to  Charlemain,  who  was  the  fon 

To  Lewis  the  emperor,  and  Lewis  the  fon 

Of  Charles  the  great.     Alfo  king  Lewis  the  ninth, 

Who  was  fole  heir  to  the  ufurper  Capet, 

Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  confidence, 

Wearing  the  crown  of  France,  'till  fatisfy'd 

That  fair  queen  Ifabel,  his  grandmother, 

Was  lineal  of  the  lady  Ermengare, 

Daughter  to  Charles  the  forefaid  Duke  of  Lorain; 

By  the  which  marriage,  the  line  of  Charles  the  great 

Was  re-united  to  the  crown  of  France. 

S    that,  as  clear  as  is  the  fummer's  fun, 

King  Pep     -  title,  and  Hugh  Capet's  claim, 

King  Lewis  his  fatisfaction,  all  appear 

Tohold  in  right  and  title  of  the  female  : 

So  do  the  kings  ot  France  unto  this  day  ; 

HcAvbeit  they  would  hold  up  this  Salique  law, 

To  bar  your  highnefs  claiming  from  the  female; 

And  rather  chule  to  hide  them  in  a  net, 

Than  amply  to  imbare  their  crooked  titles, 

U'urp'd  from  you  and  your  progenitors. 

K.  Henry.   May  I,   with  right  and  confeience,  make 
this  claim  ? 

Cant.  The  fin  upon  my  head,  dread  foverejgn! 
For   n  the  book  of  Numbers  is  it  writ — 
When  'he  fon  dies,  Let  the  inheritance 
Defend  unto  the  daughter.     Gracious  lord, 
Stand  fur  your  own  ;  unwind  your  bloody  flag; 
Lo.  k  back  unto  your  mighty  anceftors : 
Go.   my  died  lord,  to  y«  ui  tjreat  grandfire's  tomb, 
From  whom  Yuu  cl.  i   i  ;  inv'ptk*  his  warlike  fpirit, 
And  y  ur  great  uncle's,  Edward  the  black  prince  ; 
Who  on  the  French  ground  piay'd  a  tragedy, 
Making  defeat  on  the  full  power  of  France  ; 
Whiles  his  rood  mighty  father  on  a  hill, 
Stood  fmiling,  to  behold  his  lion's  whelp 
Forage  in  blood  of  French  nobility, — 

O  noble 
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O  noble  Englifh,  that  could  entertain 
With  half  their  forces  the  full  pride  of  France  ; 
And  let  another  half  ftand  laughing  by, 
All  out  of  work,  and  cold  for  action  ! 

Ely.  Awake  remembrance  of  thefe  valiant  dead, 
And  with  your  puiflant  arm  renew  their  feats : 
You  are  their  heir,  you  fit  upon  their  throne; 
The  blood  and  courage,  that  renowned  them, 
P.uns  in  your  veins  ;  and  my  thrice -puillant  liege 
Is  in  the  very  May-morn  of  his  youth, 
Ripe  for  exploits  and  mighty  enterprizes. 

Exe.  Your  brother  kings  and  monaahs  of  the  earth 
Do  all  expect  that  you  ihould  roufe  yourfelf, 
As  did  the  former  lions  of  your  blood. 

Weft,  They  know  your  grace  hath  caufe,  and  means 
and  might  ; 
So  hath  your  bignnefs;  never  king  of  England 
Had  nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  iubjecls  ; 
Whofe  hearts  have  left  their  bodies  here  in  England, 
And  lie  pavilion'd  in  the  field?  of  France. 

Cant.  O,  let  their  bodies  follow,  mv  dear  liege, 
With  blood,  and  fword,  and  fire,   to  win  your  right  : 
In  aid  whereof,  we  of  the  fpiritualy 
Will  raife  your  highnefs  fuch  a  mighty  fum, 
As  never  did  the  clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  anceftors. 

K,  Henry  We  muit  not  only  arm  to  invade  the  French  ; 
But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Againft  the  Scot,  who  will  make  road  upon  us 
With  all  advantages. 

Cant,  They  of  thofe  marches,  gracious  fovereign, 
Shall  be  a  wall  fufficient  to  defend 
Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers. 

K  Henry,  We  do  not  mean  the  courfing  fnatchers  only, 
But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 
Who  hath  been  ftill  a  giddy  neighbour  to  us  : 
For  you  (hall  read,  that  my  great  grandfather 
Never  went  with  his  forces  into  France, 
But  that  the  Scot  on  his  uufurnifh'd  kingdom 
Came  pouring,   like  the  tide  into  a  breach, 
With  ample  and  brim  fulnefs  of  his  force ; 

Galling 
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Galling  tbe  gleaned  land  with  hot  alTays  ; 
Girding  with  grievous  liege  catties  and  towns; 
That  England,  being  empty  of  defence, 
Hath  (hook,  and  trembled  at  the  ill  neighbourhood. 

Cant.  She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd  than  harm'd,  my 
liege  : 
For  hear  her  but  exam  pled  by  herfelf — 
When  all  her  chivalry  hath  been  in  France, 
And  (he  a  mourning  widow  of  her  nobles, 
She  hath  herfelf  not  only  well  defended, 
But  taken,  and  impounded  as  a  flray, 
The  king  of  Scots  ;  whom  (lie  did  fend  to  France, 
To  fill  king  Edward's  fame  with  prifoner  kings; 
And  make  your  chronicle  as  rich  with  praife, 
As  is  theouze  and  bottom  of  the  Tea 
With  funken  wreck  and  fumlefs  treafuries. 

Exe.  But  there's  a  faying  very  old  and  true-— 

If  that  you  will  France  win 
Then  with  Scotland  fir/i  begin  : 
For  once  the  eagle  England  being  in  prey, 
To  her  unguarded  neft  the  wcazel  Scot 
Comes  fneaking,  and  fo  fucks  her  princely  eggs; 
Playing  the  mo  Life,  in  abfence  of  the  cat, 
To  faint  and  havock  more  than  (he  can  eat. 

Ely.  It  follows  then,  the  cat  muft  ftay  at  home  : 
Yet  that  is  but  a  cursM  neceffity  ; 
Since  we  have  locks  to  fafeguard  necefTaries, 
And  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 
While  that  the  armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad, 
The  advifed  head  defends  itfelf  at  home  : 
For  government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower, 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  confent ; 
Gongruing  in  a  full  and  natural  clofe, 
Like  Munck. 

Cant.  True  :  therefore  doth  heaven  divide 
The  irate  of  man  in  divers  functions, 
Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion; 
To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  aim  or  butt, 
Obedience  :  for  fo  work  the  honey  bees ; 
Creatures,   that,  by  a  rule  in  nature,  teach 
The  art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 

They 
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They  have  a  king,  and  officers  of  fort : 

Where  fome,  like  magiftrates,  correct  at  home  ; 

Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad ; 

Others,  like  foldiers,  armed  in  their  itings, 

Make  boot  upon  the  fn miner's  velvet  buds  ; 

Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 

To  the  tent-royal  of  their  emperor  : 

Who,  bufy'd  in  his  majefty,  furveys 

The  iiuging  mafons  building  roofs  of  gold  ; 

The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey; 

The  poor  mechanick  porters  crowding  in 

Their  heavy  burdens  at  his  narrow  gate  ; 

The  fad  ey'd  juifice,  with  his  furly  hum, 

Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 

The  lazy  yawning  drone.     I  this  infer — 

That  many  things,  having  full  reference 

To  one  confent,  may  work  concrarioufly  ; 

As  many  artows,  loofed  feveral  ways, 

Fly  to  one  mark  ; 

As  many  feveral  ways  meet  in  one  town  ; 

As  many  freih  ftreams  run  in  one  felf  fea  ; 

As  many  lines  clofe  in  the  dial's  centre  ; 

So  may  a  thoufand  aeYions,  once  afoot, 

End  in  one  purpofe,  and  be  all  well  borne 

Without  defeat.     Therefore  to  France,  my  liege. 

Divide  your  happy  England  into  four  ; 

Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France, 

And  you  withal  mall  make  all  Gallia  (hake. 

If  we,  with'thrice  that  power  left  at  home, 

Cannot  defend  our  own  door  from  the  dog, 

Let  us.be  worried  ;  and  our  nation  lofe 

The  name  of  hardinefs,  and  policy. 

K.  Henry.  Call  in  the  meflengers  fent  from   the   Dau- 
phin. 
Now  are  we  well  refolv'd  :  and — by  God's  help  ; 
And  yours,  the  noble  finews  of  our  power — 
France  being  ours,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  awe, 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces :  Or  there  we'll  lit, 
Ruling,  in  large  and  ample  empery, 
O'er  Trance,  and  all  her  almoft  kingly  dukedoms ; 
Or  lay  thefe  bones  in  an  unworthy  urn, 

Tom  bit  fs. 
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Tomblefs,  with  no  remembrance  over  them : 
Either  our  hiftory  {hall,  with  full  mouth, 
Speak  freely  of  our  afts  ;  or  elfe  our  grave, 
Like  Turkiih  mute,  dial  I  have  a  tonguelefs  mouth, 
Not  worfhipp'd  with  a  waxen  epitaph. 

Enter  Ambajfadors  of  France, 

Now  we  are  well  prepar'd  to  know  the  pleafurc 
Of  our  fair  coufin  Dauphin  ;  for,  we  hear, 
Your  greeting  is  from  him,  not  from  the  king. 

Amb.  May't  pleafe  your  majefty,  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge  ? 
Or  (hall  we  fparingiy  (hew  you  far  off 
The  Dauphin's  meaning,  and  our  embaiTy  ? 

K,  Henry.  We  are  no  tyrant,  but  a  ChrifHan  king  : 
Unto  whole  grace  our  paflion  is  as  fubjecl, 
As  are  our  wretches  fetter'd  in  our  prifons : 
Therefore,  with  frank  and  with  uncurbed  plainnefs, 
Tell  us  the  Dauphin's  mind. 

Amb.  Thus  then,  in  few 

Your  highnefs,  lately  fending  into  France, 
Did  claim  fome  certain  Dukedoms,  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  predeceilbr,  king  Edward  the  third. 
In  anfwer  of  which  claim,  the  prince  our  maiter 
Says — that  you  favour  too  much  of  your  youth  ; 
And  bids  you  be  advis'd,  there's  nought  in  France, 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  galiiard  won  ; 
"You  cannot  revel  into  dukedoms  there: 
He  therefore  fends  you,  meeter  for  your  fpirit, 
This  tun  of  treafure  ;  and,  in  lieu  of  this, 
Defires  you,  let  the  dukedoms,  that  you  claim, 
Hear  no  more  of  you.     1  his  the  Dauphin  {peaks. 

K.  Henry.  What  treafure,  uncle? 

Exe.  Tennis  bai's,  my  liege. 

K.  Henry.  We  are  glad,  the  Dauphin   is   fo  pleafaat 
with  us ; 
His  prefent,  and  \our  pains  we  thank  you  for; 
When  we  have  match'd  our  rackets  to  thefe  bails, 
We  will,  id  France,  by  God's  grace,  play  a  fet, 
Shall  itrike  his  father's  crown  into  the  hazard  : 
Tell  him,  he  hath  made  a  match  with  fuch  a  wrangler, 

That 
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That  all  the  courts  of  France  will  be  difturb'd 

With  chaces.     And  we  underftand  him  well 

How  he  comes  o'er  us  with  our  wilder  days, 

Not  meafuring  what  ufe  we  made  of  them. 

We  never  valu'd  this  poor  feat  of  England  ; 

And  therefore,  living  hence,  did  give  ourfelf 

To  barbarous  licenfe  ;  as  'tis  ever  common, 

That  men  are  merriefr.  when  they  are  from  home. 

But  tell  the  Dauphin— I  will  keep  my  ftate; 

Be  like  a  king,  and  (hew  my  fail  of  greatnefs, 

When  I  do  rouzeme  in  my  throne  of  France  : 

For  that  I  have  laid  by  my  majefty, 

And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working  days  ; 

But  1  will  rife  there  with  fo  full  a  glory, 

That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  eyes  of  France, 

Yea,  ftrike  the  Dauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 

And  tell  the  pleafant  prince — this  mock  of  his 

Hath  turn'd  his  balls  to  gun-ftones ;  and  his  foul 

Shall  ftand  fore  charged  for  the  wafteful  vengeance 

That  (hall  fly  with  them  :  for  many  a  thoufand  widows 

Shall  this  his  mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  hulbands; 

Mock  mothers  from  their  fons,  mock  catties  down; 

And  fome  are  yet  ungotten,  and  unborn, 

That  (hall  have  caule  to  curfe  the  Dauphin's  fcorn. 

But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God, 

To  whom  I  do  appeal;  and  in  whofe  name, 

Tell  you  the  Dauphin,  lam  coming  on, 

To  'venge  me  as  I  may,  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightful  hand  in  a  well-hallowed  caufe. 

So,  get  you  hence  in  peace ;  and  tell  the  Dauphin, 

His  jeit  will  favour  bin  of  (hallow  wit, 

When  thoufands  weep,  more  than  did  laugh  at  it.— 

Convey  them  with  fate  conduct. — Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  AmbaJJadors, 

Exe.  This  was  a  merry  meflage. 

K.  Henry.  We  hope  to  make  the  fender  blufh  at  it. 
Therefore,  my  lords,  omit  no  happy  hour, 
That  may  give  furtherance  to  our  expedition : 
For  we  have  now  no  thought  in  us,  but  France; 
Save  thofe  to  God,  that  run  before  our  bufinefs. 
Therefore,  let  our  proportions  for  thefe  wars 

Be 
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Be  foon  collected  ;  and  all  things  thought  upon, 
That  may  with  reafonable  fwifrnefs,  add 
More  feathers  to  our  wings :  for,  God  before, 
We'll  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  father's  door. 
Therefore,  let  every  man  now  tafk  his  thought, 
That  this  fair  aclion  may  on  foot  be  brought. 


[Exeunt, 


A  C  T     II. 

Enter  Chorus.' 

Chorus. 

SSOW  all  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fire, 

And  filken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies  ; 

Mow  thrive  the  armourers^  and  honour* s  thought 

Reigns  folely  in  the  breafl  of  every  man  : 

They  fell  the  pa/lure  now,  to  buy  the  horfe ; 

Following  the  mirror  of  all  Chri/lian  kings, 

With  winged  heels,   as  Englijh  Mercuries. 

For  now  fits  Expectation  in  the  air; 

And  hides  a  fivord,    from  hilts  unto  the  pointy 

With  crowns  imperial,  crowns,  and  coronets^ 

Promised  to  Harry,  and  his  followers. 

"The  French  advh  'd  by  good  intelligence 

Of  this  mofl  dreadful  preparation, 

Shake  in  their  fear ;  and  zvith  pale  policy 

Seek  to  divert  the  Englijh  pur p of es . 

O  England! — model  to  thy  inward greatnefsy 

Like  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart  — 

JVnat  might  jl  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do, 

If  ere  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural! 

But  fee  thy  fault!  France  hath  in  thee  found  out 

A  nefl  of  hollow  bofoms,  which  fl)e  fills 

With  treacherous  crowns:  and  three  corrupted mert—     - 

One,   Richard  earl  of  Cambridge;   and  the  fecond, 

Henry  lord  Scroop  of  Ma/ham;   and  the  thi 

Sir  Thomas  Grey,  knight of 'Northumberland — 

Have  for  the  gilt  of  France  (O  guilt,  indeed! ) 

Confirmed 
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Confirmed  con/piracy  with  fearful  France ; 

And  by  their  hands  this  grace  of  kings  mtfl  die 

(If  hell  and  treafon  hold  their  promifes,) 

Ere  he  take  Jhip  for  France  and  in  Southampton. 

Linger  your  patience  on ;   and  well  dige/l 

The  abufe  of  di fiance,  while  we  force  a  play. 

The  fum  is  paid ;  the  traitors  are  agreed ; 

The  king  is  Jet  from  London;  and  the  fcene 

Js  now  tfanjbortedi  gentles,  to  Southampton : 

There  is  the  play-houfe  now,  there  mufl  you  fit  : 

And  thence  to  France  Jhallwe  convey  you  fafe, 

And  bring  you  back,  charming  the  narrow  feas 

To  give  you  gentle  pafs ;  for,  if  tue  may, 

We'll  not  offend  one  jhmach  with  our  play. 

But,   'till  the  king  come  forth,  and  not  'till  then, 

Unto  Southampton  do  we  Jhift  our  fcene,  [Exit, 


SCENE     I. 

Before  Quickly's   Hcife  in   Eaf  cheap.   Enter  Corporal 
Nym,  and  Lieutenant  B  a  r  d o l  p k. 

Bard.  Well  met,  corporal. 

Nym.  Good  morrow,  lieutenant  Bardolph. 

Bard.  What,  are  ancient  Piftol  and  yon  friends  yet  ? 

Nym.  For  my  part,  I  care  not :  1  fay  little ;  but  when 
time  (hall  ferve,  there  fhall  be  fmiles; — but  that  (hall  be 
as  it  may.  I  dare  not  fight;  but  I  will  wink,  and  hold 
out  mine  iron  :  It  is  a  fimple  one;  but  what  though?  it 
will  toaff.  cheefe  ;  and  ic  will  endure  cold  as  another  man's 
fword  will:  and  there's  the  humour  of  it. 

Bard.  I  will  bellow  a  breakfaft,  to  make  you  friends; 
and  we'll  be  all  three  fworn  brothers  to  France :  let  it  be 
fb,  good  corporal  Nym. 

Nym.  Faith,  I  will  live  fo  long  as  I  may,  that's  the 
certain  of  it ;  and,  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I  will 
60  as  I  may:  that  is  my  reft,  that  is  the  rendezvous  of  it. 

Bard.  It  is  certain,  corporal,  that  he  is  married  to  Nell 
Quickly:  and,  certainty,  fhe  did  you  wrong;  for  you 
were  troth-plight  to  her. 

Nym, 
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Nym.  I  cannot  tell;  things  rauft  be  as  they  may:  Men 
may  fleep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about  them 
at  that  time;  and,  fome  fay,  knives  have  edges.  It  muft 
be  as  it  may:  though  patience  be  a  tir'd  mare,  yet  (he 
will  plod.  There  muft  be  conclufions*  Well,  I  cannot 
tell. 

Enter  Pistol,  and  Quickly. 

Bard.  Here  comes  ancient  Piftol,  and  his  wife :— good 
corporal,  be  patient  here. — How  now,  mine  hoft  Piftol? 

Pi/I.  Bufe  tyke,  call'ft  thou  me— hoft  ? 
Now,  by  this  hand  I  fwear,  I  (corn  the  term  ; 
Nor  fhall  my  Nell  keep  lodgers. 

Quick.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  long:  for  we  cannot 
lodge  and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  gentlewomen,  that 
live  honeftly  by  the  prick  of  their  needles,  but  it  will  be 
thought  we  keep  a  bawdy-houfe  ftraight.— O  well-a-day, 
lady,  if  he  be  not  drawn  now  !  We  (hall  fee  wilful  adul- 
tery and  murder  committed. 

Bard.  Good  lieutenant,  good  corporal,  offer  nothing 
here. 

Nym.  PHh! 

Pi/?.  Pirn  for  thee,  Iceland  dog  !  thou  prick-ear'd  cur 
of  Iceland  ! 

Quick.  Good  corporal  Nym,  mew  the  valour  of  a  man, 
and  put  up  thy  fword. 

Nym.  Will  you  fhog  off?  I  would  have  you  Joins. 
Piji    Solus,  egregious  dog?  O  viper  vile! 
The  folus  in  thy  moft  marvellous  face ; 
The  film  in  thy  teeth,  and  in  thy  throat, 
.And  in  thy  hateful  lungs,  yea,  in  thy  maw,  perdy^ 
And,  which  is  worfe,  within  thy  nafty  mouth  ! 
I  do  retort  the  folus  in  thy  bowels : 
For  I  can  talk  ;  and  PiftoPs  cock  is  up, 
And  flaming  fire  will  follow. 

Nym.  I  am  not  Barbafon  ;  you  cannot  conjure  me:  I 
have  an  humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  .well  :  If  you 
grow  foul  with  me,  Piftol,  I  will  fcour  you  with  my 
rapier,  as  I  may,  in  fair  terms:  If  you  would  walk  oft, 
t  would  prick  your  gucs  a  little,  in  good  terms,  as  I  may, 
and  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Tift. 
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Pi/?.  O  brasgard  vile,  and  damned  furious  wight! 
The  grave  doth  gape,  and  doting  death  is  near  ; 
Therefore  exhale. 

Bard.  Hear  me,  hear  me  what  I  fay  :—  he  that  ftrikes 
the  firft  ftroke,  I'll  run  him  up  to  the  hilts,  as  I  am 
a  foldier. 

Pi/?.  An  oath  of  mickle  might ;  and  fury  fliall  abate. 
Give  me  thy  fifr7  thy  fore-foot  tome  give ; 
Thyfpirits  are  moft  tall. 

Nym.  I  will  cut  thy  throat,  one  time  or  other,  in  fair 
terms  ;  that  is  the  humour  of  it. 

Pift.  Coupe  ie  gorge,  that  is   the  word  ? — I  defy  thee 
again, 

0  hound  of  Crete,  think'ft  thou  my  fpoufe  to  get  ? 
No  ;   to  the  fpiral  go, 

And  from  the  powdering  tub  of  infamy 
Fetch  forth  the  lazar  kite  of  CrefTid's  kind, 
Doll  Tear-fheet  fhe  by  name,  and  her  efpoufe. 

1  have,  and  I  will  hold,  the  quondam  Quickly 

For  the  only  fhe  ;  and — Paucat  there's  enough  ;  go  to. 

Enter  the  Boy. 

Boy.  Mine  hod  Piitol,  you  mull:  come  to  my  matter — 
and  you  hoftefs ; — he  is  very  fick,  and  would  to  bed.— 
Good  Bardolph,  put  thy  nofe  between  his  meets,  and  do 
the  office  of  a  warming  pan  :  faith,  he's  very  ill. 

Bard.  Away,  you  rogue. 

ghiick.  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  crow  a  pudding 
one  of  thefe  days :  the  king  has  kill'd  his  heart. — Good 
hufband,  come  home  prefently.  [Exit  Quickly. 

Bard.  Come,  fliall  I  make  you  two  friends :  We  muff. 
to  France  together :  Why,  the  devil,  mould  we  keep 
knives  to  cut  one  another's  throats  ? 

Pi/?.  Let  floods  o'erfwell,  and  fiends  for  food  howl  on  ! 

Nym.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  millings  I  won  of  you 
at  betting  ? 

Pi/?.  Bafe  is  the  flave  that  pays. 

Nym.  That  now  I  will  have;  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Pi/?.  As  manhood  mail  compound  ;  Pufh  home. 

[Draw. 
B  Sard* 
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Bard.  By  this  fword,  he  that  makes  the  firft  thruft, 
I'll  kill  him  ;  by  this  fword,  I  will. 

Pift.  Sword  is  an  oath,  and  oaths  muft  have  their 
courfe. 

Bard.  Corporal  Nym,  an  thou  wilt  be  friends,  be 
friends  :  an  thou  wilt  not,  why  then  be  enemies  with 
me  too.     Pr'ythee  put  up. 

Nym.  I  mail  have  my  eight  (hillings,  I  won  of  you  at 
betting  ? 

Pift    A  noble  (halt  thou  have,  and  prefent  pay  ; 
And  liquor  likewife  will  I  give  to  thee, 
And  friendfliip  (hall  combine,  and  brotherhood  : 
I'll  live  by  Nym,  and  Nym  (hall  live  by  me ; — 
Is  not  this  juft  ?^-for  I  (hall  futler  be 
Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue. 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Nym.  I  (hall  have  my  noble  ? 

Pift.  In  cam  mod  juftly  paid. 

Nym.  Well  then,  that's  the  humour  of  ic. 

Re-  e  titer  Qy  i  c  k  l  y. 

Quick.  As  ever  you  came  of  women,  come  in  quickly 
to  Sir  John  :  Ah,  poor  heart  !  he  is  fo  (hak'd  of  a  burn- 
ing quotidian  tertian,  that  it  is  meft  lamentable  to  behold. 
Sweet  men,  come  to  him. 

Nym.  The  king  hath  run  bad  humours  on  the  knight, 
that's  the  even  of  it. 

Pift.  Nym,  thou  haft  fpoke  the  right ; 
His  heart  is  frafted,  and  corroborate. 

Nym.  The  king  is  a  good  king  :  but  it  muft  be  as  it 
may  ;  he  palles  fome  humours  and  careers. 

Pift.  Let  us  condole  the  knight;  for,  lambkins,  we 
will  live.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     If. 

Southampton.     Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  West- 

MOREL  AMD. 

Bed.  'Fore  God,  his  grace  is  bold,  touruft   thefc  trai- 
tors. 
Exe.  They  (hall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 

Weft. 
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Wejl.  How  fmooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themfelves ! 
As  if  allegiance  in  their  bofom  fat, 
Crowned  with  faith,  and  conftant  loyalty. 

Bed.  The  king  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend, 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

Exe.  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow, 
Whom  he  hath  cloy'd  and  grac'd  with  princely  favours— 
That  he  mould,  for  a  foreign  purfe,  fo  fell 
His  fovereign's  life  to  death  and  treachery ! 

[Trumpets  found. 

Enter  the  King,   Scroop,   Cambridge,   Grey,  and 
Attendants. 

K.  Henry*  Now  fits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My  lord  of  Cambridge — 2nd  my  kind  lord  of  Mafham, 
And  you  my  gentle  knight— give  me  your  thoughts: 
Think  you  not,  that  the  powers  we  bear  with  us, 
Will  cut  their  patfage  through  the  force  of  France ; 
Doing  the  execution,  and  the  acl, 
For  which  we  have  in  head  afTembled  them  ? 

Scroop.  No  doubt,  my  liege,  if  each  man  do  his  beft. 
K.  Henry.  I  doubt  not  that :  fince  we  are  well  per- 
fuaded, 
We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence, 
That  grows  not  in  a  fair  confent  with  ours ; 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wifti 
Succefs  and  conqueft  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam.  Never  was  monarch  better  fear'd,  and  lov'd, 
Than  is  your  majefty  ;  there's  not,  I  think,  a  fubjecl, 
That  (its  in  heart-grief  and  uneafinefs 
Under  the  fweet  (hade  of  your  government. 

Grey.  Even  thofe,  that  were  your  fathers  enemies, 
Have  fteep'd  their  galls  in  honey  ;  and  do  ferve  you 
With  hearts  create  of  duty  and  of  zeaL 

K.  Henry.  We  therefore  have  great  caufe  of  thankful  - 
nefs ; 
And  (hall  forget  the  office  of  our  hand, 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  deferr.  and  merit, 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthinefs. 

Scroop.  So  fervice  lhail  with  fteeled  finews  toil; 
And  labour  mall  refixfh  itfelf  with  hope, 

S?        .'  To 
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To  <Jo  vour  grace  inceftant  fervices. 

K.  Henry.  We  jud^e  no  lefs. — Uncle  of  Exeter, 
Enlarge  the  man  committed  yefterday, 
That  rail'd  againft  our  perfon  :  we  confider, 
It  was  excefs  of  wine  that  fet  him  on ; 
And,  on  his  more  advice,  we  pardon  him. 

Scroop.  That's  mercy,  but  too  much  fecurity  : 
Let  him  be  punifh'd,  fovereign  ;  left  example 
Breed,  by  his  fufTerance,   more  of  fuch  a  kind. 

K.  Henry.  O,  let  us  yet  be  merciful. 

Cam.  So  may  your  highnefs,  and  yet  punifh  too. 

Grey.  Sir,  you  fhew  great  mercy,  if  you  give  him  life, 
After  the  tafte  of  much  correcYion. 

K.  Henry.  Alas,  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me 
Are  heavy  orifons  'gainft  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  faults,  proceeding  on  diftemper, 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,   how  fhall  we  ftretch  our  eye, 
When  capital  crimes,  chevv'd,  fwallow'd,  and  digefted, 
Appear  before  us  ?— -We'll  yet  enlarge  that  man, 
Though   Cambridge,    Scroop,    and  Grey — in  their  dear 
care 

And  tender  prefervation  of  our  perfon 

Would  have   him   punifh'd.     And  now  to  our  French 

caufes ; 

Who  are  the  late  commiflioners  ? 

Cam.  I  one,  my  lord  ; 
Your  highnefs  bade  me  afk  for  it  to-day. 

Scroop.  So  did  you  me,  my  liege. 

Grey.  And  me,  my  royal  fovereign. 

K.  Henry.  Then,   Richard,  earl  of  Cambridge,   there 
is  your's; — 
There  your's,  lord  Scroop,  of  Mafham  ; — and,  fir  knight. 
Grey  of  Northumberland,   this  fame  is  your's :  — 

Read  them  ;  and  know,  I  know  your  worthinefs. 

My  lord  of  Weftmoreland — and  uncle  Exeter 

We  will  aboard  to-night. — Why,  how  now,  gentlemen? 

What  fee  you  in  thofe  papers,   that  you  lofe 

So  much  complexion  ?— look  ye,  how  they  change  ! 

Their  cheeks  are  paper. — Why,  what  read  you  there, 

That  hath  fo  cowatded and  chas'd  your  blood 

Out  of  appearance  ? 

Cam. 
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Cam.  I  do  confefs  my  fault ; 
And  do  fubmit  me  to  your  highnefs'  mercy. 

Grey.  Scroop.  To  which  we  all  appeal. 

K.  Henry.  The  mercy,  that  was  quick  in  us  but  late, 
By  your  own  counfel  is  fupprefs'd  and  kilPd  : 
You  muft  not  dare,  for  (hame,   to  talk  of  mercy  ; 
For  your  own  reafons  turn  into  your  bofoms, 

As  dogs  upon  rheir  matters,   worrying  them. . 

See  you,  my  princes,  and  my  noble  peers, 

Thefe  Englim  monfters  !   My  lord  Cambridge  here— • 

You  know,  how  apt  our  love  was,  to  accord 

To  furnifh  him  with  all  appertinents 

Belonging  to  his  honour;  and  this  man 

Hath,  for  a  few  light  crowns,    lightly  confpir'd, 

And  fworn  unto  the  practices  of  France, 

To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton  :  to  the  which, 

This  knight — no  lefs  for  bounty  bound  to  us 

Than  Cambridge  is — hath  likewife  fworn. — But  O  ! 

What  (hall  I  fay  to  thee,   lord  Scroop  ;    thou  cruel, 

Ingrateful,  favage,  and  inhuman  creature  ! 

Thou,   that  didft  bear  the  key  of  all  my  counfels, 

That  new'ft  the  very  bottom  of  my  foul, 

That  almoft  might'ft  have  coin'd  me  into  gold, 

Would'ft  thou  have  praftis'd  on  me  for  thy  ufe ! 

May  it  be  poffible,   that  foreign  hire 

Could  out  of  thee  extract  one  fpark  of  evil, 

That  might  annoy  my  finger  ?    'tis  fo  ftrange, 

That,  though  the  truth  of  it  (lands  off'as  grofs 

As  black  from  white,  my  eye  will  fcarcely  fee  it. 

Trealon,  and  murder,  ever  kept  together. 

As  two  yoke-devils  fworn  roeithei's  purpofe, 

"Working  fo  grofsly  in  a  natural  caufe, 

That  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  them  : 

But  thou,  'gainil  all  proportion,  didft  bring  in 

Wonder,   to  wait  on  treafon,   and  on  murder  : 

And  whatfoever  cunning  fiend  it  was, 

That  wrought  upon  thee  fo  prepofteroully, 

He  hath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence : 

And  other  devils,   that  fugged:  by  treafons, 

Do  botch  and  bunglt  up  damnation 

With  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms  being  fetch'd 

3  3  From 
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From  gliftering  femblances  of  piety ; 
But  he,  that  tempered  thee,  bade  thee  ftand  up, 
Gave  thee  no  inftance  why  thou  fhouldft  do  treafon, 
Unlefs  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  traitor. 
If  that  fame  daemon,  that  hath  gull'd  thee  thus, 
Should  with  his  lion  gait  walk  the  whole  world, 
He  might  return  to  vafty  Tartar  back, 
And  tell  the  legions— I  can  never  win 
A  foul  fo  eafy  as  that  Engliftiman's. 
Oh,   how  haft  thou  with  jealoufy  infected 
The  fweetnefs  of  affiance  !   Shew  men  dutiful  ? 
Why,  fo  didft  thou  :   Seem  they  grave  and  learned  ? 
Why,  fo  didft  thou  :  Come  they  of  noble  family  ? 
Why,  fo  didft  thou  :  Seem  they  religious  ? 
Why,  fo  didft  thou  :   Or  are  they  fpare  in  diet ; 
Free  from  grofs  pafHon,  or  of  mirth,  or  anger  \ 
Conftant  in  fpirit,  not  fwerving  with  the  blood ; 
Garniih'd  and  deck'd  in  modeft  complement; 
Mot  working  with  the  eye,  without  the  ear, 
And,  but  in  purged  judgment,  trufting  neither? 
Such,  and  fo  finely  boulted,  didft  thou  feem : 
And  thus  thy  fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot, 
To  mark  the  full-fraught  man,  the  beft  endu'd, 
With  fome  fufpicion.     I  will  weep  for  thee; 
For  this  revolt  of  thine,  methinks,  is  like 

Another  fall  of  man. Their  faults  are  open, 

Arreft  them  to  the  anfwer  of  the  law; — 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  practices ! 

Exe.  1  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of 
Richard,  earl  of  Cambridge. 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Henry 
lord  Scroop,  of  Malharm 

I  arreft  thee  of  high  treafon,  by  the  name  of  Thomas 
Grey,  knight  of  Northumberland. 

Scroop.  Our  purpofes  God  juftly  hath  difcover'd  ; 
And  I  repent  my  fault,  more  than  my  death  ; 
Which  I  befeech  your  highnefs  to  forgive, 
Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

.Cam.  For  me — the  gold  of  France  did  not  feduce ; 

Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive, 
The  fooner  to  effect  what  1  intended ■%■ 

But 
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But  God  be  thankful  for  prevention; 
Which  I  in  fufFerance  heartily  will  rejoice, 
Befeeching  God,  aad  you,  to  pardon  me. 

Grey,  Never  did  faithful  fubjecl:  more  rejoice 
At  the  difcovery  of  moft  dangerous  treafon, 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o'er  myfelf, 
Prevented  from  a  damned  enterprize: 
My  fault,  but  not  my  body,  pardon,  fovereign. 

K.  Henry.  God  quit  you  in  his  mercy!    Hear  your 
fen  fence. 
You  have  confpir'd  againft  our  royal  perfon, 
Join'd  with  an  enemy  proclaim'd,  and  from  his  cofTers 
Receiv'd  the  golden  earneft  of  our  death ; 
Wherein  you  would  have  fold  your  king  to  (laughter, 
His  princes  and  his  peers  to  fervitude, 
His  fubjects  to  oppreflion  and  contempt, 
And  his  whole  kingdom  unto  defolation. 
Touching  our  perfon,  feek  we  no  revenge; 
But  we  our  kingdom's  fafety  muft  fo  tender, 
Whofe  ruin  you  three  fought,  that  to  her  laws 
We  do  deliver  you.     Get  you  therefore  hence, 
Poor  miferable  wretches,  to  your  death : 
The  tafte  whereof,  God,  of  his  mercy,  give  you 
Patience  to  endure,  and  true  repentance 
Of  all  your  dear  offences ! — Bear  them  hence. 

[Exeunt, 

Now,  lords,  for  France;  the  enterprize  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you,  as  us,  like  glorious. 
We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  war ; 
Since  God  fo  gracioufly  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  treafon,  lurking  in  our  way, 
To  hinder  our  beginnings,  we  doubt  not  now, 
But  every  rub  is  fmoothed  in  our  way. 
Then,  forth,  dear  countrymen  ;  let  us  deliver 
Our  pYuflance  into  the  hand  of  God, 
Putting  it  ftraight  in  expedition. 
Checrly  to  fea ;  the  figns  of  war  advance : 
No  king  of  England,  if  not  king  of  France, 

[Exeunt. 
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scene   nr. 

Quickly's  Houfe  in  Eajicheap.     EnUr  Pistol,  Nym", 
Bardolph,   Boy,   and  Quickly. 

Quick,  'Pr'ythee,  honey-fweet  hufband,   let  me  bring 
thee  to  Staines. 

Pi/l.   No;  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yern. — 
Bardolph,  be  blith  ; — Nym,  roufe  thy  vaunting  veins; 
Boy,  brittle  thy  courage  up  j  for  FalftafT  he  is  dead, 
And  we  mud  yern  therefore. 

Bard.  Would,  I  were  with  him,  wherefom'er  he  is, 
cither  in  heaven,  or  in  hell  I 

Quick.  Nay,  fure,  he's  not  in  hell;  he's  in  Arthur's 
bofom,  if  ever  man  went  to  Arthur's  bofom.  'A  made  a 
finer  end,  and  went  away,  an  it  had  been  any  chriirom 
child ;  'a  parted  even  juft  between  twelve  and  one,  e'en 
at  turning  o'  the  tide:  for  after  I  faw  him  fumble  with 
the  meets,  and  play  with  flowers,  and  fmile  upon  his 
fingers'  ends,  I  knew  there  was  but  one  way;  for  his 
note  was  as  fharp  as  a  pen,  and  'a  babbled  of  green  fields. 
How  now,  Sir  John?  quoth  I:  what,  man!  be  of  good 
cheer.  So  'a  cried  out — God,  God,  God  !  three  or  four 
times :  now  I,  to  comfort  him,  bid  him  'a  mould  not 
think  of  God ;  I  hop'd,  there  was  no  need  to  trouble  him- 
felf  with  any  fuch  thoughts  yet :  So  'a  bade  me  lay  more 
clothes  on  his  feet:  I  put  my  hand  into  the  bed,  and  felt 
them,  and  they  were  as  cold  as  any  ftone ;  then  I  felt  to 
his  knees,  and  fo  upward,  and  upward,  and  all  was  as 
cold  as  any  ftone. 

Nym,  They  fay,  he  cried  out  of  fack. 

Quick.  Ay,  that  'a  did. 

Bard,  And  of  women. 

Quick.  Nay,  that  'a  did  not. 

Boy.  Yes,  that  'a  did ;  and  faid,  they  were  devils  ia- 
carnate. 

Quick.  'A  could  never  abide  carnation ;  'twas  a  colour 
he  never  lik'd. 

Boy.  'A  faid  once,  the  devil  would  have  him  about 
Women. 

Quick,  'A  did  in  fome  fort,  indeed,  handle  women: 

but 
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but  then  he  was  rheumatic;  and  talk'd  of  the  whore  of 
Babylon. 

Boy.  Do  you  not  remember,  'a  faw  a  flea  flick  upon 
Bardoiph'snofe;  and  'a  laid,  it  was  a  black  foul  burning 
in  hell-fire? 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone,  that  maintain'd  that  fire: 
that's  all  the  riches  I  got  in  his  fervice. 

Nym.  Shall  we  (hog  ?  the  king  will  be  gone  from 
Southampton. 

Pift.  Come,  let's  away. — My  love,   give  me  thy  lips. 
Look  to  my  chattels,  and  my  moveables  : 
Let  fenfes  rule;  the  word  is,  Pitch  and  pay; 
Truft  none ; 

For  oaths  are  flraws,  men's  faiths  are  wafer-cakes, 
And  hold-faft  is  the  only  dog,    my  duck  ; 
Therefore,   caveto  be  thy  counfellor. 
Go,  clear  thy  cryftals. — Yokefellows  in  arms, 
Let  us  to  France  !  like  horfe-leeche?,   my  boys  ; 
To  fuck,  to  fuck,   the  very  blood  to  fuck  ! 

Boy.   And  that  is  but  unwholefome  food,  they  fay. 

Fiji.  Touch  her  foft  mouth,  and  march. 

Bard.  Farewel,  hoftefs. 

Nym.  I  cannot  kifs,  that  is  the  humour  of  it;  but 
adieu. 

Piji.  Let  houfewif'ry  appear ;  keep  clofe,  I  thee  com- 
mand. 

£)uick.  Farewel;  adieu. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE    IV. 

The  French  King's  Palace,     Enter  the  French  King,    the 
Dauphin,  the  Duke  of  Burgundy,  and  the  Conftable. 

Fr,  King,   Thus  come  the  Englifh  with  full  power 
upon  us  ; 
And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns, 
To  anfwer  royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  dukes  of  Berry,  and  of  Bretagne, 
Of  Brabant,  and  of  Orleans,  fhall  make  forth — 
And  you,  prince  Dauphin— with  all  fwift  difpatch, 

To 
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To  linej  and  new  repair,  our  towns  of  war, 

With  men  of  courage,    and  with  means  defendant  s 

For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce, 

As  waters  to  the  fucking  of  a  gulph. 

It  fits  us  then,  to  be  as  provident 

As  fear  may  teach  us,  out  of  late  examples 

Left  by  the  fatal  and  neglected  Englifh 

Upon  our  fields. 

Dau.  My  molt  redoubted  father, 
It  is  raoft  meet  we  arm  us  'gainft  the  foe  : 
For  peace  itfelf  mould  not  io  dull  a  kingdom 
(Though  war,  nor  no  known  quarrel,  were  in  queftion,) 
But  that  defences,  mufters,  preparations 
Should  be  maintained,  aflcmbied,  and  collected, 
As  were  a  war  in  expectation. 
Therefore,  I  fay,   'tis  meet  we  all  go  forth, 
To  view  the  iick  and  feeble  parts  of  France  : 
And  let  us  do  it  with  no  mew  of  fear  ; 
No,  with  no  more,  than  if  we  heard  that  England 
Were  bufied  with  a  Whitfun  morris-dance: 
For,  my  good  liege,  (lie  is  fo  idly  king'd, 
Her  fceptre  fo  fantafticaily  borne 
By  a  vain,  giddy,  (hallow,  humourous  youth, 
That  fear  attends  her  not. 

Con.  O  peace,  prince  Dauphin  ! 
You  are  too  much  miftaken  in  this  king  : 
QuefHon  your  grace  the  late  ambaiTadors  — 
With  what  great  ftate»he  heard  their  ambafly, 
How  well  fupply'd  with  noble  counfellors, 
How  modefl  in  exception,  and,  withal, 
How  terrible  in  conltant  refolution — 
And  you  (hall  find,  his  vanities  fore-fpent 
Were  but  the  outfide  of  the  Roman  Brutus, 
Covering  discretion  with  a  coat  of  folly ; 
As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  hide  thofe  roots 
That  (hall  firft.  fpring,  and  be  moil  delicate. 

Dau.  Well,  'tis  not  fo,  my  lord  high  conihblc, 
But  though  we  think  it  (of  it  is  no  matter  : 
In  cafes  of  defence,  'tis  Deft  to  weigh 
The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  feems, 
So  the  proportions  of  defence  are  rill'd  ; 

r    r  Which, 
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Which,  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projection, 
Doth,  like  a  mifer,  fpoil  his  coat,  with  Teaming 
A  little  cloth. 

Fr.  King,  Think  we  king  Harry  ftrong  • 
And,  princes,  look,  you  ftrongly  arm  to  meet  him. 
The  kindred  of  him  hath  been  fleuYd  upon  us ; 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  ftrain, 
That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  paths  : 
Witnefs  our  too  much  memorable  (hame, 
When  Creffy-battle  fatally  was  ftruck, 
And  all  our  princes  captiv'd,  by  the  hand 
Of  that  black  name,  Edward  black  prince  of  Wales  ; 
Whiles  that  his  mountain  fire — on  mountain  Handing, 
Up  in  the  air,  crown'd  with  the  golden  fun; — 
Saw  his  heroical  feed,  and  fmil'd  to  fee  him 
Mangle  the  work  of  nature,  and  deface 
The  patterns  that  by  God  and  by  French  fathers 
Had  twenty  years  been  made.     This  is  a  item 
Of  that  victorious  flock ;  and  let  us  fear 
The  native  mightinefs  and  fate  of  him. 

Enter  a  Alejfenger. 

Mejf.  Ambafladors  from  Henry  king  of  England 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  majefty. 

Fr.  King.  We'll   give   them  prefent    audience.      GoP 
and  bring  them. 
You  fee,  this  chace  is  hotly  follow'd,  friends. 

Dau.  Turn  head,  and  Hop  purfuit  :  for  coward  dogs 
Moil  fpend   their  months,     when  what   they  feem   to 

threaten, 
Runs  far  before  them.     Good  my  fovereign, 
Rake  up  the  Engliih  fhort ;  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  monarchy  you  are  the  head  : 
Self-love,  my  liege,  is  not  fo  vile  a  fin, 
As  felf-neglecling. 

Enter  Exeter. 

Fr.  King,  From  our  brother  England  ? 

Exe.  From  him  ;  and  thus  he  greets  your  majefty. 
He  wills  you,  in  the  name  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you  divert  yourfelf,  and  lav  apart 

The 
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The  borrowed  glories,  that,  by  gift  of  heaveri, 

By  law  of  nature,  and  of  nations,  'long 

To  him,  and  to  his  heirs  ;  namely,  the  crown, 

And  all  wide-ftretched  honours  that  pertain 

By  cuftom,  and  the  ordinance  of  times, 

Unto  the  crown  of  France.     That  you  may  know, 

*Tis  no  finiiler,  nor  no  aukward  claim, 

PickM  from  the  worm- holes  of  long-vanifh'd  days, 

Nor  from  the  dufl:  of  old  oblivion  rak'd, 

He  fends  you  this  moft  memorable  line, 

In  every  branch  truly  demonstrative ; 

[Gives  the  French  King  a  Paper. 
Willing  you  overlook  this  pedigree  : 
And,  when  you  find  him  evenly  deriv'd 
From  his  moft  fam'd  of  famous  anceftors, 
Edward  the  third,  he  bids  you  then  refign 
Your  crown  and  kingdom,  Indirectly  held 
From  him,  the  native  and  true  challenger. 

Fr.  King.  Or  elfe  what  follows  ? 

Exe.  Bloody  conftraint ;    for  if  you  hide  the  crown 
Even  in    your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it: 
And  therefore  in  fierce  tempeft  is  he  coming, 
In  thunder,   and  in  earthquake,  like  a  Jove, 
That,  if  requiring  fail,  he  will  compel. 
He  bids  you,  in  the  bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  crown  ;  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  fouls,  for  whom  this  hungry  war 
Opens  his  vafty  jaws  :  and  on  your  head 
Turns  he  the  widows'  tears,  the  orphans'  cries, 
The  dead  men's  blood,  the  pining  maiden's  groans, 
For  hulbands,  fathers,    and  betrothed  lovers, 
That  (hall  be  fwallow'd  in  this  controverfy. 
This  is  his  claim,  his  threatning,  and  my   mefTage ; 
Unlefs  the  Dauphin  be  in  prefence   here, 
To  whom  exprefsly  I  bring  greeting  too. 

Fr,  King.  For  us,  we  will  confider  of  this  further : 
To-morrow  (hall  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  our  brother  of  England. 

Dan.  For  the  Dauphin, 
I  Hand  here  for  him  ;  What  to  him  from  England  ? 

fixe*  Scorn,  and  defiance ;  flight  regard,  contempt, 

And 
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And  any  thing  that  may  not  milbecome 
The  mighty  fender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 
Thus  fays  my  king :    and,  if  your  father's  highnefr 
Do  not,  in  grant  of  all  demands  at  large, 
Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  fenthis  majefly, 
He'll  call  you  to  fo  hot  an  anfwer  for  it, 
That  caves  and  womby  vaultages  of  France 
Shall  chide  your  trefpafs,  and  return  your  mock 
Jn  fecond  accent  of  his  ordinance. 

Dau.  Say,  if  my  father  render  fair  reply, 
It  is  againft  my  will  :  for  I  defire 
Nothing  but  odds  with  England  ;  to  that  end, 
As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vanity, 
I  did  prefenr  him  with  thofe  Paris  balls. 

Exe.  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louvre  (hake  for  it, 
Were  it  the  miftrefs  court  of  mighty  Europe : 
And,  be  afTur'd,  you'll  find  a  difference 
(As  we,  his  fubje&s,  have  in  wonder  found,) 
Between  the  promife  of  his  greener  days, 
And  thefe  he  mailers  now  ;   now  he  weighs  time, 
Even  to  the  utmoft  grain  ;  which  you  (hail  read 
In  your  own  loftes,  if  he  fray  in  France. 

Fr.  King.  To-morrow  you  (hall  know  our  mind  at 
full,  [Flourijb. 

Exe,  Difpatch  us  with  all  fpeed,    left  that  our  king 
Come  here  himfelf  to  queftion   our  delay  j 
For  he  is  footed  in  this  land  already. 

Fr,  King.  You    mall   be  foon    difpatch'd,    with   fair 
conditions  : 
A  night  is  but  fmall  breath,  and  little  paufe, 
Tp  anfwer  matters  of  this  confequence.  [Exeunt. 


ACT         III, 

Enter  Chorus. 
Chorus, 
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HTJS  with  imagined  wing  our  fwift  Jcene  Jlies, 
In  motion  of  no  iefs  celerity 

Than 
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Than  that  of  thought.     Suppofe,  that  you  have  feen, 

The  wll-appointed  king  at  Hampton  pier 

Embark  his  royalty ;  and  his  brave  fleet 

With  filken  flr  earners  the  young  Phoebus  fanning. 

Play  with  your  fancies  ;  and  in  them  behold. 

Upon  the  hempen  tackle,  Jhip  boys  climbing : 

Hear  the  Jhrill  whiffle,  which  doth  order  give 

To  founds  confused:  behold  the  threaden  fails , 

Borne  with  the  invifble  and  creeping  zvind, 

Draw  the  huge  bottoms  through  the  furrow'd  fea9 

Breajling  the  lofty  furge :  O,  do  but  think, 

You  ft  and  upon  the  rivage,  and  behold 

A  city  on  the  inconftant  billoivs  dancing ; 

For  jo  appears  this  fleet  majeflical, 

Holding  due  courfe  to  Harfleur.      Follow,  follow  f 

Grapple  your  minds  to  Jlernage  of  this  navy ; 

And  leave  your  England,  as  dead  midnight,  Jlill, 

Guarded  with  grand/ires,  babies,  and  old  women, 

Or  pajl,  or  not  arrived  to,  pith  and  puifjance : 

For  who  is  he,  whofe  chin  is  but  enrich 'd 

With  one  appearing  hair,  that  will  not  follow 

Thefe  cuWd  and  choice-drawn  cavaliers  to  France  ? 

Work,  work,  your  thoughts,  and  therein  fee  a  flege; 

Behold  the  ordnance  on  their  carriages, 

With  fatal  mouths  gaping  on  girded  Harfleur. 

Suppofe,  the  ambaffador  from  the  French  comes  back, 

Tells  Harry — that  the  king  doth  offer  him 

Katharine  his  daughter  ;  and  with  her,  to  dowry, 

Some  petty  and  unprofitable  dukedoms. 

The  offer  likes  not :  and  the  nimble  gunner 

With  linjlock  now  the  devilijh  cannon  touches, 

[Alarum  ;    and  Chambers  go  off. 
And  down  goes  all  before  him.     Still  be  kind, 
And  eke  out  our  performance  with  your  mind*  [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    I. 

Before  Harfleur.  [Alarum*']  Enter  King  Henry,  Ex- 
eter, Bedford,  Gloster,  and  Soldiers,  with 
Scaling- Ladders. 

K.  Henry.  Once  more  unto  the  breach,  dear  friends, 
once  more ; 
Or  clofe  the  wall  up  with  the  Englifh  dead  I 
In  peace,  there's  nothing  fo  becomes  a  man, 
As  modeft  ftillnefs,  and  humility  : 
Bat  when  the  blaft  of  war  blows  in  our  ears, 
Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  tyger  ; 
Stiffen  the  finevvs,  fummon  up  the  blood, 
Difguife  fair  nature  with  hard-favour'd  rage  : 
Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  afpect ; 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head, 
Like  the  brafs  cannon  ;  let  the  brow  o'erwhelm  it. 
As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  rock 
O'er-hang  and  jutty  his  confounded  bafe, 
Swill'd  with  the  wild  and  wafteful  ocean. 
Now  fet  the  teeth,  and  ftretch  the  noftril  wide  ; 
Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  fpirit 
To  his  full  height! — On,  on,  you  nobleft,  Englim, 
Whofe  blood  is  fet  from  fathers  of  war-proof! 
Fathers,  that,  like  fo  many  Alexanders, 
Have,  in  thefe  parts,  from  morn  'till  even  fought, 
And  {heath'd  their  fwords  for  lack  of  argument. 
Difnonour  not  your  mothers  ;  now  atteft, 
That  thofe,  whom  you  call'd  fathers,  did  beget  you  ! 
Be  copy  now  to  men  of  grofler  blood, 
And  teach  them  how  to  war ! — And  you,  good  yeomen, 
Whofe  limbs  were  made  in  England,  (hew  us  here 
The  mettle  of  your  pafture  ;  let  us  fwear 
That  you  are  worth  your  breeding  :  which  I  doubt  not ; 
For  there  is  none  of  you  fo  mean  and  bafe, 
That  hath  not  a  noble  lufrre  in  your  eyes. 
I  fee  you  ftand   like  greyhounds  in  the  flips, 
Straining  upon  the  Hart.     The  game's  afoot; 
Follow  your  fpirit  :  and,   upon  this  charge, 
Cry — God  for  Harry  !   England  !  and  faint  George! 
[Exeunt  King  and  Train,  Alarum  f  and  Chambers  go  off, 

SCENE 
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SCENE  IT. 
Enter  Nym,  Bardolph,  Fistol,  and  Boy. 

Bard.  On,  on,  on,  on,  on  !   to  the  breach,  to  the  breach  ! 

Nym.  'Pray  thee,  corporal,  ftay  ;  the   knocks    are  too 

hot;  and,  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  cafe  oflives  : 

the  humour  of  it  is  too  hot,    that  is  the  very  plain-fong 

of  it. 

Pifl.  The  plain-fong  is  moftjuft:  for  humours  do  abound; 
Knocks  go  aid  come;  God's  vaflals  drop  and  die; 
And  fword  and  fhield, 
In  bloody  field, 
Doth  win  immortal  fame. 
Boy.  'Would   I  were  in  an   ale-houfe  in   London  !   I 
would  give  all  my  fame  for  a  pot  of  ale,  and  fafety. 
Pift.  And  I: 

If  wifhes  would  prevail  with  me, 
My  purpofe  mould  not  fait  with  me, 
But  thither  would  I  hye. 
Boy,  As  duly,  but  not  as  truly,  as  birds  doth   fing  on 
bough. 

£/^rFLUELLEN. 

Flu.  'Splood  !  — Up  to  the  preaches,  you  rafcals  !  will 
you  not  up  to  the  preaches  ? 

Pift.  Be  merciful,  great  duke,   to  men  of  mould ! 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage  ! 
Goodbawcock,  bate  thy  rage  !   ufe  lenity,  fweet  chuck! 

Nym.  Thefe  be  good  humours ! — your  honour  wins 
bad  humours.  [Exeunt. 

Boy.  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  obferv'd  thefe  three 
fwafhers.  I  am  a  boy  to  them  all  three  :  but  all  they 
three,  though  they  would  ferve  me,  could  not  be  man  to 
me ;  for,  indeed,  three  fuch  anticks  do  not  amount  to  a 
man.  For  Bardolph — he  is  white-liver'd,  and  red-fae'd  ; 
by  the  means  whereof,  'a  faces  it  out,  but  fights  not. 
For  Piftol— he  hath  a  killing  tongue,  and  a  quiet  fword  ; 
by  the  means  whereof  'a  breaks  words,  and  keeps  whole 
weapons.  For  Nym  — he  hath  heard,  that  men  of  few 
words  are  the  bed  men  ;  and  therefore  he  (corns  to  fay  his 
prayers,  left  'a  mould  be  thought  a  coward :  but  his  few 

bad 
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bad  words  are  match 'd  with  as  few  good  deeds ;  for  'a  ne- 
ver broke  any  man's  head  but  his  own:  and  that  was  againft 
a  poll:,  when  he  was  drunk.  They  will  fteal  any  thing, 
and  call  it — purchafe.  Bardolph  ftole  a  lute- cafe  ;  bore 
it  twelve  leagues,  and  fold  it  for  three  half-pence.  Nym, 
and  Bardolph,  are  fworn  brothers  in  filching ;  and  in 
Calais  they  ftole  a  fire-fiiovel  :  I  knew  by  that  piece  of  fer- 
vice,  the  men  would  carry  coals.  They  would  have  me 
as  familiar  with  men's  pockets,  as  their  gloves  or  their 
handkerchiefs  :  which  makes  much  againft  my  manhood,  if  I 
fhould  take  from  another's  pocket,  to  put  into  mine  ;  for  it 
is  plain  pocketing  up  of  wrongs.  I  muff,  leave  them,  and 
feek  fome  better  fervice  :  their  villany  goes  againft  my 
weak  ilomach,  and  therefore  I  muff  caff  it  up.  [Exit  Boy. 
Re- enter  Fluellen,  Ggvver  following . 

Gower.  Captain  Fluellen,  you  muft  come  prefently  to 
the  mines  ;  the  duke  of  Glofter  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Flu.  To  the  mines !  tell  you  the  duke,  it  is  not  fo  good 
to  come  to  the  mines :  For,  look  you,  the  mines  are  not 
according  to  the  difciplines  of  the  war  ;  the  concavities  of 
it  is  not  fuffkient ;  for,  look  you,  th'  adverfary  (you  may 
dilcufs  unto  the  duke,  look  you)  is  digt  himfelf  four  yards 
under  the  countermines  :  by  Chefhu,  I  think,  'a  will  plow 
up  all,  if  there  is  not  better  directions. 

Gower.  The  duke  of  Glofter,  to  whom  the  order  of  the 
fiege  is  given,  is  altogether  directed  by  an  lrifhman  ;  a 
very  valiant  gentleman,  i'faith. 

Flu.  It  is  captain  Macmorris,  is  it  not  ? 

Gower.  I  think  it  be. 

Flu.  By  Chefhu,  he  is  an  afs,  as  in  the  'orld  :  I  will 
verify  as  much  in  his  peard  :  he  has  no  more  directions  in 
the  true  difciplines  of  the  wars,  look  you,  of  the  Roman 
difciplines,  than  is  a  puppy-dog. 

Enter  Macmorris  and  Captain  J  AMY. 

Gozver.  Here  'a  comes  ;  and  the  Scots  captain,  captain 
Jamy,  with  him. 

Flu.  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  falarous  gentleman, 
that  is  certain  ;  and  of  great  expedition,  and  knowledge, 
in   the  ancient  wars,  upon  my  particular  knowledge  of 

C  hjs 


$4.  KING    HENRY   V. 

his  directions :  by  Chefhu,  he  will  maintain  his  argument 
as  well  as  any  military  man  in  the  'orld,  in  the  difcipiines 
of  the  priftine  wars  of  the  Romans. 

J  amy.  I  fay,  gud- day,  captain  Fluellen. 

Flu.  God-den  to  your  worfhip,  goot  captain  Jamy. 

Gower.  How  now,  captain  Macmorris .?  have  you  qui$ 
the  mines  ?  have  the  pioneers  given  o'er  ? 

Mac.  By  Chriih  la,  ti(h  ill  done  :  the  work  ifh  give 
over,  the  trumpet  found  the  retreat.  By  my  hand,  I  fwear, 
and  by  my  father's  foul,  the  work  ifh  ill  done  ;  it  ifh  given 
over  :  I  would  have  blowed  up  the  town,  fo  Chrifh  fave 
me,  la,  in  an  hour.  O  tifh  ill  done,  tifh  ill  done;  by  my 
hand,    tifh  ill  done  ! 

Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  I  pefeech  you  now,  will  you 
voutfafe  me,  look  you,  a  few  difputations  with  you,  as 
partly  touching  or  concerning  the  difcipiines  of  the  war,  the 
Roman  wars,  in  the  way  of  argument,  look  you,  and 
friendly  communication  ;  partly  to  fatisfy  my  opinion,  and 
partly,  for  the  fatisfaction,  look  you,  of  my  mind,  as 
touching  the  direction  of  the  military  difcipline  ;  that  is 
the  point. 

Jamy.  It  fall  be  very  gud,  gud  feith,  gud  captains  bath  : 
and  I  fall  quit  you  with  gud  leve,  as  I  may  pick  occafion  ; 
that  fill  I,  marry. 

Mac.  It  is  no  time  to  difcourfe,  fo  Chriih  fave  me  :  the 
day  is  hot,  and  the  weather,  and  the  wars,  and  the  king, 
and  the  dukes  ;  it  is  no  time  to  difcourfe.  The  town  is 
befeech'd,  and  the  trumpet  calls  us  to  the  breach  ;  and 
we  talk,  and,  by  Chrifh,  do  nothing  ;  'tis  fhamefor  us  ali  : 
fo  God  fa*  me,  'tis  fliame  to  ftand  itill ;  it  is  fhame,  by  my 
hand  :  and  there  is  throats  to  be  cut,  and  works  to  be 
done ;  and  there  ifh  nothing  done,  fo  Chrifn  fa' me,  la. 

Jamy.  By  the  mefs,  ere  theife  eyes  of  mine  take  them- 
felves  to  ilumber,  aile  do  gud  fervice,  or  aile  ligge  i'thc 
grund  for  it:  ay,  or  go  to  death  ;  and  aile  pay  it  a9  valo- 
roufly  as  I  may,  that  fal  I  furely  do,  that  is  thebreff  and, 
the  long :  -Marry,  I  wad  full  fain  heard  fome  queflion  'tween 
you  tway. 

Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  I  think,  look  you,  under  your 
correction,  there  is  not  many  of  your  nation. — 
Mac.  Ofmynatiwa  ?  What  ifh  my  nation  I  ifh  a  villain, 

and 
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and  a  baftard,  and  a  knave,  and  a  rafcal  ?  What  ifh  my 
nation  ?  Who  talks  of  my  nation  ? 

Flu.  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwife  than 
is  meant,  captain  Macmorris,  peradventure,  I  (hall  think 
you  do  notufe  me  with  that  affability  as  in  difcretion  you 
ought  to  ufe  me,  look  you  ;  being  as  goot  a  man  as 
yourfelf,  both  in  thedifciplines  of  wars,  and  in  the  derivation 
of  my  birth,  and  in  other  particularities. 

Mac.  I  do  not  know  you  fo  good  a  man  as  my  felf :  fb 
ChrifK  fave  me,  I  will  cut  off  your  head. 

Gower.  Gentlemen  both,  you  will  miftake  each  other. 

Ja?ny.  Au  !  that's  a  foul  fault.  \A  Parky  founded. 

Gower.  The  town  founds  a  parley. 

Flu.  Captain  Macmorris,  when  there  is  more  petter  op- 
portunity to  be  requir'd,  look  you,  I  will  be  fo  pold  as  to 
tell  you,  I  know  the  difciplines  of  war ;  and  there's  an 
end. 


SCENE    III. 

Before  the  Gates  ef  Harfleur.     Enter  King  Henry,  ana 
bis  Train. 

K.  Henry.  How  yet  refolves  the  governor  of  the  town  ? 
This  is  the  lateft  parle  we  will  admit : 
Therefore,  to  our  bed  mercy  give  yourfelves  ; 
Or,  like  to  men  proud  of  deftrucYion, 
Defy  us  to  our  worfh  for,  as  I  am  a  foldier 
(A  name,  that,  in  my  thoughts,  become  me  beft), 
If  I  begin  the  battery  once  again, 
I  will  not  leave  the  half-achiev'd  Harfleur, 
'Till  in  her  afties  (he  lie  buried. 
The  gates  of  mercy  (hall  be  all  fhut  up  ; 
And  the  flefh'd  foldier — rough  and  hard  of  heart-— 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand,  (hall  range 
With  conscience  wide  as  hell ;  mowing  like  grafs 
Your  fiefh  fair  virgins,  and  your  flowering  infants. 
What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  war — 
Array'd  in  flames,  like  to  the  prince  of  fiends — 
Do,  with  his  fmirch'd  complexion,  all  fell  feats 

C  2  Enlink'd 
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Enlink'd  to  wafte  and  defolation  ? 

What  is't  to  me,  when  you  yourfelves  are  caufe, 

If  your  pure  maidens  fall  into  the  hand 

Of  hot  and  forcing  violation  ? 

What  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickednefs, 

When  down  the  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career  ? 

We  may  as  bootlefs  fpend  our  vain  command 

Upon  the  enraged  foldiers  in  their  fpoil, 

As  fend  precepts  to  the  Leviathan 

To  come  afhore.     Therefore,  you  men  of  Harfieura 

Take  pity  ,of  your  town,   and  of  your  people, 

Whiles  yet  my  foldiers  arc  in  my  command  j 

Whiles  yet  the  cool  and  temperate  wind  of  grace 

O'er-blows  the  filthy  and  contagious  clouds 

Of  heady  murder,  fpoil,  and  villany. 

If  not,  why,  in  a  moment,  look  to  fee 

The  blind  and  bloody  foldier  with  foul  hand 

Defile  the  locks  of  your  fhrill  (hrieking  daughters; 

Your  fathers  taken  by  the  filver  beards, 

And  their  moft  reverend  heads  dafh'd  to  the  walls  ; 

Your  naked  infants  fpitted  upon  fpikes ; 

Whiles  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  confus'd 

Do  break  the  clouds,  as  did  the  wives  of  Jewry 

At  Herod's  bloody-hunting  flaughtermen. 

What  fay  you  ?  will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid  ? 

Or,  guilty  in  defence,  be  thus  deflroy'd  ? 

Enter  Governor^  upon  the  Walls* 

Gov.  Our  expectation  hath  this  day  an  end  : 
The  Dauphin,  whom  of  fuccour  we  entreated, 
Returns  us—  that  his  powers  are  not  yet  ready 
To  raife  fo  great  a  fiege.     Therefore,  dread  king, 
We  yield  our  town,  and  lives,  to  thy  foft  mercy  : 
Enter  our  gates  ;  difpofe  of  us,  and  ours ; 
For  we  no  longer  are  defenfible. 

K.  Henry.  Open  your  gates. — Come,  uncle  Exeter, 
Go  you  and  enter  Har'fle'ur  ;  there  remain, 
And  fortify  it  ftrongly  'gainft  the  French: 
Ufe  mercy  to  them  all.     For  us,  dear  uncle — 
The  winter  coming  on,  and  iicknefs  growing 
Upon  our  foldiers — we'll  retire  to   Calais. 
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To-night  in  Harflenr  will  we  be  your  gueft  ; 
To-morrow  for  the  march  are  we  addreft. 

\_FlouriJh,  and  enter  the  Tovm% 

SCENE     IV. 

The  French  Camp.     Enter  Katharine,  and  an  old 
Gentleivoman. 
Kath.  Alice,  tu  as  efte  en  Angleterre,  &f   tu  paries  bien 
le  language. 

Alice.  Un  pen,  madame. 

Kath.     Je  teprie,  m'enfeignez;  il faut  que  j'apprenne  a 
parler.     Comment  appellez  vous  la  main,  en  Anglois  P 
Alice.  Lamain  f  die  eft  appellee,  de  hand. 
Kath.  De  hand  !     Et  Us  doigts  ? 

Alice.  Les  doigts?  may  foy,  je  oublie  les  doigts-,  tnais  je 
me  fouviendray.  Les  doigts  !  je  penfe,  qiiils  font  appelle 
de  fingers  ;  ony,  de  fingers  -,  oui,  de  fingers. 

Kath.   La   maint  de  hand  ;  les  doigts  de  fingres.     Je 
penfe,  que  je  fuis  le  bon  efcolier.     J' ay   gagnee   deux  msts 
d  Anglois  viftement.      Comment  appellez  vous  les  angles  ? 
Alice.   Les  ongles  ?  les  appellons,  de  nails. 
Kath.  De  nails*     Efcoutez  :  dites  moy,  fi  je  park  bien: 
de  hand,  de  fingres,  de  nails. 

Alice.   Cefl  bien  dit,  madame  :  il  eft  fort  bon  Anglois. 
Kath.  Dites  moy  en  Anglois,  le  bras, 
Alice.  De  arm,  madame. 
Kath.   Etlecoude. 
Alice*  De  elbow. 

Kath.  De  elbow.  Je  m'enfaitz  la  repetition  de  tous  les 
mots,  que  vous  m'avez  appris  des  a  prefenr. 

Alice.   II  ejl  tr op  difficile,  madame,  comme  je  penfe. 
Kath.  Excufez  moy,  Alice  ;  efcoutez:  De  hand,  de  fingre, 
de  nails,  de  arm,  de  bilbow. 
Alice.  De  elbow  madame. 

Kath.  O  Seigneur  Dieu  !  je  men   oublie;  De   elbow. 
Comment  appellez  vous  le  coif 
Alice.  De  neck,  madame. 
Kath.  De  neck  ;  Et  le  menton  ? 
Alice.  De  chin. 
Kath.  De  fin.     Le  col,  de  neck:  le'menion,  de  fin. 

C  3  Alice. 
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Alice.   Ouy.  Saufvofere  honneur  ;  en  verite  vous  pronoun* 
eez  le  mots  aujji  droicl  que  les  natifs  d'Angleterre. 

Kath.  Je  ne  doute  point  dy  apprendre  par  la  grace  de  Dleu  5 
Iff  en  peu  de  temps. 

Alice.  N*  avez  vous  pas  deja  oublie  ce  que  je  vous  ay 
enf eigne e  ? 

Kath.  Non  je  reciteray  a  vous  promptement.  De  hand, 
de  fingre,  de  mails. 

Alice.  De  nails,  madame. 

Kath.  De  nails,  de  arm,  de  ilbow. 

Alice.  Sauf  voftre  honneur,  de  elbow. 

Kath.  Jtinfi  dis  je\  de  elbow,  de  neck,  et  de  fin: 
Comment  appellez  vous  les  pieds,  cif  la  robe  f 

Aiice.  De  foot,  madame  ;  cif  de  con. 

Kath.  De  foot,  &  de  con  ?  0  Seigneur  Dieu  f  ces  font 
mots  de  fen  mauvais,  corruptible,  groffe,  et  impudique,  C3* 
non  pour  les  dames  d'  honneurd1  ufer:  ye  ne  voudrois  prononcer 
ces  mots  devant  les  Seigneurs  de  Francs,  pour  tout  le  monde. 
llfaut  de  foot,  Cif  de  con,  neant-moins.  Je  reciter ai  une 
autre  fois  ma  legon  enfembU :  De  hand,  de  tingre,  de  nails, 
de  arm,  de  elbow,  de  neck,  de  fin,  de  foot,  de  con. 

Alice.  Excellent,  madame  ! 

Kath.  C eft  affez  pour  une  fois  j  allons  nous,  a  difner. 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE     V. 

Pre  fence-Chamber  in  the  French  Court,  Enter  the  King  of 
France,  the  Dauphin,  Duke  of  Bourbon,  the  Con/ta- 
ble of  France,  and  others. 

Fr.  King.  'Tis  certain  he  hath  pafs'd  the  river  Some, 
Con.  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  lord, 

Let  us  not  live  in  France  ;  let  us  quit  all, 

And  give  our  vineyards  to  a  barbarous  people. 
Dau.  O  Dieu  vivant  !  mall  a  few  (prays  of  us— • 

The  emptying  of  our  father's  luxury — 

Our  fyens,  put  in  wild  and  favage  flock, 

ISprout  up  fo  fuddenly  into  the  clouds, 

And  over-grow  their  grafters. 

Bow, 
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Bour.  Normans,  but  baftard  Norm  ins,  Norman  baf- 
tards  ! 

Mart  de  ma  vie  !  if  thus  they  march  along 

Unfought  withal,  but  I  will  fell  my  dukedom. 

To  buy  a  flobbery  and  a  dirty  farm 

In  that  nook-fhorten  ifle  of  Albion. 

Con.  Dieu  de  battaiiles  !  where  have  they  this  mettle  ? 

Is  not  their  climate  foggy,  raw,  and  dull  ? 

On  whom,  as  in  defpight,  the  fun  looks  pale, 

Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns  ?  Can  fodden  water, 

A  drench  for  fur- reyn'd  jades j  their  barley  broth. 

Decoct  their  cold  blood  tofuch  valiant  heat  ? 

And  (hail  our  quick  blood,  fpirited  with  wine, 

Seem  frofty  ?  Oh,  for  honour  of  our  land, 

Let  us  nor  hang  like  roping  icicles 

Upon  the  houfes*  thatch,  whiles  a  more  frofty  peopls 

Sweat  drops  of  gallant  youth  in  our  rich  fields  ; 

Poor— we  may  call  them,  in  their  native  lords, 
Dan.  By  faith  and  honour, 

Our  madams  mock  at  us ;  and  plainly  fay, 

Our  mettle  is  bred  out ;  and  they  will  give 

Their  bodies  tathe  luft  of  Englifti  youth, 

To  new-ftore  France  with  baftard  warriors. 

Bour.  They  bid  us— -to  the  Englifti  dancing-fehools, 

And  teach  la  volt  as  high,  and  fwift  corantos  ; 
Saying,  our  grace  is  only  in  our  heels, 
And  that  we  are  moft  lofty  run-aways. 

Fr.  King.  Where  is  Montjoy,  the  herald  r*  fpeed  hint 
hence ; 
Let  him  greet  England  with  our  fliarp  defiance. — 
Up,  princes  ;  and,  with  fpirit  of  honour  edg'd, 
More  fharper  than  your  fwords,  hie  to  the  field  : 
Charles  De-la-brer,  high  conflable  of  France  ; 
You  dukes  of  Orleans,  Bourbon,  and  of  Berry, 
Alencon,  Brabant,  Bar,  and  Burgundy; 
jaques  Chatillion,  Rambures,  Vaudemont, 
'Beaumont,  Grandpiee,  Rouffi,  and  Fauconberg, 
Foix,  Leftrale,  Bouciqualr,  and  Charolois  ; 
High  dukes,  great  princes,  barons,  lords,  and  knights, 
For  your  great  feats,  now  quit  you  of  great  (names. 
Ear  Harry  England,  that  fweeps  through  our  land 

C  4  With 
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With  pennons  painted  in  the  blood  oF  Harfieur* 

Rufh  on  his  hoft,  as  doth  the  melted  (now 

Upon  the  vallies ;  whofe  low  vafTal  feat 

The  Alps  doth  fpit  and  void  his  rheum  upon  : 

Go  down  upon  him — you  have  power  enough — 

And  in  a  captive  chariot,  into  Roan 

Bring  him  ourprifoner. 

Con.  This  becomes  the  great. 
S  ;rry  am  I,  his  numbers  are  fo  few, 
His  foldiers  lick,  and  famifh'd  in  their  march  ; 
For,  I  am  fure,  when  he  (hall  fee  our  army, 
He'll  drop  his  heart  into  the  fink  of  fear, 
And,  for  achievement,  offer  us  his  ranfom. 

Fr   King.  Therefore,  lord  conftable,  hafte  on  Mont- 

joy ; 

And  let  him  lay  to  England,  that  we  fend 
To  know  what  willing  ranfom  he  will  give. — 
Prince  Dauphin,  you  (hall  fray  with  us  in  Roan. 

Dau.  Not  fo,  I  do  befeech  your  majefly. 

Fr.  King.  Be  patient,  for  you  (hall  remain  with  us. — 
Now,  forth,  lord  conftable,  and  princes  all  ; 
And  quickly  bring  us  word   of  England's   fall. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE     VI. 

The  EngliJJ)  Camp.     Enter  Gower,  and  Fluellen. 


Gower.  Kfow  now,  captain  Fluellen,  come  you  from 
the  bridge  ? 

Flu.  I  allure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  fervice  com- 
mitted at  the  pridge. 

Gower.  Is  the  duke  of  Exeter  fafe  ? 

Flu.  The  duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as  Aga- 
memnon; and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my  foul, 
and  my  heart,  and  my  duty,  and  my  life,  and  my  livings, 
and  my  uttermoft  powers :  he  is  not  (God  be  praifed  and 
pleiTed  !)  any  hurt  in  the  'orld  ;  but  keeps  the  pridge  moft 
valiantly,  with  excellent  difcipline.  There  is  an  ancient 
lieutenant  there  at  the  pridge — I  think  in  my  very  confer- 
ence, he  is  as  valiant  a  man  as  Mark  Antony  ;  and  he  is  a 

man 
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man  of  no  eftimation  in  the  'odd  ;  but  I  did  fee  bim  do 
gallant  fervices. 

Gow.  What  do  you  call  him  ? 

Flu.  He  is  cali'd — ancient  Pidol. 

Gow.  I  know  him  not. 

Enter  Pistol. 

Flu,  Do  you  not  know  him  ?     Here  comes  the  man. 
Pi/1.  Captain,  I  thee  befeech  to  do   me  favours  :  The 
duke  of  Exerer  doth  love  thee  well. 

Flu.  Ay,  I  praife  Got ;  and  1  have  merited  fome  love 
at  his  hands. 

Pi/1.  Bardolph,  a  foldier,  firm  and  found  of  heart, 
Of  buxom  valour,  hath — by  cruel  fare, 
And  giddy  fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel, 
That  goddefs  blind, 
That  (lands  upon  the  rolling  reftlefc  Hone — 

Flu.  By  your  patience,  antient  Piftol.  Fortune  is  pain- 
ted p'lind,  with  a  muffler  before  her  eyes,  to  fignify  to  you, 
that  fortune  is  plind  :  And  me  is  painted  alfo  with  a  wheel ; 
10  fignify  to  you,  which  is  the  moral  of  it,  that  {he  is 
turning,  and  inconftant,  and  mutabilities,  and  variations; 
and  her  foot,  look  you,  is  fixed  upon  a  fpherical  Hone, 
which  rolls,  and  rolls,  and  rolls; — In  good  truth,  the 
poet  makes  a  mofr  excellent  defcription  of  fortune  :  fortune, 
look  you,  is  an  excellent  moral. 

Fiji.  Fortune  is  Bardolph's  foe,  and  frowns  on  him  ; 
For  he  hath  ftol'n  a  pix,  and  hanged  mull  'a  be. 
Damn'd  death  1 

Let  gallows  gape  for  dog,  let  man  go  free. 
And  let  not  hemp  his  wind-pipe  fufFocate  : 
But  Exeter  hath  given  the  doom  of  death, 
For  pix  of  little  price. 

Therefore,  go  fpeak,  the  duke  will  hear  thy  voice  ; 
And  let  not  Bardolph's  vital  thread  be  cut 
With  edge  of  penny-cord,  and  vile  reproach  : 
Speak,  captain,  tor  his  life,  and  I  will  thee  require. 

Flu.  Antient  Pidol,  I  do  partly  underftand  your  mean- 
ing. 

Pi/1.  Why  then  rejoice  therefore. 
Flu.  Certainly,  ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice  at : 

for 
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for  if,  look  you,  he  were  my  brother,  I  would  deiire  this 
duke  to  ufe  his  goot  pleafure,  and  put  him  to  executions  j 
for  difciplines  ought  to  be  ufed. 

Pift.  Die  and  be  damn'd  ;  and  figo  for  thy  friendship  ! 

Flu.  It  is  well. 

Pift.  The  fig  of  Spain !  [Exit  Pistol, 

Flu.  Very  good. 

Gow.  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  counterfeit  rafcal  ;  I  re- 
member him  now;  a  bawd,  a  cut  purfe. 

Flu.  I'll  afTure  you,  'a  uttcr'd  as  prave  'ords  at  the 
pridge,  as  you  (hall  fee  in  a  fummer's  day  :  But  it  is  very 
well  ;  what  he  has  fpoke  to  me,  that  is  well,  I  warrant 
you,  when  time  is  ferve. 

Gow.  Why,  'tis  a  gull,  a  fool,  a  rogue  ;  that  now  and 
then  goes  to  the  wars,  to  grace  himfelf,  at  his  return  into 
London,  under  the  form  of  a  foldier.  And  fuch  feliows 
are  perfect  in  the  great  commanders'  names  :  and  they  will 
iearn  you  by  rote,  where  fervices  were  done; — at  fuch  and 
fuch  a  fconce,  at  fuch  a  breach,  at  fuch  a  convoy  ;  who 
came  off  bravely,  who  was  mot,  who  difgrac'd,  what 
terms  the  enemy  itood  on ;  and  this  they  con  perfectly  in 
the  phrafe  of  war,  which  they  trick  up  with  new-tuned 
oaths :  And  what  a  beard  of  the  general's  cut,  and  a  horrid 
fuir  of  the  camp,  will  do  among  foaming  bottles,  and  ale- 
waih'd  wits,  is  wonderful  to  be  thought  on  !  But  you  muffc 
learn  to  know  luch  (landers  of  the  age,  or  tlfe  you  maybe 
marvellouily  mittook. 

Flu.  I  Jell  you  what,  captain  Gower  ;— I  do  perceive, 
he  is  not  the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  fnew  to  the 
'orld  he  is ;  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  coat,  I  will  tell  him  my 
mind.  Hear  you,  the  king  is  coming;  and  I  muff  fpeak 
with  him  from  the  pridge. 

Drums  and  Colours.     Enter  the  King,  Gloster,  and 

Soldiers. 

Flu.  Got  plefs  your  majefty  ! 

K.  Henry.  How  now,  Fiuellen  ?  cam'ft  thou  from  the 
bridge  .? 

Flu.  Ay,  fo  pleafe  your  majefty.  The  duke  of  Exeter 
has  very  gallantly  maintain'd  the  pridge  :  the  French  is 
gone  off,  look  you  ;  and  there  is  gallant  and  molt  prave 

paf- 
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pafTages :  Marry,  th'  athverfarys  was  have  poneflion  of  the 
pridge  ;  but  he  is  enforced  to  retire,  and  the  duke  of  Ex- 
eter is  matter  of  the  pridge  ;  I  can  tell  your  majetty,  the 
duke  is  a  prave  man. 

K.  Henry.  What  men  have  you  loft,  Fluellen  ! 

Flu.  The  perdition  of  th'  athverfary  hath  been  very 
great,  very  reafonable  great :  marry,  for  my  part,  I  think 
the  duke  hath  loft  never  a  man,  but  one  that  is  like  to  be 
executed  for  robbing  a  church,  one  Bardolph,  if  your 
majefty  know  the  name  :  his  face  is  all  bubukles,  and 
whelks,  and  knobs,  and  flames  of  fire  ;  and  his  lips  plows 
at  his  nofe,  and  it  is  like  a  coal  of  fire,  fometimes  plue, 
and  fometimes  red  ;  but  his  nofe  is  executed,  and  his  fire's 
out. 

K.  Henry,  We  would  have  all  fuch  offenders  fo  cut 
off : — and  we  give  exprefs  charge,  that,  in  our  marches 
through  the  country,  there  be  nothing  compelled  from  the 
villages,  nothing  taken  but  paid  for ;  none  of  the  French 
upbraided,  or  abufed  in  difda'mful  language  ;  For  when 
Itnity  and  cruelty  play  for  a  kingdom,  the  gentleft  game- 
fter  is  the  fooneft  winner. 

Tucket  founds.     Enter  Mo  NT  joy. 

Mont.  You  know  me  by  my  habit. 

K.  Henry,  Well  then,  I  know  thee  ;  what  fhall  I  know 
of  thee  ? 

Mont.  My  matter's  mind. 

K.   Henry.  Unfold  it. 

Mont.  Thus  fays  my  king :— Say  thou  to  Harry  of  Eng- 
land, Though  wefeemed  dead,  we  did  but  fteep  ;  Advan- 
tage is  a  better  foidier,  than  rafhnefs.  Tell  him,  we  could 
have  rebuked  him  at  Harfieur  ;  but  that  we  thought  not 
good  tobruife  an  injury, 'till it  were  full  ripe  t— now  we  (peak 
upon  our  cue,  and  our  voice  is  imperial  :  England  fhall  re- 
pent his  folly,  fee  his  weaknefs,  and  admire  our  f  utterance. 
Bid  him,  therefore,  confider  of  his  ranfom  ;  which  muft 
proportion  the  loffes  we  have  borne,  the  fubjecls  we  have 
loft,  the  difgrace  we  have  digefted  ;  which,  in  weight  to 
re-  anfwer,  his  pettinefs  would  bow  under.  For  our  lodes, 
his  exchequer  is  too  poor  ;  for  the  effufion  of  our  blood,  the 
mutter  of  his  kingdom  too  faint  a   number  ;  and  for  our 
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difgrace,  his  own  per  fori,  kneeling  at  our  feet,  but  a  weak 
and  worthlefs  fatisfaclion.  To  this  add— defiance  :  and  tell 
him,  for  conclufion,  he  hath  betray'd  his  followers,  whofe 
condemnation  is  pronounced.  So  far  my  king  and  mafter  ; 
fo  much  my  office. 

K.  Henry.  What  is  thy  name  ?  I  know  thy  quality. 

Mont.  Montjoy. 

K.   Henry.  Thou    doft   thy  office   fairly.    Turn  thee 
b<ick, 
And  tell  thy  king — I  do  not  feek  him  now  ; 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais 
Without  impeachment :  for,  to  fay  the  footh 
(Though  'tis  no  wifdom  to  confefs  fo  much 
Unto  an  enemy  of  craft  and  vantage), 
My  people  are  with  ficknefs  much  enfeebled  ; 
My  numbers  leften'd  ;  and  thofe  few  I  have, 
.Aimed  no  better  than  fo  many  French  ; 
Who,  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  herald, 
1  thought,  upon  one  pair  of  English  legs 
Did  march  three  Frenchmen. — Yet,  forgive  me,  God, 
That  I  do  brag  thus !   this  your  air  of  France 
Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me ;   I  mufl  repent.    ' 
Go,  therefore,  tell  thy  mafter — here  I  am  ; 
My  ranfom,  is  this  frail  and  worthlefs  trunk, 
My  army,  but  a  weak  and  fickly  guard  ; 
Yet,  God  before,  tell  him  we  willcomeon, 
Though  France  himfelf,  and  fuch  another  neighbour, 
Stand  in  our  way.     There's  for  thy  labour,  Montjoy. 
Go,  bid  thy  mafter  well  advife  himfelf : 
If  we  may  pafs,  we  will :  if  we  be  hinder'd, 
We  mall  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood 
Difcolour  :  and  fo,  Montjoy,  fare  you  well. 
The  fam  of  all  our  anfwer  is  but  this  : 
We  would  not  fcek  a  battle,  as  we  are; 
Nor,  as  we  are,    we  lay,  we  will  notfhunit; 
So  tell  your  mi  fter. 

Mot.  i  (hall  deliver  fo.     1  hanks  to  your  highnefs. 

[Exit. 

Glo.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 

K.  Henry.  We  are  in  God's   hand,  brother,    not  in 
theirs. — 

March 
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March  to  the  bridge  ;  it  now  draws  toward  night  : 

Beyond  the  river  we'll  encamp  ourfelvcs  ; 

And  on  to-morrow  bid  them  march  away.  r_Exev.nl 


SCENE     VII. 

The  French  Camp  near  Aghicov.ri.  Enter  the  Conftable  cf 
France,  the  Lord  Ramsu  res,  the  Duke  p/OrleAns, 
Dauphin,  with  others. 

Con.  Tut  !  I  have  the  befl  armour  of  the  world.-— 
Would,  it  were  day  ! 

Orl.  You  have  an  excellent  armour ;  but  let  my  horfe 
have  his  due. 

Con.  It  is  the  befl  horfe  of  Europe. 

Orl  Will  it  never  be  morning  ? 

Dau.  My  lord  of  Orleans,  and  my  lord  high  conftable, 
you  talk  of  horfe  and  armour — • 

Orl.  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both,  as  any  prince 
in  the  world. 

Dau.  What  a  long  night  is  this ! — I  will  not  change  my 
horfe  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four  patterns.  Cay  ha  ! 
He  bounds  from  the  earth,  as  if  his  entrails  were  hairs  ; 
le  cheval  volant,  the  pegafus,  qui  a  les  narines  de  feu! 
When  I  beftride  him,  I  foar,  I  am  a  hawk ;  he  trots  the 
air ;  the  earth  Tings  when  he  touches  it ;  the  bafeff.  horn 
of  his  hoof  is  more  mufical  than  the  pipe  of  Hermes. 

Orl.  He's  of  the  colour  of  the  nutmeg. 

Dau.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  ginger.  It  is  a  bead 
for  Perfeus  :  he  is  pure  air  and  fire;  and  the  dud  ele- 
ments of  earth  and  water  never  appear  in  him,  but  only 
in  patient  ftillnefs,  while  his  rider  mounts  him  :  he  is, 
indeed,  a  horfe ;  and  all  other  jades  you  may  call — 
beafts. 

Con.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  is  a  mod  abfolute  and  excel- 
lent horfe. 

Dau.  It  is  the  prince  of  palfreys;  his  neigh  is  like  the 
bidding  of  a  monarch,  and  his  countenance  enforces  ho- 
mage. 

Or!.  No  more,  coufin. 

Dau. 
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Dau.  Nay,  the  man  hath  no  wir,  that  cannot,  from 
the  rifing  of  the  lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb,  vary  de- 
fer ved  praife  on  my  palfrey:  it  is  a  theme  as  fluent  as 
the  fea;  turn  the  lands  into  eloquent  tongues,  and  my 
horfe  is  argument  for  them  all  :  'tis  a  fu  eject  tor  a  love- 
reign  to  reafon  on,  and  for  a  fovereign's  fovereign  to  ride 
on;  and  for  the  world  (familiar  to  us,  and  unknown) 
to  lay  apart  their  particular  functions,  and  wondtr  at  him, 
I  once  writ  a  fonnet  in  his  praife,  and  began  thus,  Wonder 
of  nature— 

OrL  I  have  heard  a  fonnet  begin  fo  to  one's  miftrefs. 

Dau.  Then  did  they  imitate  that  which  I  compos'd  to 
my  courfer ;  for  my  horfe  is  my  miftrefs. 

OrL  Your  miftrefs  bears  well. 

Dau.  Me  well;  which  is  the  prefcript  praife  and  per- 
fection of  a  good  and  particular  miftrefs, 

Gm.  Mafoyl  the  other  day,  methought,  your  miftrefs 
fhrewdly  (hook  your  back. 

Dau,  So,  perhaps,  did  your's. 

Con.  Mine  was  not  bridled. 

Dau.  O?  then,  belike,  (he  was  old  and  gentle;  and 
you  rode,  like  a  kerne  of  Ireland,  your  French  hofe  off, 
and  in  your  ftrait  troiTers. 

Con.  You  have  good  judgment  in  horfemanfhip. 

Dau.  Be  warn'd  by  me  then :  they  that  ride  fo,  and 
ride  not  warily,  fall  into  foul  bogs ;  I  had  rather  have  my 
horfe  to  my  miftrefs. 

Con,  I  had  as  lief  have  my  miftrefs  a  jade. 

Dau.  I  tell  thee,  conftable,  my  miftrefs  wears  her  own 
hair. 

Con.  I  could  make  as  true  a  boaft  as  that,  if  I  had  a 
fow  to  my  miftrefs. 

Dau.  Le  chten  eft  ret our ne  a  fin  propre  vomi/ftment,  & 
Ja  truie  lavee  an  bourbier :  thou  mak'ft  ufe  of  any  thing. 

Con.  Yet  do  I  not  ufe  my  horfe  for  my  miftrefs ;  or 
any  fuch  proverb,  fo  little  kin  to  the  purpofe. 

Ram.  My  lord  conftabie,  the  armour,  that  I  faw  in 
your  tent  to-night,  are  thofe  ftars,  or  funs,  upon  it? 

Con.  Stars,  my  lord. 

Dau.  Some  of  them  will  fill  to-morrow,  I  hope. 

Con.  And  yet  my  fky  (hall  not  want. 

Dan, 
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Dau.  That  maybe,  for  you  bear  many  fuperfluoufly ; 
and  'twere  more  honour,  fome  were  away. 

Con.  Even  as  your  horfe  bears  your  praifes ;  who 
would  trot  as  well,  were  fome  of  your  brags  difmounted. 

Dau.  Would  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  defert  ? 
Will  it  never  be  day?  I  will  trot  to-morrow  a  mile,  and 
my  way  (hall  be  paved  with  Englifh  faces. 

Con.  I  will  not  fay  fo,  for  fear  I  mould  be  fac'd  out  of 
my  way:  But  I  would  it  were  morning,  for  I  would  fain 
be  about  the  ears  of  the  Englifh. 

Ram.  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  me  for  twenty  En- 
glim  prifoners  ? 

Con.  You  muft  firll  go  yourfelf  to  hazard,  ere  you  have 
them. 

Dau.  'Tis  midnight,  I'll  go  arm  myfelf.  [Exit. 

Orl.  The  Dauphin  longs  for  morning. 

Ram.  He  longs  to  eat  the  Englilh. 

Con.  I  think  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

OrL  By  the  white  hand  of  my  lady  he's  a  gallant 
prince. 

Con.  Swear  by  her  foot,  that  (he  may  tread  out  the 
oath. 

Orl.  He  is,  fimply,  the  moll  active  gentleman  of 
France. 

Con.  Doing  is  activity  ;  and  he  will  ftill  be  doing. 

Orl.  He  never  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of. 

Con.  Nor  will  do  none  to  morrow ;  he  will  keep  that 
good  name  ftill. 

Orl.  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

Con.  I  was  told  that,  by  one  that  knows  him  better 
than  you. 

Orl.  What's  he? 

Con.  Marry,  he  told  me  fo  himfelf ;  and  he  faid,  he 
car'd  not  who  knew  it. 

Orl.  He  needs  not,  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in  him. 

Con.  By  my  faith,  fir,  but  it  is ;  never  any  body  fawit, 
but  his  lacquey  :  'tis  a  hooded  valour;  and,  when  it  ap- 
pears, it  will  bate. 

Orl.  Ill  will  never  faid  well. 

Con.  I  will  cap  that  proverb  with — There  is  flattery  in 
friendfhip, 

Orl. 
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Orl.  And  I  will  take  up  that  with — Give  the  devil  his 
due. 

Con.  Well  plac'd  ;  there  (lands  your  friend  for  the  de- 
vil:  have  at  the  very  eye  of  that  proverb,  with—A  pox 
of  the  devil. 

Orl.  You  are  the  better  at  proverbs,  by  how  much 
—A  fools  bole  is  foon  fhor. 

Con.  You  have  mot  over. 

Orl.  'Tis  not  the  firft  time  you  were  over- mot. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mejf.  My  lord  high  conftable,  the  Englifli  lie  within" 
.fifteen  hundred  paces  of  your  rent. 

Con-  Who  hath  meafur'd  the  ground  ? 

Mejf.  The  lord  Grandpree. 

Con,  A  valiant  and  moft  expert  gentleman. — 
'Would  it  were  day  I — Alas,  poor  Harry  of  England  !  he 
Jongs  not  for  the  dawning,  as  we  do. 

Orl.  What  a  wretched  and  peevifh  fellow  is  this  king 
pf  England,  to  mope  with  his  fat-brain'd  followers  fo  far 
out  of  his  knowledge  I 

Con.  If  the  Englim  had  any  apprehenfion,  they  would 
run  away. 

OrL  That  they  lack  ;  /or  if  their  heads  had  any  in- 
tellectual armour,  they  could  never  wear  fuch  heavy 
head- pieces. 

Ram.  That  iiland  of  England  breeds  very  valiant 
creatures  ;  their  maftifTs  are  of  uumatchable  courage. 

OrL  Fooliih  curs  1  that  run  winking  into  the  mouth 
of  a  Ruffian  bear,  and  have  their  heads  crufh'd  like 
rotten  apples  :  You  may  as  well  fay — that's  a  valiant 
ilea,  that  dare  eat  his  breakfaft  on  the  lip  of  a  lion. 

Con.  Jull,  juft  ;  and  the  men  do  fympathize  with 
the  maltifFs,  in  robuftious  and  rough  coming  on,  leaving 
their  wits  with  their  wives  :  and  then  give  them  great 
rncals  of  beef,  and  iron  and  fteel,  they  will  eat  like 
wolves,  and  fight  like  devils. 

Orl.  Ay,  but  thefe  Englifli  are  fhrewdly  out  of   beef. 

Con.  Then  we  (hall  find  to-morrow— tluy  have  only 

ftomachi 


KING      HENRY   V.  4.9 

ftomachs  to  eat,    and    none  to  fight.      Now  it  is  time  to 
arm  ;  Come,  (hall  we  about  it  ? 

Orl.  'Tis  two  o'clock  :  but,  let  me  fee — by  ten, 
We  (hail  have  each  a  hundred  Englilhmen. 


ACT     IV. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Chorus. 

™OJV  entertain  conjeclure  of  a  time, 

TVhen  creeping  murmur,  and  the  poring  dark, 

Fills  the  wide  vejfel  of  the  unlverfe. 

From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of  night, 

The  hum  of  either  army  ft  Illy  founds. 

That  the  fix'd  centlnels  ahnoft  receive 

The  fecret  whlfpers  of  each  other's  watch : 

Fire  anfwers  fire  ;   and  through  their  paly  fames 

Each  battle  fees  the  other's  umber' 'd  face: 

Steed  threatens  Steed,  in  high  and  boaftful  neighs, 

Piercing  the  night's  dull  ear  ;   and  from  the  tents, 

The  armourers,  accomplijhing  the  knights, 

TVith  bufy  hammers  clofmg  rivets  up, 

Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 

The  country  cocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  toll; 

And  the  third  hour  of  drowfy  morning  name. 

Proud  of  their  numbers,  a?*d  fecure  In  foul, 

The  confident  and  over-lufty  French 

Do  the  low-rated  Engllfh  play  at  dice  ; 

And  chide  the  cripple  tardy-galted  night, 

Who,  like  a  foul  and  ugly  witch,  doth  limp 

So  tedloufiy  aivay.     The  poor  condemned  Englljh, 

Like  facrifices,  by  their  watchful  fires 

Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 

The  morning's  danger  ;  and  their  gefture  fad, 

Inveftlng  lank-lean  cheeks,  and  war-worn  coats, 

Prefented  them  unto  the  gazing  moon 

So  ?nany  horrid  ghofts*     0,  now,  who  will  behold 
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The  royal  captain  of  this  ruind  band, 

Walking  from  watch  to  watch,  from  tent  to  te?it7 

Let  him  cry  —  Praife  and  glory  on  his  head  ! 

For  forth  he  goes,  and  vijits  all  his  hofi ; 

Bids  them  good  morroiv,  with  a  modejl  fmile  ; 

And  calls  them— brothers,  friends,  and  countrymen* 

Upon  his  royal  face  there  is  no  note, 

How  dread  an  army  hath  enrounded  him  >' 

Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 

Unto  the  weary  and  all  watched  night : 

But  frejhly  looks,  and  over  bears  attaint, 

With  cheerful  femblance,  and  fweet  majejly  ; 

That  every  wretch,  pining  and  pale  before, 

Beholding  him,   plucks  comfort  from  his  looks  : 

A  larges  univerfal,  like  the  fun, 

His  liberal  eye  doth  give  to  every  one, 

Thawing  cold  fear.     Then,  mean  and  gentle  all, 

Behold,  as  may  unworthinefsde  fine, 

A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  night  : 

And  fo  our  fcene  muji  to  the  battle  fly ; 

Where  (0  for  pity  I )  we  fliall  much  difgrace— 

With  four  or  five  mojl  vile  and  ragged  foils, 

Right  ill  difpos'd,  in  brawl  ridiculous — ~ 

The  name  of  Agincourt  :  Yet,  fit  and  fee  ; 

Minding  true  things  by  what  their  mockeries  be*        [Exit. 


SCENE     I. 

The  Englijh  Camp,  at  Agincourt,     Enter  King  Henry, 
Bedford,  and  Glostzr. 

K.   Henry.    GJofter,    'lis  true   that  we  are   in  great 
danger ; 
The  greater  therefore  mould  our  courage  be. — 
Good-morrow,  brother  Bedford. — God  Almighty! 
There  is  fome  fool  of  goodnefs  in  things  evil, 
Would  men  obfervingly  diftil  it  out ; 
For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  flirrers, 
Which  is  both  healthful,  and  good  hufbandry  : 

Befidcs 
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Befides,  they  are  our  outward  confciences^ 
And  preachers  to  us  all;  admonishing, 
That  we  mould  drefs  us  faiily  for  our  end. 
Thus  may  we  gather  honey  from  the  weed, 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  himlelf. 

Enter  Erpincham. 

Good  morrow,  old  fir  Thomas  Erpingham  : 
A  good  fofc   pillow  for  that  good  white  head 
Were  better  than  a  churlifh  turf  of  France. 

Erping.  Not   (ot    my   liege  ;    this    lodging   likes   m$ 
better, 
Since  I  may  fay— now  lie  I  like  a  king. 

K.  Henry.    'Tis  good  for  men  to  love  their  prefent 
pain?, 
Upon  example;  fo  the  fpirit  is  eafed  ; 
And,   when  the  mind  is  quicken'd,  out  of  doubt. 
The  organs,  though  defunct  and  dead  before, 
Break  up  their  drowfy  grave,  and  newly  move 
With  carted  flough  and  frefh  legerity, 
Lend  me  thy  cloak,  fir  Thomas. — Brothers  both, 
Commend  me  10  the  princes  in  our  camp  ; 
Do  my  good   morrow  to  them  ;  and,  anon* 
Defire  them  all  to  my  pavillion. 

GIo.  We  fhall,  my  liege.  * 

Erping.  Shall  I  attend  your  grace  ? 

K.  Henry,  No,  my  good  knight  ; 
Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  lords  of  England  ; 
I  and  my  bofom  muft  debate  a  while, 
And  then  I  would  no  other  company. 

Erping.  The  Lord  in  heaven  blefs  thee,  noble  Harry  I 

K.  Henry ,    God-a-mercy,    old   heart !    thou   fpeak'il 
cheerfully. 

Enter  Pistol* 

Pi  ft.  Quivdlai 

K.  Henry.  A  friend. 

Pi/I.  Difcnfs  unto  me  ;  Art  thou  officer  ? 
Or  art  thou  bafe,  common,  and  popular  ? 
K.  Henry.  1  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company. 
Piji>  Trail'ft  thou  the  puilTant  pike  .? 

E>  2  K.  Henri* 
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Henry.  Even  fo  :  What  are  you  ? 

Pift.  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  emperor. 

K.  Henry,  Then  your  are  a  better  than  the  king, 

Pift.  The  king's  a  bawcock,  and  a  heart  of  gold  ; 
A  lad  of  life,  an  imp  of  fame  ; 
Of  parents  good,  of  fid  moft  valiant  : 
I  kifs  his  dirty  fhoe,  and  from  my  heart- firings 
I  love  the  lovely  bully.     What's  thy  name  ? 

K,  Henry.  Harry  le  roy. 

Pift,  Le  roy  !   a   Cornifh  name  :  art  thou   of  Cornifh 
Crew  ? 

K,  Henry.  No,  I  am  a  Welch  man. 

Pift.  Know'ft  thou  Fluellen  ? 

K.  Henry.  Yes. 

Pift    Tell  him,  i'll  knock  his  leek  about  his  pate 
Upon  faint  David's  day. 

K.  Henry.  Do  not  you  wear  your  dagger  in  your  cap 
that  day,  left  he  knock  that  about   ycur's. 

Pift.   Artthcu  his  friend? 

K.  Henry.  And  his  kinfman  too. 

Pift.  The  figo  for  thee  then  ! 

K.  Henry.  I  thank  you  :  God  be  with  you ! 

Pift.  My  name  is  Piftoi  call'd.  [Exit. 

K.  Henry,  It  forts  well  with  your  fiercenefs. 

Enter  Fluellen,  and  Gower,  feverally. 

Gow.  Captain  Fluellen — 

Flu.  So  !  in  the  name  of  Chefhu  Chiift,  fpeak  fewer. 
It  is  the  greateft  admiration  in  the  univerfal  'orld,  when 
the  true  and  ancient  prerogatifes  and  laws  of  the  wars  is 
not  kept  :  if  you  would  take  the  pains  but  to  examine 
the  wars  of  Pompey  the  great,  you  fhall  find,  I  warrant 
you,  that  there  is  no  tittle  tattle,  nor  pibble  pabble,  in 
Pompey's  camp;  I  warrant  you,  you  fhall  find  the  cere- 
monies of  the  wars,  and  the  cares  of  it,  and  the  forms  of 
it,  and  the  fobriety  of  ir,  and  the  modefty  of  it,  to  be 
otherwife. 

Gow,  Why,  the  enemy  is  loud  ;  you  heard  him  all 
night. 

Flu.  If  the  enemy  is  an  afs  and  a  fool,  and   a  prating 

cox- 
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coxcomb,  is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  mould  alfo,  look 
you,  be  an  afs,  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb  ;  in 
your  own  confcience  now  ? 

Ggw.  I  will  fpeak  lower. 

Flu.  I  pray  you,  and  pefeech,   you   that  you    will. 

[Exeunt, 

K.  Henri.  Though  it  appears  a  little  out  of  fafhion, 
There  ij  much  care  and  valour  in  this  Welmman. 

Enter  three  SoJdhrs-  John  Bates,  Alexander, 
Court,  and  Michael  Williams. 

Court,  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the  morning 
which  break,  yonder  ? 

Bates.  I  think  it  be  :  but  we  have  no  great  caufe  to 
defire  the  approach  of  day. 

Will  We  fee  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day,  but,  I 
think,   we  (hall  never  fee  the  end  of  it.—  Who  goes  there  ? 

K.  Henry.  A  friend. 

Will  Under  what  capiain  ferve  you  ? 

K.  Henry.  Under  ;>ir  Thomas  Erpingham. 

Will.  A  good  old  commander,  and  a  mod  kind  gen- 
tleman ;  I  pray  you  what  thinks  he  of  our  eftate  ? 

K.  Henry.  Even  as  men  wreck'd  upon  a  fand,  that  look 
to  be  wafh'd  off  the  next  tide. 

Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  king  ? 

K.  Henry.  No ;  nor  it  is  not  meet  he  mould.  For, 
though  I  fpeak  it. to  you,  I  think,  the  king  is  but  a  man, 
as  I  am  :  the  violet  fmells  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me;  the 
element  (hews  to  him  as  it  doth  to  me  ;  all  his  fenfes  have 
but  human  conditions  :  his  ceremonies  laid  by,  in  his  na- 
kednefs  he  appears  but  a  man  ;  and  though  his  affections 
are  higher  mounted  th  n  ours,  yet,  when  they  ftoop,  they 
ftoop  with  the  like  wings  ;  therefore  when  he  fees  reafon 
of  fears,  as  we  do,  his  fears,  out  of  doubt,  be  of  the  fame 
relifh  as  ours  are  :  Yet  in  reafon  no  man  mould  poffefs  him 
with  any  appearance  of  fear,  left  he,  by  mewing  it,  mould 
difiiearten  his  army. 

Bates.  He  may  (hew  what  outward  courage  he  will  : 
but,  I  believe,  as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  he  could  wifh  him- 
felf  in  the  Thames  up  to  the  neck  ;  and   fo  I  would  he 
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Were,  and  I  by  him,  at  all  adventures,  io  we  were  quit 
here. 

K.  Henry.  By  my  troth,  I  will  fpeak  my  conference  of  the 
king;  I  think,  he  would  not  wifh  himfelf  any  where  buc 
where  he  his. 

Bates.  Then,  'would  he  were  here  alone  ;  fo  mould  he 
befure  to  be  ranfom'd,  and  a  many  poor  men's  lives  faved. 

K.  Henry.  I  dare  fay,  you  love  him  not  fo  ill,  to  wifh 
him  here  alone;  howfoever  you  fpeak  this,  to  feel  other 
men's  minds :  Methinks  I  could  not  die  any  where  fo  con- 
tented, as  in  the  king's  company;  his  caufe  being  jutt,  and 
his  quarrel  honourable. 

Will.  That's  more  than  we  know. 

Bates.  Ay,  or  more  than  we  fliould  feek  after ;  for  we 
know  enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  king's  fubjects;  it 
his  caufe  be  wrong,  our  obedience  to  the  king  wipes  the 
crime  of  it  out  of  us* 

Will.  But,  if  the  caufe  be  not  good,  the  king  him- 
felf hath  a  heavy  reckoning  to  make ;  when  all  thofe 
]egs,  and  arms,  and  heads,  chop'd  of?  in  a  battle  (hall  join 
together  at  the  latter  day,  and  cry  all — "  We  dy'd  at  luch 
a  place;"  fome,  fwearing ;  fome,  crying  for  a  furgeon  ; 
fome,  upon  their  wives  left  poor  behind  them ;  fome,  upon 
the  debts  they  owe;  fome,  upon  their  children  rawly  left. 
I  am  afeard  there  are  few  die  well,  that  die  in  a  battle  ; 
for  how  can  they  charitably  difpofe  of  any  thing,  when 
blood  is  their  argument?  Now,  if  thefe  men  do  not  die 
well,  it  will  be  a  black  matter  for  the  king  that  led  them 
to  it;,  whom  to  diiobey,  were  againtt  all  proportion  of 
fubjection. 

K.  Henry.  So,  if  a  fon,  that  is  by  his  father  fent  a- 
bout  merchandize,  do  finfully  mifcarry  upon  the  lea,  the 
imputation  of  his  wickednefs,  by  your  rule,  mould  be 
impofed  upon  his  father  that  fent  him  :  or  if  a  fervant, 
under  his  matter's  command,  tranfporting  a  fum  of  money, 
be  aflailM  by  robbers,  and  die  in  many  irreconcil'd  ini- 
quities, you  may  call  the  bufinefs  of  the  matter  the  author 
of  the  fervant's  damnation : — But  this  is  not  fo  :  the  king 
is  not  bound  to  anfwer  the  particular  endings  of  his  (ol- 
diers,  the  father  of  his  fon,  nor  the  matter  of  his  fer- 
van.t;  fur  they  purpofe  not  their  death,  when   they  pur- 
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pc-fc  their  fervices,  Befides,  there  is  no  king,  be  his 
caufe  never  fo  fpotlefs,  if  it  come  to  the  arbitrement 
of  fwords,  can  try  it  out  with  all  unfpotted  foldiers. 
Some,  peradventure,  have  on  them  the  guilt  of  pre- 
meditated and  contrived  murder  ;  fome  of  beguiling  vir- 
gins with  the  broken  feals  of  perjury;  fome  making  the 
wars  their  bulwark,  that  have  before  gored  the  gentle 
bofom  of  peace  with  pillage  and  robbery.  Now  if 
thefe  men  have  defeated  the  law,  and  out-run  native 
punifliment,  though  they  can  out-flrip  men,  they  have 
no  wings  to  fly  from  God :  war  is  his  beadle,  war  is  his 
vengeance;  fo  that  here  men  are  punifhed,  for  before  - 
breach  of  the  king's  laws,  in  now  the  king's  quarrel: 
where  they  feared  the  death,  they  have  borne  life  away ; 
and  where  they  would  be  fafe,  they  perifh  :  Then  if 
they  die  unprovided,  no  more  is  the  king  guilty  of  their 
damnation,  than  he  was  before  guilty  of  thofe  impieties 
for  the  which  they  are  now  viiited.  Every  fubje&'s 
duty  is  the  king's;  but  every  fubjecYs  foul  is  his  own. 
Therefore  mould  every  foldier  in  the  wars  do  as  every  Tick 
man  in  his  bed,  wafh  every  moth  out  of  his  confcience  : 
and  dying  (o,  death  is  to  him  advantage ;  or  not  dying, 
the  time  was  bleifedly  loft,  wherein  fuch  preparation  was 
gained  :  and,  in  him  that  efcapes,  it  were  not  fin  to 
think,  that,  making  God  (o  free  an  offer,  he  let  him  out- 
live that  day  to  fee  his  greatnefs,  and  to  teach  others  how 
they  fhould  prepare. 

Will.  'Tis  certain,  that  every  man  that  dies  ill,  the 
ill  is  upon  his  own  head,  the  king  is  not  to  anfwer  for  it. 

Bates.  I  do  not  defire  he  fhould  anfwer  for  me ;  and 
yet  I  determine  to  fight  lufrily  for  him. 

K.  Henry.  I  myfelf  heard  the  king  fay,  he  would  not 
be  ran'onvd. 

Will.  Ay,  he  faid  fo,  to  make  us  fight  cheerfully  : 
but,  when  our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ranfom'd, 
and  we  ne'er  the  wifer. 

K.  Henry.  If  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  never  truft  his 
word  after. 

Will.  You  pay  him  then  !  that's  a  perilous  (hot  out 
of  an  elder  gun,  that  a  poor  and  private  difpleafure 
can  do  againft  a  mcaarch,    you  may  as   well  go  about  to 
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turn  the  fun  to  ice,  with  fanning  in  his  face  with  a  pea- 
cock's feather.  You'll  never  trufl  his  word  after  !  come, 
'tis  a  fooliih  faying. 

K.  Henry,  Your  reproof  is  fomething  too  round;  I 
fhould  be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  convenient. 

Will.  Let  it  be  a  quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live. 

K.  Henry.  I  embrace  it. 

Will.  How  mall  I  know  thee  again  I 

K.  Henry.  Give  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  will 
wear  it  in  my  bonnet:  then,  if  ever  thou  dar'ft  acknow- 
ledge it,  I  will  make  it  my  quarrel. 

Will.  Here's  my  glove  j  give  me  another  of  thine. 

K.  Henry.   There. 

Will.  This  will  I  alfo  wear  in  my  cap  :  if  ever  thou 
come  to  me  and  fay,  after  to-morrow,  This  is  my  glove, 
by  this  hand,  I  will  take  thee  a  box  on  the  ear- 

K.  Henry.  If  ever  I  live  to  fee  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

Will  Thou  dar'ft  as  well  be  hang'd. 

K.  Henry.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  though  I  take  thee  in 
the  king's  company. 

Will.  Keep  thy  word  :  fare  thee  well. 

Bates.  Befriends,  you  Englifh  fools,  be  friends;  we 
have  French  quarrels  enough,  if  you  could  tell  how  to 
reckon. 

K.  Henry.  Indeed3  the  French  may  lay  twenty  French 
crowns  to  one,  they  will  beat  us  ;  for  they  bear  them  on 
their  fhoulders  :  But*  it  is  noEnglim  treafon  to  cut  French 
crowns;  and,  to-morrow,  the  king  himfclf  will  be  a 
clipper.  [Exeunt  Soldiers. 

Upon  the  king  !  let  us  our  lives,  our  fouls, 
Our  debts,  our  careful  wives,  our  children,  and 
Our  fins,  lay  on  the  king  ; — we  muft  bear  all. 
O  hard  condition  !  twin-  born  with  greatnefs, 
Subjected  to  the  breath  of  every  fool, 
Whofe  fenfe  no  more  can  feel  but  his  own  wringing  ! 
What  infinite  heart's  eafe  muft  kings  neglect, 
That  private  men  enjoy  ?  and  what  have  kings, 
That  privates  have  not  too,  fave  ceremeny  ? 
Save  general  ceremony  ? 
And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol  ceremony  ? 
What  kind  of  God  art  thou,  that  fuffer'ft  more 
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Of  mortal  griefs,  than  do  thy  worshippers  ? 
What  are  thy  rents?  what  are  thy  comings-in  ? 

0  ceremony  fhew  me  but  thy  worth  ! 
What  is  thy  foul,  O  adoration  ? 

Art  thou  aught  elfe  but  place,  degree,  and  form, 

Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men  ? 

Wherein  thou  art  lefs  happy  being  fear'd, 

Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'ft  thou  oft,  inftead  of  homage  fweet, 

But  poifon'd  flattery  ?  O,  be  fick,  great  greatnefs, 

And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure  ! 

Think'ft  thou,  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out 

With  titles  blown  from  adulation  ? 

Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  ? 

Can'ft  thou,  when  thou  command 'ft  the  beggar's  knee, 

Command  the  health  of  it  ?  No,  thou  proud  dream, 

That  play'ft  fo  fubtly  with  a  king's  repofe, 

1  am  a  king,  that  find  thee  :  and  I  know, 
'Tis  not  the  balm,  the  fceptre,  and  the  ball, 
The  fword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial, 
The  enter- tifTued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl, 
The  far  fed  title  running  'fore  the  king, 
The  throne  he  fits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 
That  beats  upon  the  high  fhore  of  the  world, 
No,  not  all  thefe,  thrice- gorgeous  ceremony, 
Not  all  thefe,  laid  in  bed  majefVica], 

Can  fleep  fo  foundly  as  the  wretched  flave  ; 
Who,  with  a  body  fill'd,  and  vacant  mind, 
Gets  him  to  reft,  cramm'd  with  diitrefsful  bread, 
Never  fees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell  : 
But,  like  a  lacquey,  from  the  rife  to  fet, 
Sweats  in  the  eye  of   Phoebus,   and  all  night 
Sleeps  in  Elyiium  ;  next  day,  after  dawn, 
Doth  rife,   and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horfe ; 
And  follows  fo  the  ever-running  year 
With  profitable  labour,    to  his  grave  : 
And,  but  for  ceremony,  fuch  a  wretch, 
Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  fleep, 
Had  the  fore-hand  and  vantage  of  a  king, 
The  flave,    a  member  of  the  country's  peace, 
Enjoys  it ;  but  in  grofs  brain  little  wots, 
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What  watch  the  king  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace, 
Whofe  hours  the  peafant  belt  advantages. 

Enter  Erpingham. 

Erp.  My  lord,  your  nobles,    jealous  of  your  abfence, 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you. 

K.  Henry.  Good  old  knight, 
Colleft  them  all  together  at  my  tent : 
I'll  be  before  thee. 

Erp.  I  (hall  do't,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

K.  Henry.  O  God  of  battles !  ftcel  my  foldier's  hearts ! 
poifefs  them  not  with  fear  ;  take  from  them  now 
The  fenfe  of  reckoning,  if  the  oppofed  numbers 
Pluck  their  hearts  from  them  ! Not  to  day,  O  Lord, 

0  not  to-day,  think  not  upon  the  fault 
My  father  made  in  comparing  the  crown  ! 

1  Richard's  body  have  interred  new  ; 
And  on  it  have  beftow'd  more  contrite  tears, 
Than  from  it  iffu'd  forced  drops  of  blood. 
Five  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay, 
Who  twice  a  day  their  wither'd  hands  hold  up 
Toward  heaven,  to  pardon  blood  ;  and  I  have  built 
Two  chantries,  where  the  fad  and  folemn  priefts 
Sing  (till  for  Richard's  foul.     More  will  I  do  : 
Though  all  that  I  can  do,  is  nothing   worth  ; 
Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  all, 
Imploring  pardon. 

Enter  Gloster.. 

Glo.  My  liege; 

K.  Henry.  My  brothsr  Gtofler's  voice  ?— Ay  ; 
I  know  thy  errand,  I  will  go  with  thee  :— 
The  day,  my  friends,  and  all  tnings  (lay  for  me.   [Exeunt. 


SCENE     II. 

The  French    Camp.       Enter    the   Dauphin,    Orleans, 
Rambures,   and  Beaumont. 

Ori.  The  fun  doth  gild  our  armour ;  up,  my  lords. 

Datu 
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Dau.  Montez  a  cheval : — My  horfe  !  valet  J   lacquay  I 
ha! 

Orl    0  brave  fpirit  ! 

Dau.  Via  I — -les  eaux  iff  la  terre. 

Orl.  Rien  plus  ?  Pair  &  le  feu — — 

Dau.  Gelt  Goafia  Orleans. 

Enter  Conjlable. 

Now,  my  lord  Conftable  ! 

Con.  Hark,  how  our  iked s  for  prefent  fervice  neigh. 

Dau.  Mount  them,    and  make  iocifion  in  their  hides; 
That  their  hot  blood  may  fpin  in  Englim  eyes, 
And  daunt  them  with  fuperrluous  courage  :  Ha  ! 

Ram.  What,   will   you   have  them  weep  our  horfes' 
blood  ? 
How  (hall  we  then  behold  their  natural  tears  ? 

Enter  a  Mefjenger. 

Mejf.  The  Englifh  are  embattled,   you  French  peers. 

Con.  To  horfe,  you  gallant  princes  !  frrait  to  horfe  i 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  ftarved  band, 
And  your  fair  (hew  (hall  fuck  away  their  fouls, 
Leaving  them  but  the  (hales  and  hulks  of  men. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands ; 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  fickly  veins, 
To  give  each  naked  curtle-axe  a  ftain, 
Tha,  our  French  gallants  (hall  to  day  draw  out, 
And  (heath  for  lack  of  fport  :  let  us  but  blow  on  them, 
The  vapour  of  our  valour  will  o'erturn  them. 
'Tis  poative  againfl:  all  exceptions,  lords, 
That  our  fuperrluous  lacqueys,  and  our  peafants — 
Who,  in  unneceflary  acYion,  fwarm 
Aoout  our  fquares  of  battle — were  enough 
To  purge  this  field  of  fuih  a  hilding  foe  ; 
Though  we,  upon  this  mountain's  bafis  by 
Took  ftand  for  idle  {peculation  : 
But  that  our  honours  mufl  not.     What's  to  fay  ? 
A  very  little  little  let  us  do, 
And  all  is  done.     Then  let  the  trump.ts  found 
The  tucket-fonuance,  and  the  note   to  mount : 
For  our  approach  (hall  (o  much  dare  the  field, 
That  England  (hail  couch  down  in  fear,  arjd  yield. 

Enter 
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i  Enter  Grandpre'e. 

Grand,  Why  do  you  flay  fo  long,  my  lords  of  France  ? 
Yon  ifland  carrions,  defperr.te  of  their  bones, 
Ill-favour'dly  become  the  morning  field  : 
Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loofe, 
And  our  air  (hakes  them  paffing  fcomfully. 
B:g  Mars  feems  bankrupt  in  their  beggared  hoft, 
And  faintly  through  a  rufly  beaver  peeps. 
Their  horfemen  lit  like  fixed  candlefticks, 
With  torch-ftaves  in  their  hand :  and  their  poor  jades 
Lob  down  their  heads,  dropping  the  hide   and  hips; 
The  gum  down-roping  from  their  pale-dead  eyes  5 
And  in  their  pale  dull  mouths  the  gimmal  bit 
Lies  foul  with  chew'd  grafs,  frill  and  motionlefs ; 
And  their  executors,  the  knavifh  crows, 
jFiy  o'er  them  all,  impatient  for  their  hour. 
Dcfcription  cannot  fuit  itfelf  in  words, 
To  demonllrate  the  life  of  fuch  a  battle 
In  life  fo  lifelefs  as  it  (hews  itfelf. 

Con.  They  have  faid  their  prayers,    and  they  flay  for 
death. 

Dau.  Shall  we  go  fend  them  dinners,  and  frefh  fuits, 
And  give  their  failing  horfes  provender, 
And  after  fight  with  them  ? 

Con.  I  (lay  but  for  my  guard  ;  On,    to  the  field  : 
I  will  the  banner  from  a  trfampet   take, 
And  ufe  it  for  my  hafte.     Come,  come  away  ! 
The  fun  is  high,  and  we  out- wear  the  day.         [Exeunt, 


SCENE     III. 

The  Englijh  Camp,     Enter  G l o s  t  e  R ,  Ee&fOR D ,  Ex  E - 

ter,  E r p ingham,  with  all  the  Englljh  Hoft  j  Salis- 
bury, ^Westmoreland. 

Glo.  Where  is  the  king  ? 

Bed.  The  king  hlmfelf  is  rode  to  view  their  battle. 
r    Weft.  Of  fighting  men  they  have  full  threefcore  thou- 
fand. 

Exc. 
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Exe.  There's  five  to  one ;  befides,  they  all  are  frefh. 

Sal.  God's  arm  ftrike  with  us  !   'tis  a  fearful  odds, 
God  be  wi'  you,  princes  all  ;  I'll  to  my  charge  : 
If  we  no  more  meet,  'till  we  meet  in  heaven, 
Then,  joyfully — my  noble  lord  of  Bedford — 
My  dear  lord  Glofter — and  my  good  lord  Exeter — 
And  my  kind  kiufman — warriors  all,  adieu  ! 

Bed.  Farewel,  good  Salisbury  j  and  good  luck  go  with 
thee  1 

Exe.  to   Sat.  Farewel,  kind  lord  ;  fight  valiantly   to- 
day: 
And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong,  to  mind  thee  of  it, 
For  thou  art  fram'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  valour. 

{Exit  Salisbury. 

Bed.  He  is  as  full  of  valour,  as  of  kindnefs ; 
Princely  in  both. 

Enter  King  Henry. 

Weft.  O,  that  we  now  had  here 
But  one  ten  thoufand  of  thofe  men  in  England, 
That  do  not  work  to  day  ! 

K.  Henry.  What's  he,  that  wifhes  fo  ? 
My  coufin  Wefimoreland  ? — No,  my  faircoufin  : 
If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enough 
To  do  our  country  lofs;  and  if  to  live, 
The  fewer  men,  the  greater  (hare  of  honour. 
God's  will !  I  pray  thee,  wi(h  not  one  man  more. 
By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  for  gold ; 
Nor  care  I,  who  doth  feed  upon  my  coil ; 
It  yerns  me  not,  if  men  my  garments  wear  ; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  defires  : 
But,  if  it  be  a  fin  to  covet  honour, 
I  am  the  moft  offending  foul  alive. 
No,  'faith  my  coz,  wi(h  not  a  man  from  England  : 
God's  peace  !   I  would  nor  lofe  fo  great  an  honour, 
As  one  man  more,  methinks,  would  (hare  from  me, 
For  the  bell  hope  I  have.     O,  do  not  wifh  one  more  : 
Rather  proclaim  it,  Weflmoreland,  through  my  heft, 
That  he,  which  hath  no  ftomach  to  this  fight, 
Let  him  depart ;  his  pafiport  fhall  be  made, 
And  crowns  for  convey  put  into  his  purfe  : 

We 
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We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company, 

That  fears  his  fellowship  to  die  with  us. 

This  day  is  call'd — the  fealt  of  Crifpian  : 

He,  that  out-lives  this  day,  and  comes  fafe  home. 

Will  Hand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  nam'd, 

And  rouze  him  at  the  name  of  Crifpian. 

He,    that  (hall  live  this  day,  and  fee  old  age, 

Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feaft  his  friends, 

And  fay — "  to  morrow  is  faint  Crifpian;'* 

Then  will  he  llrip  his  fleeve,  and  (hew  his  fears. 

Old  men  forget ;  yet  all  (hall  be  forgot, 

But  they'll  remember,  with  advantages, 

What  feats  they  did  that  day  :  Then  (hall  our  names* 

Familiar  in  their  month  as  houfehold  words — 

Harry  the  king,   Bedford,  and  Exeter, 

Warwick  and  Talbot,  Saliibury  and  Glofter — 

Be  in  their  flowing  cups,  frefhly  remember'd  : 

This  (lory  (hall  the  good  man  teach  his  fon  ; 

And  Crifpin  Crifpian  (hall  ne'er  go  by, 

From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the  world, 

But  we  in  it  (hall  be  remembered  : 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers  • 

For  he,  to-day  that  fheds  his  blood  with  me, 

Shall  be  my  brother  ;  be  he  ne'er  fo  vile, 

This  day  (hall  gentle  his  condition  : 

And  gentleman  in  England,   now  a- bed, 

Shall  think  themfelves  accurs'd,  they  were  not   here  i 

And  hold  their  manhoods  cheap,  while  any  fpeaks, 

That  fought  with  us  upon  faint  Crifpin's  day. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

Sal.  Myfovereign  lord  bellow  yourfelf  with  fpeed  : 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battles  fet, 
And  will  with  all  expedience  charge  on  us. 

K.  Henry.  All  things  are  ready  if  our  minds  be  (o. 

Weft.  Perifli  the  man,  whofe  mind  is  backward  now! 

K.  Henry.  Thou  doll:  not  wifh  more  help  from  England, 
coufin  ? 

Weft.  God's  will,  my  liege,  'would  you  and  I  alone, 
Without  more  help,  might  fight  this  battle  out ! 

K.  Henry* 
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K.  Henry.  Why,  now  thou  hail:  unwifiYd  five  thoufand 
men; 
Which  likes  me  better,  than  to  wifti  us  one. — 
You  know  your  place  :  God  be  with  you  all  ! 

Tucket.     Enter  Montjoy. 

Mont.  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,  king  Harry, 
If  for  thy  ranfom  thou  wilt  now  compound, 
Before  thy  mod  allured  overthrow  : 
For,  certainly,  thou  art  fo  near  the  gulf, 
Thou  needs  muff,  be  englutted.     Befides,  in  mercy, 
The  Conftable  defires  thee — thou  wilt  mind 
Thy  followers  of  repentance  ;  that  their  fouls 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  fvveet  retire 
From  orFthefe  fields,  where  (wretchesj  their  poor  bodies 
Mutt  lie  and  fefter. 

K.  Henry.  Who  hath  fent  thee  now  ? 

Mont.  The  Conftable  of  France. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  the  bear  my  former  anfwerback  : 
Bid  them  achieve  me,  and  then  fell  my  bones. 
Good  God  !  why  mould  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus  ? 
The  man  that  once  did  fell  the  lion's   fkin 
While  the  beaft  liv'd,  was  killed  with  hunting  him> 
A  many  of  our  bodies  mall,  no  doubt, 
Find  native  graves  ;  upon  the  which,  I  truft, 
"Shall  witnefs  live  in  brafs  of  this  day's  work : 
And  thofe  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France, 
Dying  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  dunghills, 
They  (hall  be  fam'd  ;  for  there  the  iun  (hall  greet  them, 
And  draw  their  honours  recking  up  to  heaven  ; 
Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choak  your  clime, 
The  fmell  whereof  mail  breed  a  plague  in  France, 
Mark  then  a  bounding  valour  in  our  Englifh  ; 
That,  being  dead,  like  to  the  bullet's  grazing, 
Breaks  out  into  a  fecond  courfe  of  mifchief, 
Killing  in  relapfe  of  mortality. 
Let  me  fpeak  proudly  : —  Tell  the  conftable, 
We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working-day: 
Our  gaynefs,  and  our  gilt,  are  all  befmirch'd 
With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field  ; 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  hoft 

(Good 
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(Good  argument,  I  hope  we  (hall  not  fly), 
And  time  h^h  worn  us  intoflovenry  : 
But,  by  themais,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim  : 
An  dmy  poor  foldiers  tell  me — yet  ere  night 
They'll  be  in  frefher  robes  ;  or  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  foldiers'  heads, 
And  turn  ihcm  out  of  ferviee.     If  they  do  this 
(As,  if  God  pleafe,  they  (hall)  my  ranfom  then 
Will  foon  be  ievy'd.     Herald  fave  thy  labour  ; 
Come  thou  no  more  for  ranfom,  gentle  herald  ; 
They  mall  have  none,  I  (wear,  by  thefe  my  joints : 
Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'em  to  them, 
Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  Conftable. 

Mont.  I  mall,  king  Harry.     And  fo  fare  thee  well  : 
Thou  never  (halt  hear  herald  any  more.  [Exit. 

K.  Henry.  I  fear,  thou'lt   once   more  come   again  for 
ranfom. 

Enter  the  Duke  of 'York. 

York.  My  lord,  moft  humbly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  thevaward. 

K.  Henry.  Take  it,  brave  York.— Now,  foldiers,  march 

away  : — 

And   how   thou    pleafeit,  God,  difpofe   the  day! 

[Exeunt. 


S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

The  Field  of  Battle.    Jlarum,  Excurfwns.  Enter  Pistol, 
French  Soldier,  and  Boy. 

Pi/i.  Yield,  cur. 

Fr.  Sol.  Je  penfe,  que  vous  ejies  le  gentilhomme  de  bonne 
qualiie- 

Fiji.  Quality,  call  you  me  ? — Conftrue  me,  art  thou  a 
gentleman  ?  What  is  thy  n;  me  ?  difcufs. 

Fr.  Sol.   O  feigneur  Dieu  ! 

Fiji.  O,  fignieur  Dew  mould  be  a  gentleman  : — 
Perpend  my  words,  O  fignieur  Dew,  and  mark  ; — 
O  fignieur  Dew,  thou  dy'ft  on  point  of  fox, 

Except, 
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Except,  O  fignieur,  thou  do  give  to  me 
Egregious  ranfom. 

F.  Sol.  O,  prennez  mifericorde  !  ayez  pitte  de  moy  f 

PiJ}.  Moy  fhall  not  ferve,  1  will  have  forty  moys ; 
For  I  will  fetch  thy  rim  out  of  thy  throat, 
In  drops  of  crimfon  blood. 

Fr.  Sol.  EJl-il  impojfible  d'efchapper  la  force  de  ton  bras? 

Pift.  Brafs,  curl 
Thou  damned  and  luxurious  mountain  goat* 
Offer'ft  me  brafs  ? 

Fr.  Sol.   O,  pardonnez  moy  ! 

Pift.  Say 'ft  thou  me  fo  ?  is  that  a  ton  of  moys  ?— . 
Come  hither,  boy  ;  Afk  me  this  flave  in  French, 
What  is  his  name* 

Boy.  Efcoutez\  Comment  eftes  vous  appelle f 

Fr.  Sol.  Monfieur  le  Fer. 

Boy.  He  fays,  his  name  is — mafter  Fer. 

Pift.  Mafter  Fer !  I'll  fer  him,  and  firk  him,  and  ferret 
him  : — difcufs  the  fame  in  French  unto  him. 

Boy. I  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer,  and  ferret,  and 
firk. 

Pift.  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  cut  his  throat. 

Fr.  Sol.  £hte  dit-il,  monfieur? 

Boy.  //  me  commande  de  vous  dire  que  vous  vous  tenlez 
preft ;  car  cefoldat  icy  eft  difpofe  tout  a  cette  heure  de  couper 
voftre  gorge. 

Pift,  Ouy,  couper  gorge,  par  may  foy,  pefant, 
Unlefs  thou  give  me  crowns,  brave  crowns ; 
Or  mangled  (halt  thou  be  by  this  my  fword. 

Fr.  Sol.  0  je  vous  fupplie  pour  I'amour  de  Dieu,  me 
pardonner  !  fe fuis  gentilhomme  de  bonne  maifon  ;  gardez  ma 
vie,  &  je  vous  donneray  deux  cents  efcus. 

Pift.  What  are  his  words  ? 

Boy.  He  prays  you  to  fave  his  life  :  he  is  a  gentleman 
of  a  good  houfe !  and,  for  his  ranfom,  he  will  give  you 
two  hundred  crowns. 

Pift.  Tell  him— my  fury  mall  abate,  and  I 
The  crowns  will  take. 

Fr.  Sol.   P etit  monfieur,  que  diuil? 

Boy.  Encore  qu'il  eft  contre  fan  jure?nenty  de  pardonner 
aucun  prifonnier ;  neantmoins>  pour  !es  efcus  que  vous  Va- 

E  vez 
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vezpromettez,  il  eft  content  de  vous  donner  la  liberie,  le 
franchifement. 

Fr.  Sol.  Sur  mes  genoux,  je  vous  donne  mille  remercie- 
mens :  &  je  m'eftime  heureux  que  je  fuis  tombe  entre  les 
mains  fiuns  chevalier,  je  penfe,  le  plus  brave,  valiant,  & 
tres  diftingue  feigneur  d'  Angkterre. 

Pi/}.  Expound  unto  me,  boy. 

Boy.  He  gives  you,  upon  his  knees,  a  thoufand  thanks : 
and  efteems  himfelf  happy  that  he  hath  fallen  into  the 
hands  of  one  (as  he  thinks),  the  mofl:  brave,  valorous,  and 
thrice-worthy  fignieurof  England. 

Pijl.  As  I  fuck  blood,  I  will  fome  mercy  (hew. — 
Follow  me,  cur. 

Boy.  Suivez  vous  le  grand  capitaine. 

.  [Exit  Pistol,  and  French  Soldier. 
I  did  never  know  fo  full  a  voice  iffue  from  fo  empty  a 
heart :  but  the  faying  is  true— The  empty  veiTel  makes 
the  greateft  found.  Bardolph,  and  Nym,  had  ten  times 
more  valour  than  this  roaring  devil  i'  the  old  play,  that 
every  one  may  pare  his  nails  with  a  wooden  dagger ;  yet 
they  are  both  hang'd  ;  and  fo  would  this  be,  if  he  durft 
ileal  any  thing  advent'roufty.  I  muit  flay  with  the  lac- 
queys, with  the  luggage  of  our  camp:  the  French  might 
have  a  good  prey  of  us,  if  he  knew  of  it;  for  there  is  none 
to  guard  it,  but  boys.  [Exit, 


SCENE     V. 

Another   part  of  the    Field  of  Battle.     Enter   Conftable. 
Orleans,  Bourbon,  Dauphin,  ^/Rambures. 

Con.  Odiable! 

Orl.   O  feigneur  ! — le  jour  eft  perdu,  tout  eft  perdu  f 

Dau.  Mori  de  may  via  !  all  is  confounded,  all ! 
Reproach  and  everlalting  iliame 

Sits  mocking  in  our  plumes. —  \_AJhort  alarum. 

O  mefchanU fortune  ! —Do  not  run  away. 

Con.  Why,  all  our  ranks  are  broke. 

Dau.  O  perdurable  fhame  I—let's  flab  ourfelves. 
Be  thefe  the  wretches  that  we  play'd  at  dice  tor  ? 

Orl.  Is  this  the  king  we  fent  to  for  his  ranfom  ? 

Boun 


KING    HENRY    V.  67 

Sour.  Shame,  and  eternal  fhame,  nothing  but  ihame ! 
Let  us  die,  intrant  : — Once  more  back  again  : 
And  he  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now, 
Let  him  go  hence,  and,  and  with  his  cap  in  hand, 
Like  a  bafe  pander,  hold  the  chamber-door, 
Whilft  by  a  flave,    no  gentler  than  my  dog, 
His  fairefl  daughter  is  contaminated. 

Con.  Diforder  that  hath  fpoil'd  us,   friend  us  now  ! 
Let  us,  in  heaps  go  offer  up  our  lives 
Unto  thefe  Englim,  or  elfe  die  with  fame. 

Or!.  We  are  enough,  yet  living  in  the  field, 
To  Another  up  the  Engliih  in  our  throngs, 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bour.   The  devil  take  order  now  !  I'll  to  the  throng  ; 
Let  life  be  fhort :  elfe,  fhame  will  be  too  long. 

[E&unt* 

SCENE       VI. 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Henry,  and  his  Train,  with  Pri- 
/oners* 

K,  Henry.  Well  have  we  done,  thrice-valiant  country  ] 
men  : 
But  all's  not  done,  yet  keep  the  French  the  field. 

Exe.  The  Duke  of  York  commends  him  to  vour  ma- 
jetty. 

K.  Henry.  Lives   he,  good  uncle  ?  thrice  within   this 
hour, 
I  faw  him  down  ;  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting  ; 
From  helmet  to  the  fpur  all  blood  he  was. 

Exe.  In  which  array  (brave  foldier),  doth  he  lie, 
Larding  the  plain  :  and  by  his  bloody  fide 
(Yoke-fellow  to  his  honour-owing  wounds), 
The  noble  earl  of  Suffolk  alfo  lies. 
Suffolk  firit  dy'd  :  and  York,    all  haggled  over, 
Comes  to  him,    where  in  gore  he  lay  infteep'd, 
And  takes  him  by  the  beard  ;    kiffes  the  gaPaes, 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face; 
And  cries  aloud — Tarry,  dear  cotijin  Suffdk! 
My  foul  Jhall  thine  keep  company  to  heaven  : 

E  2  Tarry, 
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Tarry ,  fw cctfcid,  for  mine,   then  fly  a  -  breajl ; 

As,  in  this  glorious  and  well-fought  en  field, 

We  kept  together  in  our  chivalry  ! 

Upon  thefe  words  I  came,   and  cheer'd  him  up  : 

He  fmii'd  me  in  the  face,  raught  me  his  hand, 

And,  with  a  feeble  gripe,  fays — Dear  my  lord, 

Commend  my  fervice  to  my  fovereign. 

So  did  he  turn,   and  over  Suffolk's  neck 

He  threw  his  wounded  arm,  and  kifs'd  his  lips ; 

And  fo,  efpous'd  to  death,   with  blood  he  feal'd 

A  teftament  of  noble- ending  love. 

The  pretty  and  fweet  manner  of  it  fore'd 

Thofe  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  have  ftopp'd  -r 

But  I  had  not  fo  much  of  man  in  me, 

But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes, 

And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

AT.  Henry.  I  blame  you  not ; 
For,  hearing  this,  I  muft  perforce  compound 
With  miltful  eyes,  or  they  will  iffue  too —  [  Alarum. 
But,  hark  !  what  new  alarum  is  this  fame  ? — 
The  French  have  re~inforc'd  their  fcatter'd  men  : — 
Then  every  foldierkill  his  prifoners; 
Give  the  word  through.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VII. 

Alarums  continued  ;  after  which,    Enter  Flu  ell  en  and 
Gower. 

Flu.  Kill  the  poyes  and  the  luggage!  'tis  exprefsly 
againft  the  law  of  arms  :  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  knavery, 
mark  you  now,  as  can  be  offer'd,  in  the  'orld  ?  In  your 
confeience,  now,   is  it  not  ? 

Gow.  'Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive ;  and  the 
cowardly  rafcals,  that  ran  away  from  the  battle,  have  done 
this  (laughter  :  befides,  they  have  burn'd  or  carried  away 
all  that  was  in  the  king's  tent ;  wherefore  the  king,  moft 
worthily,  has  caus'd  every  foldier  to  cut  his  prifoner's 
throat.     O,  'tis  a  gallant  king! 

Flu.  Ay ;  he  was  porn  at  Monmouth,  captain  Gower: 
What  call  you  the  town's  name,  where  Alexander  thepig 
was  porn?  Gow. 
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Ggw.  Alexander  the  great. 

Flu.  Why,  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great  ?  the  pig,  or 
the  great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  magnani- 
mous, are  ail  one  reckonings,  fave  the  phrafe  is  a  lirtle  va- 
riations. 

Gow.  I  think,  Alexander  the  great  was  born  in  Mace- 
don,  his  father  was  called— Philip  of  Macedon,  as  1  take 
it. 

Flu.  I  think,  it  is  in  Macedon,  where  Alexander  is  porn. 
I  tell  you,  captain — If  you  look  in  the  maps  of  the  or  Id, 
I  warrant,  you  mail  find,  in  the  comparifons  between  Ma- 
cedon and  Monmouth,  that  the  fituations,  look  you,  is 
both  alike.  There  is  a  river  in  Macedon ;  and  there  is 
alfo  moreover  a  river  at  Monmouth  :  it  is  called  Wye,  at 
Monmouth  ;  but  it  is  out  of  my  prains,  what  is  the  name 
of  the  other  river ;  but  'tis  all  one,  'tis  fo  like  as  my  fin- 
gers is  to  my  fingers,  and  there  is  falmons  in  both.  If  you 
mark  Alexander's  life  well,  Harry  of  Monmouth's  life  is 
come  after  it  indifferent  well ;  for  there  is  figures  in  ali 
things.  Alexander  (Got  knows,  and  you  know)  in  his 
rages,  and  his  furies,  and  his  wraths,  and  his  choiers,  and 
his  moods,  and  his  difpieafures,  and  his  indignations,  and 
alfo  being  a  little  intoxicates  in  his  prains,  did,  in  his  ales 
and  his  angers,  look  you,  kill  his  peft  friend  Clytus. 

Gow.  Our  king  is  not  like  hjm  in  that ;  he  never  kilPd 
any  of  his  friends. 

Flu.  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  the 
tales  of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  an  end  and  finiuYd.  I 
fpeak  but  in  figures  and  companions  of  it  :  As  Alexander 
is  kill  his  friend  Clytus,  being  in  his  ales  and  his  cups  \  fo 
alfo  Harry  Monmouth,  being  in  his  right  wits  and  his 
goot  judgments,  is  turn  away  the  fat  knight  with  the  great 
pelly-doublet :  he  was  full  of  jefts,  and  gypes,  and  kna- 
veries, and  mocks ;  I  am  forget  his  name. 

Gow.  Sir  John  Falftaff. 

Flu.  That  is  he  :  I  tell  you,  there  is  goot  men  porn  at 
Monmouth. 

Cow.  Here  comes  his  majefty. 


Alarum, 
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Alarum,    Enter  Kin?  Henry,   Warwick,  Glosteh, 
Exeter,  &c.  Flourijh. 

K.  Henry.  I  was  not  angry  fmce  I  came  to  France, 
Until  this  inftant. — Take  a  trumpet,  herald  ; 
Ride  thou  unto  the  horfemen  on  yon  hill : 
If  they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down. 
Or  void  the  field  ;  they  do  offend  our  fight : 
If  they'll  do  neither,   we  will  come  to  them  : 
And  make  them  fkir  away,  as  fwift  as  flones 
Enforced  from  the  old  AfTyrian  flings : 
Befides,  we  will  cut  the  throats  of  thofe  we  have; 
And  not  a  man  of  them,  that  we  mall  take, 
Shall  taite  our  mercy  : — Go,  and  tell  them  To. 

Enter  Montjoy. 

Exe.  Here  comes  the  herald  of  the  French,  my  liege, 

Glo.  His  eyes  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 

K.  Henry.   How    now !    what   means    their    herald? 
know'st  thou  not, 
That  I  have  fln'd  thefe  bones  of  mine  for  ranfom  ? 
Com'ft  thou  again  for  ranfom  ? 

Mont.  No,  great  king  : 
I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  licence, 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  field. 
To  book  our  dead,  and  then  to  bury  them  ; 
To  fort  our  nobles  from  our  common  men  ; 
For  many  of  cur  princes  (woe  the  while  !) 
Lie  drown'd  and  foak'd  in  mercenary  blood  : 
So  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  peafant  limbs 
In  blood  of  princes ;  while  their  wounded  fteed§ 
Fret  fetlock  deep  in  gore,  and,  with  wild  rage, 
Yerk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  mailers, 
Killing  them  twice.     O,  give  us  leave,  great  king. 
To  view  the  field  in  fafety,  and  dffpofe 
Of  their  dead  bodies. 

K.  Henry.  I  tell  thee  truly,  herald, 
I  know  not,  if  the  day  be  ours,  or  no  : 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  horfemen  peer,, 
And  gallop  o'er  the  field.        i 
Mont.  The  day  is  yours. 

K.  Henry\ 
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K*  Henry.  Praifed  be  God,   and  not  our  ftrength,  foe 
it!— 
What  is  this  caftle  cali'd,    that  ftsnds  hard  by  > 

Mont.  They  call  it — Agincourt, 

K.  Henry.  Then  call  we  this — the  field  of  Agincourt. 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Crifpin  Crifpianus. 

Flu.  Your  grandfather  of  famous  memory,  an't  pleafe 
your  majefty,  and  your  great-uncle  Edward  the  plack 
prince  of  Wales,  as  I  have  read  in  the  chronicles,  fought 
a  mod  prave  pattle  here  in  France. 

K,  Henry.  They  did,  Fluellen. 

Flu.  Your  majefty  fays  very  true :  If  your  majefties  is 
remember'd  of  it,  the  Weimmen  did  goot  fervice  in  a  gar- 
den where  leeks  did  grow,  wearing  leeks  in  their  Mon- 
mouth cups ;  which,  your  majefty  knows,  to  this  hour  is 
an  honourable  padge  of  the  fervice  :  and,  I  do  believe 
your  majefty  takes  no  fcorn  to  wear  the  leek  upon  faint 
Tavy's  day. 

K.  Henry.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour  : 
For  I  am  WeKh,  you  know,  good  countryman. 

Flu.  All  the  water  in  the  Wye  cannot  warn  your  ma- 
jefty's  Welfh  plood  out  of  your  pody,  I  can  tell  you  that : 
Got  plefs  and  preferve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleafes  his  grace 
and  his  majefty  too  ! 

K.  Henry.  Thanks,  good  my  countryman. 

Flu.  By  Chefliu,  I  am  your  majefty's  countryman,  I  care 
not  who  know  it ;  I  will  confefs  it  to  all  the  'orld  :  I 
need  not  be  aftiamed  of  your  majefty,  praifed  be  God,  fo 
long  as  your  majefty  is  an  honeft  man. 

K.  Henry.  God  keep  me  (ol — Our   heralds   go  with 
him  j 

Enter  Williams. 

Bring  me  juft  notice  of  the  numbers  dead 

On  both  our  perts. Call  yonder  fellow  hither. 

{Exeunt  Montjoy  and  others, 
Exe.  Soldier,   you  mu ft  come  to  the  king. 
K.  Henry*  Soldier,  why  wear 'ft  thou  that  glove  in  thy 
cap  ? 

Will.  An't  pleafe  your  majefty,  'tis  the  gage  of  one  that 
I  (hould  fight  withal,  if  he  be  alive. 

E  4  K*  Henry] 
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Kr  Henry.  An  Engliftiman  ? 

Will.  Ant't  pleafe  your  majefly,  a  rafcal,  that  fwag- 
gcr'd  with  melaft  night :  who,  if  'a  live,  and  if  ever  dare 
to  challenge  this  glove,  I  have  fwom  to  take  him  a  box 
o'the  ear :  or,  if  I  can  fee  my  glove  in  his  cap  (which,  he 
fwore,  as  he  was  a  foldier,  he  would  wear,  if  alive)  I  will 
flrike  it  out  foundly. 

K,  Henry.  What  think  you,  captain  Fluellen  ?  is  it  fit 
this  foldier  keep  his  oath  ? 

Flu.  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  elfe,  ant'  pleafe  your 
majefty,  in  my  confcience. 

AT.  Henry.  It  may  be,  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  of  great 
fort,  quite  from  the  anfwer  of  his  degree. 

Flu.  Though  he  be  as  gont  a  gentleman  as  the  tevil  is, 
as  Lucifer  and  Belzebub  himrelf,  it  is  necefTary,  look  your 
grace,  that  he  keep  his  vow  and  his  oaih  :  if  he  be  per- 
jur'd,  fee  you  now,  his  reputation  is  as  arrant  a  villain, 
and  a  jack-favvce,  as  ever  his  plack  (hoe  trod  upon  Got's 
ground  and  his  earth,  in  my  confcience,  la. 

K.  Henry.  Then  keep  thy  vow,  firrah,  when  thou 
meet'H:  the  fellow. 

Will.  So  I  will,  my  liege,  as  I  live. 

K.  Henry.  Who  ferveit  [hou  under  ? 

Will.  Under  captain  Gower,  my  liege. 

Flu,  Gower  is  a  great  captain  ;  and  is  good  knowledge 
and  literature  in  the  wars. 

K.  Henry.  Call  him  hither  to  me,   foldier. 

WilL  I  will,   my  liege. 

K.  Henry.  Here,  Fluellen  ;  wear  thou  this  favour  for 
me,  and  flick  it  in  thy  cap:  When  Alencon  and  myfelf  were 
down  together,  I  pluck'd  this  glove  from  his  helm  :  if 
any  man  challenge  this,  he  is  a  friend  to  Alencon  and  an 
enemy  to  our  perfon  ;  if  thou  encounter  any  fuch,  appre- 
hend him,  and  thou  dofl  love  me. 

Flu.  Your  grace  does  me  as  great  honours,  as  can  be 
defired  in  the  hearts  of  his  fubjec"ts  :  I  would  fain  fee  the 
man,  that  has  but  two  legs,  that  fhall  find  himfelf  aggrief'd 
at  this  glove,  that  is  all ;  but  I  would  fain  fee  it  once  ;  an 
pleafe  Got  of  his  grace,  that  I  might  fee  it. 

K.  Henry.  Know'ft  thou  Gower  ? 

Flu.  He  is  my  dear  friend,  an  pleafe  you. 

K.   Henry. 
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K.  Henry*  Pray  thee,  go  feck  him,  and  bring  him  to 
my  tent. 

Flu.  I  will  fetch  him.  (Exit. 

K.  Henry.    My  lord   of  Warwick — and   my  brother 
Glofter— 
Follow  Fluellen  clofely  at  the  heels ; 
The  glove  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  favour, 
May,  haply,  purchafe  him  a  box  o'the  ear ; 
It  is  the  foldier's;  I,  by  bargain,  mould 
Wear  it  myfelf.     Follow,  good  coufin  Warwick : 
If  that  the  foldier  ftrike  him  (as,  I  judge, 
By  his  blunt  bearing,  he  will  keep  his  word), 
Some  fudden  mifchief  may  arife  of  it : 
For  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant, 
And,  touch'd  with  choler,  hot  as  gun-powder, 
And  quickly  he'll  return  an  injury : 
Follow,  and  fee  there  be  no  harm  between  them. — 
Go  you  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE    VIII. 

Before  King   Henry's  Pavillhn.     Enter  Gower,  and 
Williams. 

Will.  I  warrant,  it  is  to  knight  you,  captain. 
Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu.  Got's  will  and  his  pleafure,  captain,  I  pefeech  you 
now,  come  apace  to  the  king  :  there  is  moregoot  toward 
you,  peradventure,  than  is  in  your  knowledge  to  dream  of, 

Will.   Sir,  know  v    1  this  glove  ? 

Flu.  Know  the  glove?  I  know  the  glove  is  a  glove. 

Will.  1  know  this;  and  thus  I  challenge  it. 

[Strikes  him. 

Flu.  'Sblud,  an  arrant  traitor,  as  any's  in  the  uuiverfai 
'orld,  or  in  France,  or  in  England. 

Goiv.  How  now,  Sir  ?  yuu  villain  I 

Will.  Do  you  think  I'll  be  forfworn  ? 

Flu.  Stand  away,  captain  Gower  :  I  will  give  treafon 
his  payment  into  plows,  I  warrant  you. 

Will.  I  am  no  traitor. 

Flu.  That's  a  lie  in  thy  throat. -^-1  charge  you  in   his 

majefiy's 
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majefty's  name,  apprehend  him  ;  he's  a  friend  of  the  duke 
Alen  con's. 

Enter  Warwick,  and  Gloster. 

War,  How  now,  how  now  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flu.  My  lord  of  Warwick,  here  is  (praifed  be  Got  for 
it)  a  moft  contagious  treafon  come  to  light,  look  you,  as 
you  (hall  defire  in  a  fummefs  day.     Here  is  his  majefty. 

Enter  King  Henry,  ana  Exeter. 

K.  Henry.  How  now !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Flu.  My  liege,  here  is  a  villain  and  a  traitor,  that,  look 
your  grace,  has  ft  ruck  the  glove  which  your  majefty  is 
take  out  of  the  helmet  of  Alencon. 

Will.  My  liege,  this  was  my  glove ;  here  is  the  fellow 
of  it :  and  he  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change,  promis'd  to  wear 
it  in  his  cap ;  I  promis'd  to  ftrike  him,  if  he  did  :  I  met 
this  man  with  my  glove  in  his  cap,  and  I  have  been  as 
good  as  my  word. 

Flu,  Your  majefty  hear  now  (faving  your  majefty's 
manhood)  what  an  arrant,  rafcally,  beggarly,  loufy 
knave  it  is ;  I  hope,  your  majeily  is  pear  me  teftimonies 
and  witneffes,  and  avouch  men  ts,  that  this  is  the  glove  of 
Alencon,  that  your  majefty  is  give  me,  in  your  confeience 
now. 

K.  Henry.  Give  me  thy  glove,  foldier  ;  look,  here  is 
the  fellow  of  it.  'Twas  I,  indeed,  thou  promifed'ft  to 
Itrike  ;  and  thou  hall:  given  me  moll  bitter  terms. 

Flu.  An  pleafe  your  majefty,  let  his  neck  anfwer  for  it, 
if  there  is  any  martial  law  in  the  'orld. 

K,  Henry.  Howcanft  thou  make  me  fatisfacYion  ? 

Will.  All  offences,  my  liege,  come  from  the  heart : 
never  came  any  from  mine,  that  might  offend  your  ma- 
jefty. 

A.  Henry,  It  was  ourfelf  thou  didft  abufe. 

JVilU  Your  majefty  came  not  like  yourfelf :  you  ap~ 
pear'd  to  me  but  as  a  common  man  ;  witnefs  the  night, 
your  garments,  your  lowlinefs ;  and  what  your  highnefs 
fufFer'd  under  that  fhape,  I  befeech  you,  take  ic  for  your 
own  fault,  and  not  mine  :  for  had  you  been  as  I  took  you 
for,  I  made  no  offence  j  therefore,  I  befeech  your  highnefs, 
pardon  me.  K*  Henry* 
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K.  Henry.  Here,    uncle  Exeter,   fill  this  glove   witk 
crowns, 
And  give  it  to  this  fellow.— Keep  it,  fellow  ; 
And  wear  it  for  an  honour  in  thy  cap. 
Till  I  do  challenge  it. — Give  him  the  crowns  :— 
And,  captain,  you  mud  needs  be  friends  with  him. 

Flu.  By  this  day  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has  mettle 
enough  in  his  pelly  : — Hold,  there  is  twelve- pence  for 
you,  and  I  pray  you  to  ferve  Got,  and  keep  you  out  of 
prawls,  and  prabbles,  and  quarrels,  and  dhTeniions,  and, 
I  warrant  you,  it  is  the  petter  for  you. 

Will.  I  will  none  of  your  money. 

Flu.  It  is  with  a  goot  will ;  I  can  tell  you,  it  will  ferve 
you  to  mend  your  fhoes  :  Come,  wherefore  mould  you  be 
fo  pafhful  ?  your  fhoes  is  not  fo  goot :  'tis  a  goot  filling, 
I  warrant  you,  or  I  will  change  it. 

Enter  Herald. 

K.  Henry.  Now,  herald  ;  are  the  dead  number'd  ? 

Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  (laugh  ter'd  French. 

K.  Henry.  What  prifoners  of  good  fort   are  taken,   uu- 
cle? 

Exe.  Charles  duke  of  Orleans,  nephew  to  the  king; 
John  duke  of  Bourbon,  and  lord  Bouciqualt  : 
Of  other  lords,  and  barons,  knights,  and  Tquires, 
Full  fifteeen  hundred,  befldes  common  men. 

K.  Henry.  This  note  doth   tell  me  of    ten  thoufani 
French, 
That  in  the  field  lies  flain  :  of  princes,  in  this  number, 
And  nobles  bearing  banners,  there  lie  dead 
One  hundred  twenty-fix  :  added  to  thefe, 
Of  knights,  efquircs,  and  gallant  gentlemen, 
Eightohoufand  and  four  hundred  ;  of  the  which, 
Five  hundred  were  but  yefterday  dubb'd  knights : 
So  that  in  thefe  ten  thoufand  they  have  loff, 
There  are  but  fixteen  hundred  mercenaries; 
The  reft  are — princes,  barons  lords,  knights,  'fquires. 
And  gentlemen  of  blood  und  quality. 
The  names  of  thofe  their  nobles  that  lie  dead- 
Charles  De-la-bret,  high  conftabie  of  France  ; 
Jaques  of  Chatillon,  admiral  of  France; 

The 
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The  matter  of  the  crofs-bows,  lord  Rambures ; 
Great-mafter  of  France,  the  brave  Sir  Guifchard  Dau- 
phin; 
John  duke  of  Alencon  ;   Anthony  duke  of  Brabant, 
The  brother  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy  ; 
And  Edward  duke  of  Bar  :  of  lufty  earls, 
Grandpree,  and  Rouffi,  Fauconberg,  and  Foix, 
Beaumont,  and  Marie,  Vaudemont,  and  Leftrale. 
Here  was  a  royal  fellowfhip  of  death  ! — 
Where  is  the  number  of  our  Englifh  dead  ? 

Exe.  Edward  the  duke  of  York,  the  earl  of  Suffolk, 
Sir  Richard  Ketley,  Davy  Gam,  efquire  : 
None  elfe  of  name  ;  and,  of  all  other  men, 
But  five  and  twenty. 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  thy  arm  was  here  ! 
And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  arm  alone, 
Afcribe  we  all. — When,  without  ftratagem, 
But  in  plain  mock  and  even  play  of  battle, 
Was  ever  known  fo  great  and  little  lofs, 
On  one  part  and  on  the  other  ?— Take  it,  God? 
For  it  is  only  thine  ! 

Exe.  'Tis  wonderful  ! 

K.  Henry.  Come,  go  we  in  proceflion  to  the  village : 
And  be  it  death  proclaimed  through  our  hoit, 
To  boafl  of  this,  or  take  that  praife  from  God, 
Which  is  his  only. 

Flu.  Is  it  not  lawful,  and  pleafe  your  majefty,  to  tell 
how  many  is  kill'd  ? 

K.  Henry.  Yes,  captain ;    but   with  this  acknowledge- 
ment, 
That  God  fought  for  us. 

Flu.  Yes,  my  confcience,  he  did  us  great  goot. 

K.  Henry.  Do  we  all  holy  rites  ; 
Let  there  be  fung  Non  nobis,  and  Te  Deum, 
The  dead  with  charity  enclos'd  in  clay, 
We'll  then  to  Calais  ;  and  to  England  then  ; 
Where  ne'er  from  France  arrived  more  happy  men. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT         V. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Chorus. 

VOUCHSAFE,  to  thofe  that  have  not  read  the  Jtory, 
That  I  may  prompt  them  :  and  for  fuch  as  havey 
I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  the  excufe 
Of 'time ',  of  numbers,  and  due  courfe  of  things, 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 
Be  here  prefented.     Now  we  bear  the  king 
Towards  Calais :  grant  him  there  ;  and  there  being  feen, 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  zuinged  thoughts 
Athwart  the  fea  :  Behold,  the  Englifh  beach 
Bales  in  the  food  with  men,  with  wives,  and  boys, 
Whofe  jhouts  a?id  claps  out-voice  the  deep-mouth' d  fea, 
Which,  like  a  mighty  whijfer  fore  the  king, 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way  :  fo  let  him  land', 
Aud,  folemnly,  fee  himfet  on  to  London. 
Sofwijt  a  pace  hath  thought,  that  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  Black -heath  : 
Where  that  his  lords  defire  him,  to  have  borne 
His  bruifed  helmet,  and  his  bended  Jiuord, 
Before  him,  through  the  city  :  he  forbids  it, 
Being  free  from  vainnefs  and fclf  glorious  pride : 
Giving  full  trophy,  fignal,  and  o/lent, 
Quite  from  himfelf   to  God*     But  noiv  behold, 
In  the  quick  forge  and  working-houfe  of  thought, 
How  London  doth  pour  out  her  citizens  ! 
The  mayor,  and  all  his  brethren,  in  bejl  fort,— 
Like  to  the  fenators  of  antique  Rome, 
With  the  plebeians  fw arming  at  their  heels- 
Go  forth,  and  fetch  their  conquering  Cafar  in  : 
As,  by  a  lower  but  by  loving  likelihood, 
Were  now  the  general  of  our  gracious  emprefs 
(As,  in  good  time,  he  may)  from  Ireland  coming. 
Bringing  rebellion  broached  on  his  Jivord, 
How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit, 
To  welcome  him  ?  much  more,  and  much  more  caufe, 
Did  they  this  Harry,     Now  in  London  place  him 
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(As  yet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 
Invites  the  king  of  England's  ft  ay  at  heme  i 
The  emperor \?  coming  in  behalf  'of  France , 
To  order  peace  between  them  ;)  and  omit 
All  the  occurrences^  whatever  chane'd, 
''Till  Harry1  s  back-return  again  to  France ; 
There  mujl  we  bring  him  ;  and  my f elf  have  play'd 
The  interim,  bv  remembring  you — 'tis  paft. 
Then  brook  abridgment ;  and  your  eyes  advance 
After  your  thoughts,  ftraight  back  again  to  France, 


SCENE     L 

The  Englijh    Camp  in  France.      Enter  Fluellen  and 
Gower. 

Gow.  Nay,  that's  right  ;  But  why  wear  you  your 
leek  to-day  ?   faint  Davy's  day  is  paft. 

Flu.  There  is  occafions  and  caufes  why  and  wherefore 
in  all  things :  I  will  tell  you,  as  my  friend,  captain 
Gower  ;  The  rafcally,  fcald,  beggarly,  lowfy,  pragging 
knave,  Piftol — which  you  and  yourfelf,  and  all  the 
'orld,  know  to  be  no  petter  than  a  fellow,  look  you  now, 
of  no  merits — he  is  come  to  me,  and  prings  me  pread 
and  fait  yefterday,  look  you,  and  bid  me  eat  my  leek  :  it 
was  in  a  place  where  I  could  not  breed  no  contentions  with 
him  ;  but  I  will  be  fo  pold  as  to  wear  it  in  my  cap  'till 
I  fee  him  once  again,  and  then  I  will  tell  him  a  little 
piece  of  my  defires. 

Enter  Pistol. 

Gow,  Why,    here  he  comes,    fwelling  like  a  turkey- 
cock. 
Flu.  'Vis  no  matter  for  his  fwellings,    nor  his  turkey- 
cocks. — Got  plcfs  yon,  antient  Piftol !    you  fcui  vy,    low- 
fy knave,  Got  plefs  you  ! 

Fiji.   Ha  !    art  thou  Bedlam  ?    doft   thou  thirft,     bafe 
Tiojan, 
To  have  me  fold  up  Parca's  fatal  web  ? 
Hence  !   I  am  qualmifh  at  the  fmell  of  leek. 

Flu.  I  pefetch  you  heartily,  fcurvy  lowfy  knave,    at 

my 
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my  defires,  and  my  requefts,  and  my  petitions,  to  ear, 
look  you,  this  leek;  becaufe,  look  you,  you  do  not 
love  it,  nor  your  affections,  and  your  appetites,  and 
your  digeifions,  does  not  agree  with  it,  1  would  defiie 
you  to  eat  it. 

Pi/l.  ;-Not  for  Cadwallader,  and  all  his  goats. 

Flu.  There  is  one  goat  for  you.  Will  [Strikes  him* 
you  be  (o  goot,  fcald  knave,  as  eat  it  ? 

Pi/l.  Bale  Trojan,    thou  (halt  die. 

Flu.  You  fay  very  true,  fcald  knave,  when  Got' s  will 
is  :  I  will  defire  you  to  live  in  the  mean  time,  and  eat 
your  victuals  ;  come,  there  is  fauce  for  it.. — TStrikesbim. 
You  calTd  me  yefterday,  mountain-fquire  ;  but  I  will 
make  you  to-day  a  fquire  of  low  degree.  I  pray  you, 
fall  to  ;   if  you  can  mock  a  leek,  you  can  eat  a  leek. 

Gow.  Enough,   captain ;    you  have  aironiuVd  him. 

Flu.  I  fay,  I  will  make  him  eat  fome  part  of  my 
leek,  or  I  will  peat  his  pate  four  days  : — Pite,  I  pray 
you  ;  it  is  goot  for  your  green  wound,  and  your  ploody 
coxcomb. 

Pi/l.  Mufti  bite? 

Flu.  Yes,  certainly;  and  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of 
cjueftions  too,  and  ambiguities. 

Pi/l.  By  this  leek,  I  will  moft  horribly  revenge  ;  I 
eat,  and  eat,   I  fwear. 

Flu.  Eat,  I  pray  you :  Will  you  have  fome  more 
fauce  to  your  leek  ?  there  is  not  enough  leek  to  fwear 
by. 

Pi/l.  Quiet  thy  cudgel  ;    thou  doft  fee,  I  eat. 

Flu.  Much  goot  do  you,  fcald  knave,  heartily.  Nay, 
pray  you,  throw  none  away  ;  the  fkin  is  goot  for  your 
proken  coxcomb.  When  you  take  occasions  to  fee  leeks 
hereafter,  I  pray  you,  mock  at  them  :    that  is  all. 

Pi/l.  Good. 

Flu.  Ay,  leeks  is  goot  : — Hold  yen,  there  is  a  groat  to 
heal  your  pate. 

Pi/l.  Me  a  groat  ! 

Flu.  Yes,  verily,  and  in  truth,  you  rna'1  take  it ;  Gr 
I  have  another  leek  in  my  pocket,  which  you  fhall  eat. 

Pijl.  I  take  thy  groat,  in  earneft  of  revenge. 

Flu,  If  I  owe  you  any  thing,    I  will  pay.  you  in  cud- 

gel*! 
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gels  ;  you  fhall  be  a  wood  monger,  and  buy  nothing  of 
me  but  cudgels.  Got  be  wi'  you,  and  keep  you,  and 
heal  your  pate.  \_Exit, 

Pi/l   All  hell  (hall  ftir  for  this. 

Ggzv.  Go,  go ;  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  knave. 
Will  you  mock  at  an  ancient  tradition — begun  upon 
an  honourable  refpe<5t,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  trophy 
of  predeceas'd  valour— and  dare  not  avouch  in  your 
deeds  any  of  your  words  ?  I  have  feen  you  gleeking 
and  galling  at  this  gentleman  twice  or  thrice.  You 
thought,  becaufe  he  could  not  fpeak  Englifti  in  the  native 
garb,  he  could  not  therefore  handle  an  Englifti  cudgel : 
you  find  it  otherwife,  and,  henceforth,  let  a  Welih  cor- 
rection teach  you  a  good  Englifti  condition.  Fare  ye 
well.  [Exit. 

Pi/I.  Doth  fortune  play  the  bufwife  with  me  now  I 
News  have  I,  that  my  Nell  is  dead  i'  the  fpital 
Of  malady  of  France; 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  off. 
Old  I  do  wax  ;  and  from  my  weary  limbs 
Honour  is  cudgell'd.     Well,  bawd  will  I  turn, 
And  fomething  lean  to  cut-purfe  of  quick  hand. 
To  England  will  I  fteal,  and  there  I'll  fteal ; 
And  patches  will  I  get  unto  thefe  cudgell'd  fears, 
And  fwear,  I  got  them  in  the  Gallia  wars.  [Exit, 


SCENE    II. 

The  French  Court,  at  Trois  in  Champaigne.  Enter  at  one 
Door  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Bedford,  War- 
wick, and  other  Lords',  at  another  the  French  King, 
ghteen  Isabel,  Princefs  Katharine,    the  Duke  of 

Burgundy,  and  other  French. 

K.  Henry.  Peace  to  this   meeting,    wherefore  we   are 

met ! ■ 

Unto  our  brother  France — and  to  our  filler 

Health  and  fair  time  of  day  :— joy  and  good  wifties 
To  our  moft  fair  and  princely  coufin  Katharine  ; — 
And  (as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  royalty, 

By 
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By  whom  this  great  aflembly  is  contriv'd) 

We  do  falute  you,  duke  of  Burgundy  ; 

And,  princes  French,    and  peers,  health  to  you  all  ! 

Fr.  King.  Right  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  face, 
Mod  worthy  brother  England  ;  fairly  met : — 
So  are  you,  princes  Engliih,  every  one. 

£).  ha.  So  happy  be  the  iflue,  brother  England, 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  meeting, 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes  ; 
Your  eyes,  which  hitherto  have  borne  in  them 
Againft  the  French,  that  met  them  in  their  bent, 
The  fatal  balls  of  murdering  bafiliiks  : 
The  venom  of  fuch  looks,  we  fairly  hope, 
Have  loft  their  quality  ;  and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  griefs,  and  quarrels,  into  love. 

K.  Henry.  To  cry  amen  to  that,  thus  we  appear. 

jgK  ha.  You  Engliih  princes  all,  I  do  falute  you. 

Bur.  My  duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  love, 
Great  kings  of  France  and   England  I    That  I  have  la- 

bour'd 
With  all  my  wits,  my  pains,  and  ftrong  endeavours, 
To  bring  your  moll  imperial  majefties 
Unto  this  bar  and  royal  interview, 
Your  mightinefs  on  both  parts  beft  can  witnefs. 
Since  then  my  office  hath  fo  far  prevail'd, 
That,  face  to  face,  and  royal  eye  to  eye, 
You  have  congreeted :  let  it  not  difgrace  me, 
If  I  demand,  before  this  royal  view, 
What  rub,  or  what  impediment,  there  is, 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor,  and  mangled  peace, 
Dear  nurfe  of  arts,  plenties,  and  joyful  births, 
Should  not,  in  this  beft  garden  of  the  world, 
Our  fertile  France,  put  up  her  lovely  vifage  ? 
Alas !  (he  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chas'd  ; 
And  all  her  hufbandry  doth  lie  on  heaps, 
Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility. 
Her  vine,  the  merry  cheerer  of  the  heart, 
Unpruned  dies :  her  hedges  even  pleached, 
Like  prifoners  wildly  over- grown  with  hair, 
Put  forth  diforder'd  twigs :  her  fallow'd  leas 
The  darnel,  hemlock,  and  rank  fumitory, 

F  Doth 
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Doth  root  upon  ;  while  that  the  coulter  riijfb, 

That  mould  deracinate  fuch  favag'ry  : 

The  even  mead,  that  erft  brought  fweetly  forth 

The  freckled  cowflip,  burnet,  and  green  clover, 

Wanting  the  fey  the,  all  uncorrected,  rank, 

Conceives  by  idlenefs;  and  nothing  teems, 

But  hateful  docks,  rough  thiftles,  kedkfies,  burs, 

Lollng  both  beauty  and  utility. 

And  as  our  vineyards,  fallows,  meads,  and  hedges, 

Defective  in  their  natures,  grow  to  wildnefs  ; 

Even  fo  our  houfes,  and  ourfelves,  and  children, 

Have  loft,  or  do  not  learn,  for  want  of  time, 

The  fciences  that  mould  become  our  country; 

But  grow,  like  favages — as  foldiers  will, 

That  nothing  do  but  meditate  on  blood — 

To  fwearing,  and  flern  looks,  difFus'd  attire, 

And  every  thing  that  feems  unnatural. 

Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  favour, 

You  are  aiTembled  :  and  my  fpeech  entreats, 

That  I  may  know  the  let,  why  gentle  peace 

Should  not  expel  thefe  inconveniencies, 

And  blefs  us  with  her  former  qualities. 

K.  Henry.   If,    duke  of    Burgundy,    you   would   the 
peace, 
Whofe  want  gives  growth  to  the  imperfections 
Which  you  have  cited,  you  mull:  buy  that  peace 
With  full  accord  to  all  our  juft  demands ; 
Whofe  tenours  and  particular  effects 
You  have,  enfchedul'd  briefly,  in  your  hands. 

Bur,  The  king  hath  heard  them;  to  the  which,  as 
yet, 
There  is  no  anfwer  made. 

K.   Henry.  Weil  then,  the  peace, 
Which  you  before  fo  urg'd,  lies  in  his  anfwer. 

Fr.  King.  I  have  but  with  a  curforary  eye 
O'er-glanc'd  the  articles  :  pleafeth  your  grace 
To  appoint  fome  of  your  council  prefently 
To  fit  with  us  once  more,  with  better  heed 
To  re-furvey  them,  we  will,  fuddenly, 
Pafs,  or  accept,   and  peremptory  anfwer. 

K.  Henry.  Brother,  we  fliall. —  Go,  uncle  Exeter— 

And 
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And  brother  Clarence — and  you,  Brother  Glofter — 
Warwick — and  Huntingdon — go  with  the  king: 
And  take  with  you  free  power,  to  ratify, 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  wifdoms  bed 
Shall  fee  advantageable  for  our  dignity, 
Any  thing  in,  or  out  of,  our  demands; 
And  we'll  confign  thereto. — Will  you,  fair  filler, 
Go  with  the  princes,  or  flay  here  with  us  ? 

j^.  Ifa.  Our  gracious  brother,  I  will  go  with  them; 
Haply,  a  woman's  voice  may  do  fome  good, 
When  articles,  too  nicely  urg'd,    be  Hood  on. 

A".  Henry.  Yet  leave  our  coufm  Katharine  here  with 
us: 
She  is  our  capital  demand,  compris'd 
Within  the  fore- rank  of  our  articles. 

j£.  Ifa.  She  hath  got  leave.  \ExeunU 

Manent  King  Henry,  Katharine,  and  a  Lady. 

K.  Henry.  Fair  Katharine,   and  mofl  fair  ! 
Will  you  vouchfafe  to  teach  a  foldier  terms, 
Such  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  ear, 
And  plead  his  love-fuit  to  her  gentle  heart  ? 

Kath.    Your  majefly  (hall  mock  at  me ;   I  cannot  fpeak 
your  England. 

K.  Henry.  O  fair  Katharine,  if  you  will  love  me  foundly 
with  your  French  heart,  J  will  be  glad  to  hear  you  con- 
fefs  it  brokenly  with  your  Englifh  tongue. 
Do  you  like  me,  Kate  ? 

Kath.  Pardomuz  moy,   I  cap  not  tell  vat  is — like  me. 

K.  Henry.  An  angel  is  like  you,   Kate;   and  you  are 
like  an  angel. 

Kath.  ghie  dit-HP  que  je  fuis  femblable  a  les  anges  ? 

Lady.  Ouy,   vrayment  (fauf  voflre  grace) ,  ainft  dit  it, 

K.  Henry.   I  faid  fo,  dear  Katharine  ;  and  I  muft  not 
blum  to  affirm  it. 

Kath.  0   bon  Dieu  ?   les  langues  des  hommes  font  pkines 
des  tromperies. 

K.  Henry,  What  fays  fhe,  fair  one  ?    that  the  tongues 
of  men  are  full  of  deceits  ? 

Lady.  Ouy  ;  dat  the  tongues  of  de  mans  is  be  full  of  de- 
ceits:  dat  is  de  princefs. 

F  %  K.  Henry, 
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K.  Henry.  The  princefs  is  the  better  Englim  woman, 
I'faith,  Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  underftanding:  I 
am  glad  thou  canft  fpeak  no  better  Englifli ;  for,  if  thou 
couldft,  thou  wouldfl  find  me  fuch  a  plain  king,  that  thou 
wouldft  think,  I  had  fold  my  farm  to  buy  my  crown.  I 
know  noways  to  mince  it  in  love,  but  directly  to  fay-*-I 
love  you  :  then,  if  you  urge  me  farther  than  to  fay — Do 
you  in  faith  ?  I  wear  out  my  fuit.  Give  me  your  anfwer  ; 
i'faith  do ;  and  fo  clap  hands,  and  a  bargain  :  how  fay 
you,  lady  ? 

Kath.  Sauf  voftre  honneur,  me  underffand  well. 
K.  Henry.  Marry,  if  you  would  put  me  to  verfes,or  to 
dance  for  your  fake,  Kate,  why  you  undid  me  :  for  the 
one,  I  have  neither  words  nor  meafure,  and  for  the 
other,  I  have  no  ftrength  in  meafure,  yet  a  reafonable 
meafure  in  flrength.  If  I  could  win  a  lady  at  leap-frog, 
or  by  vaulting  into  my  faddle  with  my  armour  on  my 
back,  under  the  correction  of  bragging  be  it  fpoken,  I 
fhould  quickly  leap  into  a  wife.  Or,  if  I  might  buffet  for 
my  love,  or  bound  my  horfe  for  her  favours,  I  could  lay 
en  like  a  butcher,  and  lit  like  a  jack-a-napes,  never  off: 
But,  before  God,  Kate,  I  cannot  look  greenly,  nor  gafp 
out  my  eloquence,  nor  1  have  no  cunning  in  protection  ; 
only  downright  oaths,  which  I  never  ufe  'till  urg'd,  nor 
never  break  for  urging.  If  thou  canft  love  a  fellow  of  this 
temper,  Kate,  whofe  face  is  not  worth  fun- burning,  that 
never  looks  in  his  glafsfor  love  of  any  thing  he  fees  there, 
let  thine  eye  be  thy  cook.  I  fpeak  to  thee  plain  foldier ; 
If  thou  cantl  love  me  for  this,  take  me  :  if  not,  to  fay  to 
thee— that  I  (hall  die,  'tis  true  ;  but — for  thy  love,  by  the 
Lord,  no  ;  yet  I  love  thee  too.  And  while  thou  liv'ft,  dear 
Kate,  take  a  fellow  of  plain  and  uncoined  conilancy ;  for 
he  per  force  muft  do  thee  right,  becaufe  he  hath  not  the 
gift  to  woo  in  other  places :  for  thefe  fellows  of  infinite 
tongue,  that  can  rhime  themfelves  into  ladies'  favours — 
they  do  always  reafon  themfelves  out  again.  What  !  a 
fpeaker  is  but  a  prater  ;  a  rhyme  is  but  a  ballad.  A  good 
kg  will  fall  ;  a  ftraight  back  will  (loop;  a  black  beard  will 
turn  white  ;  a  curPd  pate  will  grow  bald  ;  a  fair  face  will 
wither;  a  full  eye  will  wax  hollow  :  but  a  good  heart, 
Kate,  is  the  fun  and  the  moon  ;  or  rather  the  fun,  and 
not  the  moon,    for  it  (hines  bright,    and  never  changes, 

but 
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but  keeps  his  courfe  truly.  If  thou  would  have  fuch 
a  one,  take  me :  and  take  me,  take  a  foldler;  take 
a  foldier,  take  a  king  :  and  what  fay 'ft  thou  then  to  my 
love  ?  fpeak  my  fair,  and  fairly,   I  pray  thee. 

Kath.  Is  itpoffibledat  I  mould  love  the  enemy  of  France  ? 
K.  Henry.  No  ;  it  is  not  poffible,  that  you  mould  love  the 
enemy  of  France,  Kate ;  but,  in  loving  me,  you  mould 
love  the  friend  of  France  ;  for  Hove  France  fo  well,  that 
I  will  not  part  with  a  village  of  it ;  I  will  have  it  all  mine : 
and,  Kate,  when  France  is  mine,  and  I  am  your's,  then 
your's  is  France,  and  you  are  mine. 
Kath.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat. 

K.  Henry.  No,  Kate  ?  I  will  tell  thee  in  French ;  which, 
I  am  fure,  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  like  a  new-married 
wife  about  her  hufband's  neck,  hardly  to  be  fhook  off. 
Qtiand  fay  la  pojjejfwn  de  France,  &  quand  vous  avez  Ic 
poffejfion  de  moi  (let  me  fee,  what  then  ?  Saint  Dennis  be 
my  fpeed  !) — done  voftre  eji  France,  6*  vous  eftes  mienne. 
It  is  aseafy  for  me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the  kingdom,  as  to 
fpeak  fo  much  more  French  :  I  mall  never  move  thee  in 
French,  unlefs  it  be  to  laugh  at  me. 

Kath.  Suaf  voftre  kotineur,  le  Francois  que  vous  ftarlcz, 
eft  meilleur  que  /'  Anglois  lequelje  fiarle. 

K.  Henry.  No,  faith,  is't  not,  Kate  :   but  thy  fpeaklng 
of  my  tongue,  and  I  thine,   mofr  truly  falfely,  muft  needs 
be  granted  to  be  much  at  one.     But,  Kate,  doll:  thou  un- 
derftand  thus  much  Englim  ?  Canft  thou  love  me  ? 
Kath.  I  cannot  tell. 

K.  Henry.  Can  any  of  your  neighbours  tell,  Kate  ? 
Pil  afk  them.  Come,  I  know,  thou  loveft  me :  and  at 
night  when  you  come  into  your  clofet,  you'll  queftion 
this  gentlewoman  about  me ;  and  I  know,  Kate,  you  will, 
to  her,  difpraife  thofe  parts  in  me,  that  you  love  with 
your  heart:  but,  good  Kate,  mock  me  mercifully  ;  the 
rather,  gentle  princefs,  becaufe  I  love  thee  cruelly.  If 
ever  thou  be'ft  mine,  Kate  (as  I  have  faving  faith  within 
me,  tells  me — thou  malt)  I  get  thee  with  fcambiing,  and 
thou  muft  therefore  needs  prove  a  good  foldier-breeder: 
Shall  not  thou  and  I,  between  faint  Dennis  and  faint 
George,  compound  a  boy,  half  French,  half  Englifti, 
that  mail  go  to  Conftantinople,  and  take  trie  Turk  by  the 

beard  I 
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heard  ?  (hall  we  not  ?  what  fay'ft  thou,  my  fair  flower- 
de-iuce  ? 

Kath.  I  do  not  know  dat. 

K.  Henry.  No  ;  'tis  here  after  to  know,  but  now  to 
prornife  :  dobutnow  promife,  Kate,  you  will  endeavour  for 
your  French  part  of  fuch  a  boy ;  and,  for  my  Englifh 
moiety,  take  the  word  of  a  king  and  a  bachelor.  How 
anfwer  you,  la  plus  belle  Katharine  du  monde,  mon  tres  chere 
&  divine  deejfe  f 

Kath.  Your  majefii  \vefaujjc  French  enough  to  deceive 
de  moftfage  damo'ijede  dat  is  en  Francs, 

K.  Henry.  Now,  (ie  upon  my  falfe  French  !  By  mine 
honour,  in  true  Englifh,  I  love  thee,  Kate :  by  which 
honour  I  dare  not  fwear,  thou  loved  me  :  yet  my  blood 
begins  to  flatter  me  that  thou  dolt,  notwithstanding  the  poor 
and  untempering  effect  of  my  vifage.  Now  beflirew  my 
father's  ambition  !  he  was  thinking  of  civil  wars  when  he 
got  me  ;  therefore  was  I  created  with  a  ftubborn  outfide, 
with  an  afpect.  of  iron,  that,  when  I  come   to  woo  ladies, 

1  fright  them.  But,  in  faith,  Kate,  the  elder  I  wax,  the 
better  I  mail  appear  :  my  comfort  is,  that  old  age,  that 
ill  layer-up  of  beauty,  can  do  no  more  fpoil  upon  my  face  : 
thou  haft  nie,  if  thou  haft  me,  at  the  worft  ;  and  thou 
fnalt  wear  me,  if  thou  wear  me,  better  and  better  :  And 
therefore,  tell  me,  moft  fair  Katharine,  will  you  have  me  ? 
Put  offyour  maiden  blufhes  ;  avouch  the  thoughts  of  your 
heart  with  the  looks  of  an  emprefs :  take  me  by  the  hand, 
and  fay — Harry  of  England,  I  am  thine  :  which  word 
thou  (halt  no  fooner  blefs  mine  ear  withal,  but  I  will  tell 
thee  aloud — England  is  thine,  Ireland  is  thine,  France  is 
thine,  and  Henry  Plantagenet  is  thine  ;  who,  though  I 
(peak  it  before  his  face,  if  he  be  not  fellow  with  the  beft 
king,  thou  (hall  find  the  beft  king  of  good  fellows.  Come, 
your  anfwer  in  broken  mufick  ;  for  thy  voice  is  mufick, 
and  thy  Englifii  broken  :  therefore,  queen  of  all,  Katharine, 
break  thy  mind  to  me  in  broken  Englifh,  Wilt  thou  have 


mer 


Kath.   Dat  is,  as  it  (hall  pleafe  de  roy  mon  pere. 
K.  Henry.  Nay,  it  will  pleafe  him  well,  Kate  ;  it  fhal! 
pleafe  him,  Kate. 

Kath.  Den  it  (halt  alfo  content  me. 

K.  Henry, 
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K.  Henry.  Upon  that  I  kifs  your  hand,  and  I  call  you-— 
Jny  queen. 

Kath.  Lai  fez,  ?non  feigneur,  laiffez,  laiffez  :  ma  foy> 
je  ne  veux  point  que  vous  abbaiffez  vojire  grandeur,  en 
baijant  la  main  dy  une  vojire  indigne  jerviteure ;  excujez  moy9 
je  vous  fupplie .  won  tres  puiffant  Jeigncur. 

K.  Henry.  Then  I  will  kifs  your  lips,  Kate. 

Kath.  Les  dames,  &  damorfelles,  pour  eftre  baifecs  devant 
hur  nopces,  il  n'tfi  pas  le  coutume  de  France. 

K.  Henry.  Madam,  my  interpreter,  what  fays  me  ? 

Lady.  Dat  it  is  not  be  de  fafhion pour  de  ladies  of  France 
—I  cannot  tel!  what  is,  baifer,  en  Englifh. 

K.  Henry.  To  kifs. 

Lady,  Your  majefty  entendre  bettre  que  moy. 

K.  Henry.  It  is  not  a  fafhion  for  the  maids  in  France  to 
kifs  before  they  are  married,  would  me  fay  ? 

Lady.   Ouy,  vrayment. 

K.  Henry,  O,  Kate,  nice  cuftoms  curt'fy  to  great 
kings.  Dear  Kate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confin'd  within 
the  weak  lift  of  a  country's  failiion  :  we  are  the  makers 
of  manners,  Kate  ;  and  the  liberty,  that  follows  our 
places,  flops  the  mouth  of  all  find- faults ;  as  I  will  do 
your's,  for  upholding  the  nice  fafhion  of  your  country, 
in  denying  me  a  kifs :  therefore,  patiently,  and  yielding 
' — [kijfing  her.}  You  have  witchcraft  in  your  lips,  Kate": 
there  is  more  eloquence  in  a  fugar  touch  of  them,  than 
in  the  tongues  of  the  French  council  ;  and  they  mould 
fooner  perfuade  Harry  of  England,  than  a  general  petition 
ofmonarchs.     Here  comes  your  father. 

Enter  the  French  King  and  Queen,  with  French  and  Eng- 
lifi  Lords. 

Burg.  God  fave  your  majefty  !  my  royal  coufin,  teach 
you  our  princefs  Engliih  ? 

K.  Henry.  I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fair  coufin, 
how  perfectly  I  love  her  ;  and  that  is  good  Englim. 

Burg.  Is  (he  not  apt  ? 

K.  Henry.  Our  tongue  is  rough,  coz  ;  and  my  condi- 
tion isnotfmooth:  fo  that,  having  neither  the  voice  nor 
the  heart  of  flattery  about  me,  I  cannot  fo  conjure  up  the 

fpirit 
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fpirit  of  love  in  her,    that  he  will  appear  In  his  true 
likenefs. 

Burg.  Pardon  the  franknefs  of  my  mirth,  if  I  aafwer 
you  for  that.  If  you  would  conjure  in  her,  you  mud 
make  a  circle  :  if  conjure  up  love  in  her  ia  his  true  like- 
nefs, he  muft  appear  naked,  and  blind  :  Can  you  blame 
her  then,  being  a  maid  yet  rofy'd  over  with  the  virgin 
critnfon  of  modefty,  if .  me  deny  the  appearance  of  a 
naked  blind,  boy  in  her  naked  feeing  felf?  It  were,  my 
lord,  a  hard  condition  for  a  maid  to  conhgn  to. 

K.  Henry.  Yet  they  do  wink,  and  yield  ;  as  love  is 
blind,  and  enforces. 

Burg.  They  are  then  excus'd,  my  lord,  .  when  they 
fee  not  what  they  do. 

K  Henry.  Then,  good  my  lord,  teach  your  coufin 
to  confent  to  wiuking. 

Burg.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  confenf,  my  lord,  if  you 
will  teach  her  to  know  my  meaning  :  for  maids,  well 
fummer'd  and  warm  kept,  are  like  rues  at  Bartholomew- 
tide,  blind,  though  they  have  their  eyes  ;  and  then  they 
will  endure  handling,  which  before  would  not  abide 
looking  on. 

K.  Henry.  This  moral  ties  me  over  to  time,  and  a  hot 
fummer  ;  and  fo  I  fnall  catch  the  fly,  your  coufin,  in  the 
latter  end,  and  (he  muft  be  blind  too. 

Burg.  As  love  is,  my  lord,  before  it  loves. 

K.  Henry.  It  is  fo  :  and  you  may,  fome  of  you,  thank 
love  for  my  blind nefs ;  who  cannot  fee  many  a  fair 
French  city,  for  one  fair  French  maid  that  ftands  in  my 
way. 

Fr.. King.  Yes,  my  lord,  you  fee  them  perfpeclively, 
the  cities  turn'd  into  a  maid  ;  for  they  are  all  girdled  with 
maiden  wails,  that  war  hath  never  enter'd. 

K.  Henry.  Shall  Kate  be  my  wife  ? 

Fr.   King.  So  pleafe  you. 

K.  Henry.  I  am  content ;  fo  the  maiden  cities  you 
talk  of,  may  wait  on  her :  fo  the  maid,  that  flood  in  the 
way  for  my  wifh,  frull  fhew  me  the  way  to  my  will. 

Fr.  King.  We  have  confented  to  all  terms  of  reafoo. 

K.  Henry.  Is't  fo,  my  lords  of  England  ? 

Wejl,  The  king  hath  granted  every  article : 

His 
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His  daughter,  firfl ;  and  then  in  fequel  all, 
According  to  their  firm  propofed  natures. 

Exe.  Only  he  hath  not  yet  fubferibed  this : — 
Where  your  majefty  demands— That  the  king  of  France, 
having  any  occafion  to  write  for  master  of  grant,  (hall 
name  your  highnefs  in  this  form,  and  with  this  addition, 
in  French: — Notre  tres  cher  fii%  Henry  roy  dAngleterre, 
heretier  de  France:  and  thus  in  Latin — Pr  cedar  ijjiinus 
filius  nofier  Henricus,  rex  Anglics,   &  hesres  Francice. 

Fr.  King.   Yet  this  i   have  not,    brother,   fo  deny'd, 
But  your  rtqueft  (hall  make  me  let  it  pafs. 

K.  Henry.  I  pray  you  then,  in  love  and  dear  alliance, 
Let  that  one  article  rank  with  the  reft  : 
And,  thereupon,  give  me  your  daughter. 

Fr.  King.  Take   her,  fair   fon ;  and   from    her  blood 
raife  up 
IflTue  to  me:  that  the  contending  kingdoms 
Of  France  and  England,  whofe  ?ery  mores  look  pale 
With  envy  of  each  other's  happinefs, 
May  ceafe  their  hatred  ;  and  this  dear  conjunction 
Plant  neighbourhood  and  thriftian-like  accord 
Id  their  fweet  bofoms,  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  fword  'twixt  England  and  fair  France. 

AIL  Amen! 

K.  Henry.  Now   welcome,  Kate: — and  bear  me  wit- 
nefs  all, 
That  here  I  kifs  her  as  my  fovereign  queen. 

{Flourljh. 

J^K  Ifa.  God,  the  beft  maker  of  all  marriages, 
Combine  your  hearts  in  one,  your  realms  in  one! 
As  man  and  wife,  being  two,  are  one  in  love, 
So  be  there  'twixt  your  kingdoms  fuch  a  fpoufal, 
That  never  may  ill  office,  or  fell  jealoufy, 
Which  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  bleffed  marriage, 
Thruft  in  between  the  paction  of  thefe  kingdoms, 
To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  league  ; 
That  Englifli  may  as  French,  French  Englifhmen, 
Receive  each  other  ! — God  fpeak  this  Amen  \ 

All  Amen! 

JC.  Henry,  Prepare  we  for  our  marriage : — on  which 
day, 

G  My 
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My  lord  of  Burgundy,  we'll  take  yonr  oath, 
And  all  the  peers',  for  furety  of  our  leagues.— 
Then  {hall  I  fwear  to  Kate— and  you  to  me  ; — 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept  and  profp'rous  be  ! 

[Exeunt. 


Enter  Chorus. 

Thus  far*  with  rough,  and  all  unablepen  , 

Our  bending  author  hath  purfiCd  thejiory  ; 
In  little  room  confining  mighty  men, 

Mangling  by  ftarts  the  full  courfe  of  their  glory. 
Small  time,  but,  in  that/mall,  moft  greatly  liv'd 

This  ftar  of  England:  fortune  made  his  fword; 
By  which  the  -world's  bejl  garden  he  achievd, 

And  of  it  left  his  fon  imperial  lord. 
Henry  thefixth,  in  infant  hands  crown'd  king 

Of  France  and  England,  did  this  king  Jucceed ; 
Whofe  ft  ate  fo  many  had  the  managing, 

That  they  loft  France,  and  made  his  England  bleed  : 
Which  oft  our  ft  age  hath  fhewn  ;  and,  for  their  fake. 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take. 


THE   END, 


:M$ 


51 


i£r>; 


#• 


La 


